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INTRODUCTORY. 


Historical  parallels,  whether  of  per- 
sons  or  events,  show  generally  more  inge- 
nuity  than  truth.  They  are  seldom  as  in* 
structive  as  they  are  amusing ;  and  are 
rarely  turned  to  the  good  purposes  of 
effective  example.  Fewtransactionsinthe 
history  of  any  given  nation  resemble  each 
other  more  than  the  Congress  of  Cologne^ 
two  centuries  and  a  half  ago,  and  the 
Conference  of  London  in  our  own  days ; 
both  held  for  the  special  and  final  ar- 
rangement of  the  affairs  of  the  Nether- 
lands, and  both  so  eminently  insufficient 
for  that  great  object. 

It  is  only  necessary  to  refer  to  the  re- 
cords of  those  ahnost  interminable  nego- 
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tiations  to  establish  the  general  resem- 
blance. The  n^iii  differeiice  is  that 
Holland  was  then  in  the  position  which 
Belgium  occupies  now ;  the  very  country 
which  then  laboured  to  throw  off  the 
yoke  now  striving  to  maintain  the  domi- 
nion— its  people  being  so  changed  in 
character  as  to  follow  the  example  it 
then  struggled  against.  It  is  certainly 
striking  and  singular  that  the  modern 
King  of  Holland  should  stand  precisely 
in  the  situation  which  the  King  of  Spain 
occupied  in  the  olden  time,  retarding 
and  frustrating  by  self-willed  intolerance 
the  settlement  which  he  knows  and  feels 
to  be  inevitable.  It  is  not,  indeed* 
on  the  same  grounds  which  supported 
Philip  II.  that  William  I.  takes  his  stand. 
And  far  be  it  from  us  to  insinuate  iuiy 
genei*al  resemblance  between  the  bigot 
tvrant  of  old    and    the    constitutional 
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monarch  of  to»day.  It  is  only  on  the 
score  of  obstinate  perseverance  that  the 
analogy  exists  ;  religious  fanaticism  being 
mainly  the  basis  of  the  one,  and  com- 
mercial selfishness  of  the  other.  As  for 
all  the  minor  details — ^the  joint  protec- 
tion afforded  by  France  and  England  to 
the  newly-established  state;  the  refusal, 
by  the  rejected  dynasty,  to  acknowledge 
its  chief  governor  enthroned  at  Brussels ; 
the  twenty-seven  articles  on  the  one  hand 
and  the  twenty-four  articles  on  the  other ; 
the  hollow  arbitration  of  the  emperor 
(Russia  and  Prussia  did  not  then  poli- 
ticsdly  exist  to  form  the  trinity  of  des- 
potism) ;  the  bad  &ith  and  jealousy  of 
some  governments ;  and  the  tortuous 
shifb  of  diplomacy — they  show  a  simili» 
tude  so  marvellous,  that  it  seems  as  if  the 
master  spirits  of  this  age  were  forced  to 
model  fiidr  course  on  the  errors  of  one 
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whicby  in  common  cases,  they  no  doubt 
abhor  and  despise. 

All  Europe  was  harrassed  and  con- 
vulsed by  <*  the  Dutch  and  Belgic  ques- 
tion/' of  the  sixteenth  century.  To 
bring  it  if  possible  to  a  termination  by 
meana  of  amicable  discussion^  commis- 
sioners were  appointed  by  common  con- 
sent, including  many  men  of  high  rank 
and  some  of  consummate  talent:  and 
this  manorable  congress  assembled  in 
the  ancient  city  of  Cologne,  early  in  the 
spring  of  the  year  1579* 

The  eminent  persons  composing  the 
congress  would  have  felt  it  little  con- 
sistent with  their  dignity  to  come  to  the 
rendezvous  in  the  unostentatious  guise 
of  modern  statesmen.  The  spirit  of  the 
times  is  happily  changed ;  and  people  are 
now  rapidly  losing  the  veneration  for 
factitious  display,  which  was  one  great 
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ouise  of  the  too-kmg  admitted  influence 
of  rank  whose  chief  claim  to  distinction 
was  riches* 

The  important  occasion  we  now  allude 
to  brought  together  three  archbishops — 
two  of  them  electors  of  the  empire,  and 
one  the  pope's  nuncio— one  bishop,  two 
dukes,  one  count,  various  abbots,  seig* 
tfeurs,  oounseliors,  intendants,  juriscon- 
sults and  secretaries ;  besides  a  crowd  of 
unofficial  individuals,  attracted  to  the 
scene  and  illegitimate  actors  in  it,  for  the 
purposes  of  the  many  princes,  potentates, 
and  pretenders  whose  interests  were  in- 
volved in  the  great  questions  to  be  de- 
bated. 

Considerable  magnificence  was  dis- 
played by  this  assemblage  of  function- 
aries. Their  numerous  followers  and 
splendid  retinues  filled  the  houses  of  en- 
tertainment ;  while  the  influx  of  visitors. 


VI  INTRODUCTORY. 

more  or  less  connected  with  them,  left 
little  room,  even  in  private  mansions, 
fbr  the  casual  travellers  who  resorted  to 
the  city  during  the  long  course  of  the 
negotiations.  Cologne  had  rarely  heen 
the  scene  of  such  splendour,  such  de- 
bauchery, and  such  intrigue.  And  the 
long-past  glories  of  Roman,  Franc,  and 
Hun,  of  emperors,  kings,  and  conquer- 
ors were  eclipsed  and  for  awhile  forgot- 
ten, in  the  extravagance  of  the  epoch 
we  describe. 

But  we  trust  our  readers  will  not  take 
the  alarm,  nor  imagine  that,  under  the 
guise  of  a  historical  tale,  we  are  about  to 
inflict  on  them  a  political  romance.  We 
disclaim  all  the  awful  pretensions  implied 
in  such  an  attempt ;  we  disown  all  notion 
of  making  a  story  of  past  times  a  covert 
satire  on  those  in  which  we  live.  If, 
indeed,  in  the  course  of  our  narrative 
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events  of  history  invite  remark,  as  the 
individuals  we  introduce  require  descrip* 
tion,  we  shall  not  shrink— any  more  than 
on  former  occasions — from  hazarding  an 
opinion,  albeit  in  opposition  to  some  of 
those  which  are  called  '*  received"  ones* 
But  with  regard  to  this  diplomatic  pan- 
tomime, so  rich  in  tricks  and  transforma- 
tions, so  far  from  introducing  it  by  design 
or  meaning  to  dwell  on  it,  we  never 
should  have  mentioned  it  at  all,  had  it 
not  been  in  the  midst  of  its  gorgeous 
display  that  our  heroine  made  her  first 
appearance  on  the  public  scene  of  life, 
and  that  she  owed  to  its  records  her  intro- 
duction to  the  broad  pages  of  histor}'. 

That  the  serious  purpose  of  the  cooh 
gress  might  commence  with  suitable 
solemnity,  and  in  the  hope  of  frustratii^ 
the  many  sinister  attempts  which  were 
at  work  to  counteract  its  intended  good 
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effects,  the  members  unanimously  agreed 
to  proceed  to  business  under  the  auspices 
of  religion  ;  '^beginning/'  as  one  of  the 
historians  observes,  *'  with  God  him* 
self/*  Prayers  were  put  up  to  Heaven 
for  divine  assistance  in  the  important 
task ;  and,  at  the  suggestion  of  Gheb- 
hard  Truchses,  the  Elector-archbishop 
of  Cologne,  a  procession  of  the  Sacred 
Host,  and  all  its  auxiliary  pomps,  was 
fixed  on,  as  the  first  step  in  the  mighty 
affair,  it  being  however  doubtful  to  the 
before-cited  author  whether  the  prince- 
prelate  was  "  inspired  by  a  wish  for  the 
public  weal,  or  that  it  was  a  pretext  of 
this  personage,  who  assumed  an  appear- 
ance of  piety,  for  better  securing  the 
archiepiscopal  throne,  the  possession  of 
which  had  been  long  disputed/* 

The  solution  of  this  doubt  may  be 
found  in  the  progress  of  our  story,  on 
which  we  fi^rthwith  proceed  to  enter. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

It  was  early  morning,  yet  the  whole  popu- 
lation  of  Cologce  and  the  surrounding  neigh- 
bourhood was  abroad,  in  the  streets  and  squares 
of  that  most  ancient  dty.  It  was  working  day, 
yet  burgher  and  boor,  artizan  and  peasant,  had 
alike  donned  their  sabbath  attire,  and  shone 
forth  in  all  the  bravery  of  their  picturesque 
costumes.  It  was  April,  scarcely  April,  that 
capricious  month  of  smiles  and  tears,  when  the 
budding  hopes  of  one  hour  are  so  often  nipped 
by  the  next,  and  the  young  spring,  like  a  new 
fledged  bird,  shrinks  fluttering  ere  it  trusts 
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itself  on  the  expanse  of  time — ^yet  the  air  was 
soft,  and  the  sun  as  warm  and  bright  as  when  it 
smiles  on  the  gay  groups  of  a  summer  fSte. 
The  bells  from  a  hundred  steeples  rung  forth 
joyous  peals ;  culverins  and  falconets  sent  their 
voices  out  from  every  fort  and  bastion  in  the 
walled  circle  of  two  leagues,  by  which  the  city 
was  girded.  Bands  of  martial  music  tempered 
the  discord  by  their  melody ;  and  sound,  in  all 
its  wild  varieties,  thrilled  confusedly  through 
the  air,  and  baffled  the  mimicry  of  the  sur- 
rounding echoes. 

While  Heaven  and  man  thus  combined  to  do 
honour  to  the  day,  Heaven^s  fairest  work,  and 
man^s  brightest  inspiration  was  not  wanting,  to 
throw  a  grace  over  the  otherwise  imperfect 
scene.  Woman,  in  her  most  attractive  forms, 
moved  along  the  promenades^  leaned  from  the 
windows,  or  stood  on  platforms,  to  gaze  un- 
obstructed at  the  spectacle  below. 

Of  the  many  groups  so  placed,  which  caught 
the  observation  of  the  passers-by,  and  checked 


AGNKS   DB   MANSFELDT.  3 

their  impadeDt  longing  for  the  appearance  of 
the  procession,  one,  which  occupied  the  heavy 
sculptured  balcony  of  a  mansion  fronting  the 
church  of  St.  Columba,  was  peculiarly  attrac- 
tive. It  consisted  of  four  females,  young, 
lovely,  and  dressed  in  a  fashion  that  bespoke 
them  of  high  rank*  He  must  have  been  indeed 
a  stranger  in  Cologne,  who  did  not  know  the 
residence  of  the  bold  Baron  Conrad  von  Kriech- 
lingen ;  while  the  inquisitive  soon  learned  the 
names  of  the  noble  houses  to  which  belonged  the 
liveried  varlets  who  lounged  at  the  portal  with 
those  of  the  family.  The  still  more  curious 
quickly  found  out  that  with  the  barony's  two 
daughters  above,  were  their  visitors,  Anne,  the 
youthful  wife  of  John  Casimir  Duke  of  Saxe- 
Coburg,  and  Agnes,  only  daughter  of  John 
Cheorge  late  Count  of  Mansfeldt 

*' And  how,  worthy  and  worshipful  sir,"  asked 
an  old  woman,  of  tottering  gait  and  stooping 
figure,  who  plied  closely  with  questions  the 
pompous  functionaiy  who  bore  the  title  of  ba- 
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ronial  gate-opener  to  the  family  of  Kriecblingen, 
*'  how  may  the  eyes  that  mark  yon  blooming 
group  of  young  beauties,  distinguish  the  matron 
from  the  maidens ;  ,and  then  know  one  of  the 
latter  from  the  others  ?^ 

*^  In  good  sooth,  dame,  Hwould  seem  as  though 
some  more  than  common  motive  spurred  on 
your  questionings?  Is  it  soP^  said  the  con* 
cierge. 

*<  And  what  if  it  were,  kind  master  ?*"  replied 
the  crone,  with  a  keen  and  crafty  tone  of  voice, 
that  seemed  at  once  to  admit  and  justify  an  un- 
acknowledged object.  *^  What  if  I  had  some 
cause  beyond  an  old  wife's  gossiping,  for  seek- 
ing to  know  the  Duchess  Anne  from  the  fair 
virgins  she  consorts  with  P^' 

"  Oh,  it  is  thus?  another  suitor  for  the  bounty 
of  the  generous  Duchess  Anne ;  verily  her  fame 
for  charity  has  travelled  before  her,  albeit  she 
came  and  stays  here  incognito ;  and  well  needs 
her  purse  to  be  lined,  if  every  twenty-four  hours 
of  her  visit  bring  applicants  in  proportion  to 
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the  one  day  she  has  been  in  Ciologne  already. 
Ghx>d  woman,  I  cannot  be  accessory  to  her  high- 
nesses annoyance.  I  prithee,  go  thy  ways,  nor 
seek  to  interrupt  the  noble  lady^s  pleasures  by  a 
suit  that's  out  of  season.'' 

''And  how  know  you,  good  sir,  that  the 
pleasures  of  the  princess,  aye,  her  very  happi- 
ness and  welfare,  may  not  be  at  stake,  may  not 
depend  on  the  receipt  jof  this  precious  missive  ?^ 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  the  speaker  drew 
from  beneath  her  doak  a  letter,  which  the  por- 
ter instantly  saw  to  be  for  different  from  the 
coarse  texture  and  vulgar  shape  of  a  petition 
for  alms.  It  was  of  coloured  paper,  tastefully 
folded,  and  tied  with  fantastic  knots  of  ribbon, 
to  one  of  which  was  attached  a  pendant  seal, 
while  it  emitted  a  sweet  odour  that  seemed  much 
to  sooth  the  rising  asperity  of  the  porter's  feel- 
ings. An  apparent  accident,  which  happened 
at  the  moment,  might  perchance  have  had  some 
mollifying  influence  of  the  same  nature.  A 
small  leathern  bag,  fastened  with  a  ring  of  wire. 
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dropped  from  the  old  woman's  girdle,  and  its 
chink  on  the  pavement  sounded  marvellously 
harmonious.  The  porter  stooped  to  lift  it  up  : 
and  maugre  a  portly  paunch,  and  the  joint-stif- 
fening action  of  sixty  summers,  he  bent  double, 
with  a  promptness  not  exceeded  by  the  most 
supple  examples  of  court  prostration. 

The  old  woman  did  not  oppose  him,  but 
faintly  laughed,  as  with  a  malicious  triumph, 
while  he  raised  his  apoplectic  face  to  a  level 
with  her  own,  (which,  however,  she  instantly 
turned  aside,)  presenting  her  the  bag  at  the  same 
time,  and  puffing  forth  an  apology  in  these 
terms — 

**  Respectable  and  well-bom  dame,  I  crave 
your  pardon  humbly,  for  my  rude  mistake  and 
over-hasty  speech.  Aye,  verily,  are  my  eyes 
waxing  old  and  dim,  or  I  should  easily  have 
seen  by  your  air  and  bearing,  in  despite  of  mo- 
dest though  by  no  means  unbecoming  attire — 
for,  sooth  to  say,  this  bodice  of  orange-tawney 
kersey,  with  rabbit-skin  trimmings  goes  well 
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with  the  shades  of  brown  in  this  ingrain  mantle 
and  hood,  and  suits  no  doubt  the  features  and 
cxMnplexion  of  the  staid,  yet,  I  warrant  me,  still 
comely  wearer.  Aye,  easily  should  I  have  seen, 
but  for  this  teasing  rheum  which  mars  my 
vision,  that  I  spoke  to  the  worthy  wife  or  mother 
of  some  substantial  citizen.  Would  it  please 
you,  good  dame,  to  enter  into  my  lodge  here  a 
bit,  and  look  out  unobstructed  from  the  postern 
window  on  the  great  procession,  which  must 
even  now  have  started  from  the  palace,  and 
will  pass  through  our  neighbourhood  anon  ?^ 

The  object  of  this  courtesy  seemed  to  take 
it  all  with  a  perfect  business-like  indifference, 
as  though  such  sudden  shifts  of  opinion  and 
manners  were  familiar  to  her  experience,  and 
that  their  secret  springs  were  not  too  deep  for 
her  philosophy. 

*^  Good  Master  Porter,""  said  she,  moving 
under  the  porch  the  while,  *<you  put  me  to 
shame  by  your  civilities,  for  I  cannot  accept 
them;  half,  as  it  were,  by  reason  of  my  own  un- 
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worthiness,  and  the  other  half  from  the  pressing 
necessity  of  others^  concerns,  which  hurries  me 
away.  In  a  word,  kind  sir,  will  you  under- 
take to  deliver  this  letter  into  Duchess  Anne's 
fair  hands,  secretly  and  quickly  ?^ 

^^  Why,  for  the  slight  service  of  passing  on  a 
letter,  so  complaisant  and  courteous  as  this 
seems  to  be,*^  resumed  the  porter,  watching 
keenly  the  movements  of  the  crone,  whose 
fingers  leisurely  undid  the  fastening  of  her 
money-bag,  ^^  for  such  a  good  turn,  and  all  in 
the  way  of  mine  office,  I  would  not  willingly 
stand  on  punctilios  of  mere  place.  I  think  I 
might  contrive  to  send  the  billet  through  the 
duchess's  varlet  yonder,  to  her  highness's  tire- 
woman, and  so  by  toilette-time  to-morrow  into 
her  own  fair  hand,  or  at  least  so  place  it  that  it 
should  fall  under  her  own  bright  eye."*^ 

^'  Kind  thanks  for  your  good  ofiices,^  replied 
the  old  woman,  coldly,  while  she  replaced  the 
purse  in  her  girdle.  "  No,  Master  Porter,  no. 
Such  snail's-pace,  round-about  proceedings  are 
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not  of  fitting  gait  for  the  rapid  flow  of  hot,  and 
youthful,  and  noble  blood.  And  did  such 
means  suit  the  purpose  of  the  princely  I — would 
say  the  lordly,  or  needs  let  it  be  simply  the 
well-bom  writer,  for  I  would  not  willingly 
betray  his  noble  confidence — ^the  letter  might 
have  been  delivered  at  the  door  of  your  lodge, 
by  secretary  or  serving-man,  and  sent  up 
through  the  beaten  road  of  common  corres- 
pondence. No,  Master  Porter,  no !  and  good 
day  to  you." 

*'  Nay,  nay,  go  not  away  in  pique  or  un- 
kindness,  good  dame,'*^  said  the  porter,  alarmed 
at  the  threatened  loss  of  his  vails,  and  laying  a 
gentle  hand  on  his  companion''s  cloak,  with  a 
wheedling  look  and  a  forced  chuckle,  as  he 
added,  '^  by  the  bones  of  the  eleven  thousand  ! 
I  wish  to  do  the  good  turn,  you  ask  me.  A 
prince  did  you  not  say,  or  at  least  a  noble  of 
note— eh  ?  and ^ 

^^  Well  then,  at  once,  and  without  words,^ 
said  his  companion  briskly,  at  the  same  time 

b3 
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placing  a  small  gold  piece  in  his  palni)  which 
surely  had  itched  intensely  during  the  previous 
colloquy,  *'  at  once  and  for  all,  will  you  or  will 
you  not  put  this  letter  into  the  hands  o£  the 
duchess,  now,  at  the  instant  P^ 

^^  Reckon  on  me,  as  soon  as  ever  the  proces- 
sion passes,^  whispered  the  porter,  putting  the 
letter  between  his  doublet  and  pourpoint,  and 
closing  his  fingers  on  the  piece  of  gold. 

*'  Good  fellow,  you  knov  not  the  danger  of 
delay,  or  you  would  not  prose  and  chatter  in 
this  guise.  There  is  another  ducaC  to  quicken 
your  senses — now,  on  the  instant,  give  the  let- 
ter with  your  own  hands,  and  remember!  a 
keen  eye  is  watching  you.  Here  they  come — 
farewell !  we  shall  meet  again.^ 

As  these  words  were  rapidly  uttered,  and 
while  the  speaker  darted  away  in  the  crowd, 
with  the  activity  of  boyhood,  and  (as  Karl 
Kreutzer,  the  conscientious  porter,  piously 
swore)  with  the  suddenly-acquired  height  of 
well-grown  manhood,  he  felt  his  breath  to  come 
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and  go;  and  his  eyes  swam,  and  his  knees 
shook,  for  he  thought  that  voice,  air,  and  ges- 
ture were  all  supematurally  awful.  A  pang 
seemed  shot  through  his  heart,  from  the  mere 
vicinage  of  the  letter.  To  have  relieved  him- 
self, he  would  have  thrown  it  into  tlie  street, 
and  the  money  along  with  it,  had  not  a  sudden 
throb  of  fear  held  one  hand  firm  on  the  myste* 
rious  paper,  and  an  occult  instinct  of  avarice 
thrust  the  other  into  the  deep,  wide  pocket  of 
his  crimson  plush  pluderho9en. 

While  he  stood  bewildered  and  uncertain, 
the  loud  crash  of  music  and  the  chant  of  v<Hces 
told  him  the  procession  was  near  at  hand.  The 
rush  of  people  in  all  directions  warned  him  of  it 
in  another  sense.  And  the  boisterous  entreaties 
for  admission  into  the  lodge,  from  several  per- 
sons who  pushed  towards  the  portal,  were  the 
completing  proofs  that  he  had  no  time  to  lose. 

Bo,  good  Master  Karl  ?"* 

Kind  Karl,  one  place  in  the  postern  win- 
dow!" 
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^*  Just  enough  room  for  this  child,  worthy 
Master  Kreutzer  !^^ 

**  Tis  only  me,  Karl,  your  friend  Caspar 
Schott,  don't  you  know  me?''^ 

«  Good  Karl  Kreutzer''— •*  Gentle  Karl"— 
"  Sweet  Master  Karl  !'' 

These  and  a  dozen  still  more  coaxing  blan- 
dishments were  forcibly  showered  upon  the 
agitated  functionary ;  but  every  epithet  in 
honour  of  his  tenderness  met  a  practical  refu- 
tation, in  the  sturdy  blows  dealt  round  by  his 
baton  of  office,  and  the  maledictions  which  he 
profusely  scattered  among  the  invaders. 

^^  May  the  curse  of  the  three  kings  light  on 
and  blight  ye  all,  scurvy  rabble  that  ye  are ! 
Stand  back,  I  say  !  Out  on  ye,  knaves,  out  on 
ye  I  Potx  tausend !  Begone  I  say — no  man 
enters  here.  Thunder  and  lightning  !  aback, 
aback,  I  say !'' 

And  having  at  length  succeeded  in  stemming 
the  living  torrent,  Karl  Kreutzer  forcibly 
closed  the  pondrous  gates,  and  for  perfect  se- 
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carity  against  intrusion  he  fastened  the  iron 
chain  across ;  then  wiping  the  plentiful  moisture 
from  his  brow,  adjusting  his  disordered  and 
loose-fitting  habiliments,  and  shaking  himself 
into  his  place  again,  as  it  might  be  said,  he  has- 
tily mounted  the  broad  stone  stair-case,  bethink- 
ing him  of  what  excuse  he  might  best  make  for 
demanding  short  and  instant  speech  with  the 
Duchess  of  Saxe-Coburg.  The  most  plausible 
was  the  pretext  of  some  alms-asking  suppliant 
pressing  forward  a  petition  on  urgent  need. 
The  heavy-headed  porter  could  invent  no  bet- 
ter on  such  short  notice;  and  such  was  the 
reason  assigned  for  praying  the  princess  to  come 
forth,  when,  in  virtue  of  his  old  prescriptive 
right  of  admission,  he  obsequiously  entered  the 
great   gallery,  and    approached   the    balcony 

« 

where  the  four  ladies  were  standing. 

Anne  of  Saxe  Goburg  started,  with  a  feeling 
of  instinctive  alarm,  when  Karl  Kreutzer  clum- 
sily stammered  forth  his  untoward  request. 

"  Nay,    duchess  !     think    not    of  it  now 
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— the  procession  comes — it  enters  the  Kirch* 
gasse— in  a  few  minutes  it  will  be  here.'^ 

*«Oood  Karl,  thou  hast  ill-timed  this  intrusion 
on  her  highness,^  said  the  two  daughters  of 
Baron  Kriechlingen,  speaking  together,  but 
dividing  those  words  between  them. 

^«  Dear  young  ladies,  oppose  me  not,^'  said 
Karl,  with  solemn  agitation  and  a  stupidly  im- 
portant air,  enough  to  betray  any  secret  to 
more  suspicious  observers.  "  Let  her  worship- 
ful highness  the  duchess  come  out  to  receive 
the  letter— that  is  to  say  the  petition — which 
the  prince — the  pauper  I  mean — would  lay  in 
her  own  gracious  hand.  It  is  of  pressing  im- 
port, believe  me,  ladies.^' 

"  I  know  it :  Ifeel  it  to  be  so  !''  exclaimed 
the  duchess,  with  a  suppressed  and  heavy  tone  ; 
and  so  saying,  she  stepped  to  the  anti-room  be- 
yond the  gallery,  where  Earl  immediately  and 
stealthily  slipped  the  letter  into  her  hand,  with- 
out saying  a  word,  and  then  hurried  away, 
thanking  Heaven  that  he  had  eased  his  bosom  of 
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*^  the  perilous  stuffs  which  had  lain  so  heavily 
OD  it  for  the  previous  ten  minutes. 

The  duchess  tore  open  the  ribbon-clasped 
envelope,  and  read  the  following  words :— *^  I 
shall  be  at  the  procession  to-day;  know  me 
not !  At  thy  deep  and  deadly  risk  be  the  ha- 
zard of  a  recognition." 

^^  Oh  God  !"  exclaimed  the  princess,  the 
colour  flying  from  her  cheeks  and  lips,  as  her 
sinking  heart  convulsively  drew  in  the  life^ 
blood  from  every  artery  of  her  frame,  **  is  he 
thai  here  f    Am  I  nowhere  safe  ?** 

She  sunk  on  a  cushioned  bench  that  stood 
closely  by,  and  might  have  fainted,  had  not 
the  quick  steps  of  her  young  and  impatient 
hostesses  coming  to  seek  her,  startled  her  into 
life  again.  Hurriedly  thrusting  the  warning 
billet  into  the  bosom  of  her  dress,  she  tottered 
inwards  and  reached  the  balcony,  as  though 
attracted  by  an  irresistible  spell.  Fortunately 
for  her  secret  wishes  neither  of  the  sisters  per- 
ceived her  emotion.     They  thought  only  of  the 
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coming  procession,  and  leaned  anxiously  over 
the  balustrade  to  mark  it,  as  it  turned  the  cor- 
ner and  entered  the  open  spac^  between  their 
father's  house  and  the  church.  But  another, 
and  a  far  differently  constituted  person,  was  at 
hand,  to  catch  every  shade  which  secret  suffer- 
ing threw  over  the  fair  face  of  the  young  du- 
chess, and  to  feel,  in  the  purest  depths  of  friend- 
ship, the  reflected  gloom  from  the  sorrows  of 
her  she  loved.  This  person  was  Agnes  de 
Mansfeldt. 

Anne  of  Saxony,  wife  of  a  sovereign  duke, 
daughter  of  an  electoral  prince,  and  grand- 
daughter of  a  king,  for  her  mother  was  a  prin- 
cess of  Denmurk,  was  of  more  elevated  rank, 
but  scarcely  of  prouder  lineage  than  the  chosen 
and  dear-loved  friend  of  her  youth,  the  heroine 
of  our  tale.  Agnes  was  of  a  family  conspicu- 
ous among  the  most  distinguished  of  Oermany. 
The  race  of  Mansfeldt  reckoned  among  its 
members  an  emperor,  a  count-palatine,  several 
minor  princes,   with  archbishops  and  bishops 
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inoumerable ;  and  many  were  their  iotermar- 
riages  with  the  royal  houses  of  Europe.  The 
pretensions  of  this  proud  family  were  of  the 
highest  order.  They  signed  themselves  counts, 
**  by  the  grace  of  Qod,'^  and  pushed  to  the  ut- 
noost  their  title  to  ^^  right  divine."^  They  had 
maintained  for  ages  fierce  and  independent 
wars  with  their  neighbours,  ravaged  the  ter- 
ritories of  their  enemies,  quarrelled  with  thehr 
friendst  fell  out  among  each  other,  and  proved 
themselves,  in  short,  to  be  in  all  ways  deserving 
of  high  note  among  the  worthies  of  that  mon- 
strous anomaly  in  social  relations,  known  by 
the  name  of  the  feudal  system. 

But  whatever  might  have  been  their  power 
or  their  pretensions  in  elder  days,  both  had  ra- 
pidly declined  in  the  course  of  the  16th  cen- 
tury. As  their  revenues  diminished,  their  debts 
accumulated ;  they  were  often  obliged  to  sell, 
at  great  loss,  their  lands  and  offices  of  state,  to 
satisfy  their  creditors,  and  improvidence  and 
misrule  seem  to  have  been  handed  down  as  heir- 
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looms  from  generation  to  generation.  At  the 
accession  of  Count  John  George,  the  father  of 
Agnes,  his  hereditary  debts  amounted  to  two 
millions  of  florins,  and  his  entire  dominions 
were  sequestered.  He  was,  like  most  of  his 
race,  extravagant ;  and  the  desperation  of  his 
fortunes  tended,  perhaps,  to  make  him  even 
more  reckless  than  the  rest.  He  embraced  the 
tenets  of  Luther,  to  whom  he  was  well  known. 
That  stalwart  reformer  tells  us  in  his  works 
that  he  had  severely  remonstrated  with  the 
count  for  the  prodigality  of  his  career.  And 
it  is  recorded,  that  the  pastor  of  Wittemberg 
(on  one  of  those  domiciliary  visits),  having  en- 
tered the  castle  of  Mansfeldt,  and  being  about 
to  mount  the  stairs,  observed  that  the  steps 
were  flooded  with  wine.  On  inquiring  the 
cause,  he  learned  that  the  count  was  carousing 
with  his  friends,  on  which  Luther  cast  his  looks 
towards  heaven,  and  raising  his  hands  with 
gesture  suiting  his  usual  bold  and  vigorous 
eloquence,  he  prophecied  that  such  profusion 
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oould  not  go  uDpunished,  but  that  the  time  was 
not  distant  when  the  grass  would  grow  in  the 
desert  halls,  which  then  witnessed  such  criminal 


Alas,  for  our  heroine,  that  the  foretelling  of 
the  great  reformer  should  have  been  so  well 
deserved  and  so  soon  fulfilled  !  Her  brave, 
but  too  prodigal,  parent  had  ere  long  little  left 
him  but  a  good  weapon  and  a  dauntless  heart. 
He  chose  from  the  castle  armoury  its  greatest 
treasure  and  the  boast  of  his  line,  the  sword  of 
the  celebrated  Count  Hoyers — ^bade  farewell  to 
the  valley  of  Mansfeldt,  in  Upper  Thuringia, 
his  birth-place  and  the  seat  of  his  fathers  for 
countless  ages — fought  long  and  gallantly,  un- 
der the  celebrated  Maurice  of  Saxony  for  the 
cause  of  religious  liberty,  and  thus  redeeming 
his  errors,  died  at  length,  the  founder  of  the 
EuiebUchefiy  or  liUtheran  race,  leaving  to  his 
three  sons  little  but  their  titles,  and  to  his  only 
daughter  the  painful  heritage  of  a  proud  name 
steeped  in  the  bitterness  of  poverty. 
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Fortuneless,  but  not  friendless,  the  young 
and  most  beautiful  Agness  had  many  offers  of 
protection,  and  numberless  invitations  from  her 
high  and  mighty  connexions.  Of  these  she 
availed  herself  insomuch  as  pride  and  prudence 
told  her  was  becoming.  Anne  of  Saxony,  the 
niece  of  Maurice,  her  father^s  companion  in 
arms,  was  the  first  to  fly  to  her  orphan  friend, 
and  the  most  zealously  cordial  in  offers  of  a 
home,  more  suiting  a  young  and  lovely  girl 
than  the  drear  halls  of  Mausfeldt  Castle.  Agnes 
frankly  accepted  the  offers  so  generously  made. 
She  had  no  qualms  of  spurious  delicacy.  The 
mind  that  is  imbued  with  the  genuine  sort 
knows  not  the  counterfeit ;  and  the  mind  of 
Agnes — ^but  that  must  be  judged  of  by  the 
sequel. 

When  the  Princess  Anne— yielding  to  the 
warm  solicitings  of  John  Gasimir,  Duke  of  Saxe- 
Coburg,  and  to  the  commands  of  her  father, 
Augustus,  Elector  of  Saxony — married  too 
hastily  for  her  future  happiness,  and  left  the 
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life-stirriog  palaces  of  Dresden  for  her  hus- 
band^s  solitary  castle,  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt  was 
not  long  in  choosing  her  career. 

She  envied  not  the  seemingly  auspicious  fate 
of  her  friend,  even  though  she  felt  it  was  never 
likely  to  be  her  own.  Marriage  was  a  state 
that  appeared  beyond  the  accidents  of  her  des- 
tiny. Not  that  she  wanted  suitors— she  had 
too  many  for  her  own  peace — but  from  reasons, 
or  rather  feelings,  to  be  developed  as  we  go  on, 
she  saw  in  each  new  offer  fresh  causes  for  re- 
jection. 

At  length,  from  a  peculiar  reason  which  shall 
be  in  its  place  explained,  she  solemnly  decided 
never  to  marry,  and  she  followed  up  the  unna- 
tural resolution  by  the  best  security  permitted 
by  her  religion.  The  teasing  suit  of  lovers  with 
whom  she  felt  no  sympathy  was  not  to  be  en- 
dured. Her  heart  was  too  honest  to  feign  af- 
fection—too  generous  to  betray  indifference — so 
she  resolved  to  put  herself  in  sanctuary,  and 
escape  tbe  double  embarrassment.     She  there- 


22  A6NK3    DE    HANSFBLDT. 

fore  sought  and  obtained  an  appointment  as 
canoness  of  the  Protestant  convent  of  Gerris- 
heim.  Under  a  vow  of  celibacy  for  one  year, 
and  renewable^  at  pleasure  for  the  same  period, 
she  escaped  the  annoyance  of  her  suitors^  ad- 
dresses. She  returned  once  more  to  Mansfeldt 
as  the  mistress  of  its  comparative  desolation, 
sharing  its  solitude  with  her  brothers^  who  in- 
habited it  by  turns,  or  together,  as  their  ca- 
prices suggested  or  their  pursuits  required  ; 
protected,  guided,  and  instructed  by  the  old 
chaplain  and  faithful  friend  of  the  house,  Cyri- 
acus  Spangenberg,  the  disciple  of  Luther,  and 
the  associate  of  Melancthon  in  some  of  his  most 
important  theological  works,  particularly  the 
celebrated  *^  Confession  of  Augsburg/' 

The  duties  of  canoness  of  a  Protestant  con- 
vent were  rather  nominal  than  rigid.  They 
required  no  residence  within  the  walls.  They 
entailed  no  ceremonies  beyond  them,  they  car- 
ried no  prohibitions  of  any  of  the  decent  and 
rational  pleasures  of  life  which  are  sanctioned 
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by  social  forms,  with  the  exception  of  matri- 
mony for  some  given  period,  and  that  we  wil- 
lingly aUow  is  a  state  which  embraces  many  of 
those,  and  sanctifies  them  all. 

A  yearly  pension  was  attached  to  the  title, 
and  a  small  cross,  embroidered  on  velvet  or 
ribbon,  was  worn  on  the  left  side  of  the  bosom 
by  a  crimson  string,  a  simple  and  sacred  deco- 
ration, unstained  with  the  deep  vanities  of  many 
a  more  glaring  badge. 

Agnes  had  rarely  availed  herself  c^  her  privi- 
lege of  social  enjoyment,  during  the  year  of  her 
engagement,  which  was  nearly  expired,  when 
her  relatives,  Fredolinda  and  Emma  Von 
Kriechlingen,  pressingly  invited  her  to  visit 
them  at  Cologne,  to  participate  in  some  of  the 
gaieties  prepared  for  the  period  of  the  congress, 
and  to  meet  her  dear-loved  friend  the  Duchess 
of  Saxe-Coburg,  who  had  honoured  them  by  de- 
manding a  few  weeks^  hospitality,  aa  condition  of 
every  point  of  ceremony  and  etiquette  connected 
with  ha  rank  being  laid  aside,  and  her  visit 
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being  con&idered  as  one  of  friendship  and  not  of 
form. 

The  last  inducement,  and  a  pressing  letter 
from  the  duchess,  decided  Agnes  to  accept  the 
summons.  The  friends  met  (for  the  first  time 
since  the  marriage  of  Anne,  two  years  pre- 
viously) on  their  arrival  in  Cologne  the  day  be- 
fore the  one  on  which  our  story  opens.  And 
what  a  world  of  mutual  confidence  did  they  not, 
during  that  day  and  the  night  which  closed  on 
it,  pour  into  each  others  breasts !  But  the 
procession?  It  has  long  since  reached  Saint 
Columba'^s  platz,  and  now  halts  at  a  reposoir, 
or  temporary  altar,  erected  in  advance  of  the 
church  portal,  and  consequently  fronting  the 
mansion  of  Baron  Von  Kriechlingen. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

A  RoMAK  Catholic  procession,  like  all  the 
ceremoDies  of  that  gorgeous  church,  is  fitted 
to  excite  the  feelings  in  no  moderate  degree.  It 
must  be  either  profound  veneration  or  deep  con- 
tempt, which  animates  the  orthodox  assistant, 
or  inspii^es  the  heretic  spectator.  No  one  who 
sees  the  spectacle  can  be  wholly  indifferent  to  it. 
It  is  an  offering  worthy  of  Heaven,  or  a  rite 
degrading  to  common  sense.  6od  is  honoured, 
or  man  debased.  The  true  attributes  of  reli- 
gion are  to  be  defined.  There  is  no  medium 
line.  Enthusiasm  and  reason  take  conflicting 
sides  of  the  question,  and  in  such  a  case  what 
rational  mind  stands  neutral  ? 

VOL.  I.  c 
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Varied  were  the  seDsations  raised  od  the  oc- 
casion before  us,  in  the  numerous  population 
of  Cologne  and  its  surrounding  hamlets  and 
villages,  which  had  all  poured  out  their  vota- 
ries. The  great  majority  were  pious  Catholics; 
but  reform  had  made  a  progress  in  the  electo- 
rate quite  correspondent  to  that  in  all  the 
southern  parts  of  Germany.  Lutheranism  had 
a  large  body  of  adherents ;  and  the  more  rigid 
doctrines  of  Calvinism  attracted,  by  a  fascinat- 
ing charm,  many  an  overwrought  fanatic  to 
join  that  withering  sect. 

On  occasions  like  the  present,  most  of  those 
who  disapproved  of  or  were  shocked  by  the  ce- 
remony abstained  from  sanctioning  it,  even  in 
appearance,  by  their  presence.  But  several  of 
those  who  could  not  join  it  as  a  duty,  viewed 
it,  as  it  passed  their  dwellings,  as  they  would 
a  theatrical  exhibition ;  and  all  who  did,  from 
piety  or  policy,  take  a  part,  entered  into  it 
with  an  energy  that  evidently  sprung  from  con- 
viction or  very  successfully  assumed  its  tone. 
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No  efforts  were  spared  to  render  those  displays 
imposingly  effective,  at  a  period  when  zeal  for 
the  new  doctrines  strained  the  resisting  sinews 
of  Romish  prerogative  to  thdr  utmost  stretch ; 
and  the  procession  of  the  5tfa  April,  l5^9t  is 
recorded  as  eclipsing  in  sumptuous  profusion 
all  former  outlays  of  magnificence  in  Ck>logne. 

We  will  not  fatigue  our  readers,  nor  retard 
our  story,  by  a  detailed  description  of  matters 
which  fancy  can  easily  conjure  up.  Banners, 
tapers,  relics;  rich  costumes,  music,  flowers, 
and  incense ;  all  that  could  take  the  senses  by 
surprise,  or  soothingly  lead  them  into  sympa^ 
thy,  were  prodigally  and  skilfully  brought  into 
play.  The  treasures  and  triumphs  of  near  two 
hundred  churches,  and  half  as  many  convents, 
under  the  escort  of  above  two  thousand  priests 
of  various  ranks  and  denominations,  testified  to 
the  accumulated  wealth  of  the  archiepiscopal 
dty.  Long  files  of  magistrates,  in  rich  attire, 
gave  evidence  of  its  corporate  piety ;  and  se- 
veral thousand  beggars  walking  in  serried  ranks 
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in  the  tail  of  the  procession,  told  that  conven- 
tual and  civic  charity  must  have  both  been 
great,  at  once  to  tolerate  and  support  such  a 
legion  of  sloth  within  its  walls. 

The  superbly  tapestried  and  embroidered 
awning,  under  which  the  consecrated  Eucharist 
was  carried,  now  stood  still  before  the  reposoir. 
The  "innocents"  (as  the  juvenile  choiristers  were 
called)  and  the  full-grown  singers  had  ceased 
their  chant.  The  short  service  appropriated  to 
those  baitings  was  in  the  act  of  being  recited  by 
one  of  the  officiating  bishops ;  and  the  crowd  of 
glittering  costumes,  lay  and  clerical,  which  sur- 
rounded the  main  group  dazzled  the  eyes  of  the 
spectators,  and  filled  many  of  those  who  gazed 
down  upon  the  scene  with  burning  curiosity,  to 
know  by  name  the  various  individuals  by  which 
it  was  composed.  Our  group  was  not  wanting 
in  this  natural  feeling  of  the  occasion,  and,  as 
satirists  say,  this  natural  failing  of  the  sex.  It 
needs  not  be  told,  that  it  was  modified  in  indi- 
vidual cases  according  to  the  characters  of  the 
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four  bright  and  youthful  beings  who  adorned 
the  balcony.  While  the  two  sisters  panted  with 
that  girlish  love  of  novelty,  merely  because  it 
was  such,  common  we  suppose  to  all  who  have 
but  just  been  freed  from  the  restraint  of  con- 
ventual education,  the  two  friends  who  had  been 
longer  in  the  world  and  had  known  more  of  its 
ways,  were  touched  with  an  interest  in  the  event 
which  embraced  such  serious  associations  of 
thought,  and  in  the  distinguished  agents  on 
whom  its  management  devolved. 

Yet  far  different  feelings  filled  the  two  bo- 
soms, whose  sympathies  on  this  occasion,  as  in 
most  others,  were  so  congenial,  but  whose  sen- 
sations were  so  varied.  Agnes  was  in  her  nine- 
teenth year,  Anne  in  her  one-and-twentieth. 
The  former  had  known  the  anxieties  of  life,  the 
latter  its  temptations.  One  had  been  reared  amid 
difficulties  and  trials,  the  other  in  the  very  lap 
of  ease  and  luxury.  The  first  felt  the  circum- 
stances of  her  station  to  be  unworthy  of  her ; 
the  second  knew  that  she  was  unsuited  to  the 
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place  she  occupied,  but  which  she  could  not  be 
said  to  fill.  Agnes,  from  the  earliest  epoch  of 
mature  intelligence,  had  felt  marriage  and  its 
mighty  maze  of  delights  and  duties  to  be  im- 
possibilities for  her.  Anne,  from  her  youngest 
days,  had  been  taught  that  a  wedded  esta- 
blishment was  in  her  case  an  invincible  necessity. 
Fate  had  seemed  to  vow  one  to  a  state  of  celi- 
bacy, humiliating  to  loveliness,  high  intellect, 
and  exquisite  susceptibility  of  happiness ;  while 
destiny  threw  the  other  into  an  union  that 
promised  rapture  and   brought  forth   misery. 

* 

Agnes^s  heart  had  hitherto  known  but  the  re- 
straints of  suppressed  emotion.  That  of  Anne 
had  felt  the  chill  of  blighted  hope.  Agnes^s 
worst  suffering  had  been  wounded  pride ;  her 
friend  had  endured  the  pangs  of  crushed  affec- 
tion. 

It  has  been  already  shewn  that  the  Duchess 
of  Saxe-Coburg  had  some  secret  cause  of 
mental  pain,  of  which  Agnes  had  received  a 
partial  confidence  the  previous  day.    But  she 
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knew  nothing  of  the  mysterious  warning  of 
which  we  have  informed  our  readers.  There- 
fore she  felt  not,  even  by  sympathy,  the  agita- 
tioQ  of  her  friend ;  but  if  not  to  the  full  as 
anxious  (for  no  one  can  make  the  case  of  another 
absolutely  their  own)  she  certainly  looked  more 
so;  for  her  countenance  was  always  the  true  re- 
flection of  a  mind  of  almost  unequalled  single- 
ness and  sincerity  ;  while  Anne,  on  the  contrary, 
had  a  command  of  feature  and  a  flexibility  of 
tone,  that  allowed  her  to  wear  a  smile  or  feign 
a  laugh,  when  the  spring  that  set  one  in  mo- 
tion, or  the  chords  that  attuned  the  other,  had 
their  workings  in  the  irery  depths  of  an  anguished 
heart*  Thy  both  fixed  their  looks  intently  on 
the  picturesque  crowd  beneath  ;  and,  no  matter 
what  their  separate  feelings,  they  could  not  re^ 
sist  the  influence  of  the  imposing  scene. 

At  this  moment,  a  young  man,  in  the  uniform 
of  the  university  of  Bonn,  announced  by  a  ser- 
vant as  Herr  Ulrick  Yon  Leckenstein,  advanced 
along  the  gallery,  and  modestly  approaching 
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the  window  which  opened  into  the  balcony,  he 
was  urgently  beckoned  forward  by  his  kinswo- 
men Fredolinda  and  Emma. 

"  Welcome,  welcome  Ulrick  r  exclaimed 
the  latter,  who  was  the  younger  of  the  two, 
"  we  never  were  so  glad  to  see  you,  or  wished 
for  you  so  much — did  we,  Freda  P**^ 

Her  sister,  to  whom  this  question  was  ad- 
dressed, blushed  deeply  as  she  replied  that 
^^  Cousin  Ulrick  was  always  welcome,  and  that 
he  certainly  had  arrived  opportunely  to  tell 
them  the  names  of  the  personages  below.'"  She 
then  muttered  an  introduction  to  the  duchess 
and  Agnes,  but  in  so  confused  a  way.  that  the 
young  stranger  might  have  easily  confounded 
one  with  the  other,  had  not  the  virgin  badge 
of  the  canoness  told  him  the  distinction. 

"  Nay,  nay,  Ulrick,  come  forward,^'  cried 
the  lively  and  impatient  Emma ;  *^  this  is  al- 
ways the  way  with  you  and»  Freda.  Ye  stand 
blushing  and  stammering  at  each  other,  like 
children  saying  their  catechism.     Come  close  to 
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US.  The  duchess  and  Couutess  Agnes  want 
you  ta  tell  us  the  names  of  all  those  great 
people,  who  look  so  lowly,  yet  think  so  highly 
all  the  while.  Now,  quickly  run  over  all  the 
names  and  point  out  the  persons,''*  continued 
she,  as  Ulrick  advanced  and  placed  himself, 
from  respect,  close  to  the  duchess,  and,  from 
a  feeling  full  as  pure  and  ten  times  as  profound, 
as  far  away  as  possible  from  the  blooming  girl 
he  loved,  with  the  fear  and  trembling  of  boy- 
hood. 

*^  That  venerably  cunning4ooking  old  man 
in  the  middle,  in  those  superb  robes, is  of  course 
the  nuncio  ?*^  asked  Emma. 

^'  Yes,  that  is  John  Baptiste  Costagna,  Arch- 
bishop of  Rossano,  and  the  Pope^s  nuncio, 
sent  by  his  Holiness,  Gregory  XIII.  to  take  care 
of  his  innocent  flock  of  Cologne,  now  there 
are  so  many  heretical  wolves  close  to  the 
fold.'' 

**  Take  care,  for  Heaven*s  sake,  Ulrick,"' 
said  Fredolinda ;  ^^  do  not  smile  when  you  make 
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those  observations,  for  you  know  our  house  is 
marked  among  the  heresies ;  and  perhaps  one 
of  the  electors  themselves  might  by  chance  turn 
his  looks  this  way.*" 

**  I  declare  one  of  them  has  his  eyes  fixed  on 
us  already 9^' exclaimed  Emma.  **  Which  of  the 
archbishops  is  that  Ulrick  P  is  it  our  Sovereign 
or  his  Eminence  of  Treves,  for  they  say  that 
both  are  in  the  procession  ?'^ 

*^  I  donH  like  to  stare  at  him  be  it  which  it 
may,"  replied  Ulrick,  avoiding  to  look  directly 
at  the  place  occupied  by  the  two  prince  pre- 
lates. *^  But  you  may  be  sure  that  his  High- 
ness, John  of  Treves,  is  too  pious  to  turn  even 
one  stray  glance  on  the  dangerous  temptations 
of  this  balcony." 

^^  Then  it  is  our  own  liege  lord,  whom  I 
have  been  so  long  longing  to  see.  His  eyes  are 
fixed  on  us  like  burning-glasses — I  hope  he  is 
not  aiigry  with  us.'' 

^^  Never  fear,  Emma,  his  highness  can  feel 
nothing  but  regard  for  whatever  is  here.     You 
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kDow  he  is  your  father^s  stanch  friend,  and  you 
must  have  heard  enough  to  beb'eve  that  the 
sight  of-  beauty  is  not  likely  to  move  him  to 
wrath." 

''  Really,  Ulrick,  your  collie  course  so  near 
his  highness^  residence  has  taught  you  some  of 
his  gallantry.  How  he  stares  at  us  !  I  wonder 
if  he  is  praying  like  the  other  two  archbishops, 
who  gaze  so  intently  on  that  great  golden 
crucifix  ?^' 

Ulrick  gave  a  moment's  look  towards  the 
elector,  and  then,  with  an  arch  expression,  and 
fixing  his  eyes  on  Agnes,  he  said  in  his  pecu^ 
liar  sly,  dry  manner — 

**  In  truth  I  believe  his  highness  is  at  his  de- 
votions, and,  like  his  venerable  colleagues,  the 
cross  seems  to  be  the  object  of  his  fascina- 
tion." 

Agnes  felt  her  face  and  neck  glow,  and  she 
involuntarily  cast  down  her  looks  and  turned 
her  head  aside ;  for  she  could  not  now  fail  to 
percdve  that  the  acdent  eyes  of  the  splendidly 
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attired  and  princely-looking  personage  in  ques- 
tion  were  rivetted  upon  her. 

Fredolinda  bad  silently  enjoyed  what  she 
considered  the  very  graceful  and  rather  witty 
remarks  of  her  cousin.  How  little  critical  is 
the  heart  towards  those  it  loves  !  Duchess  Anne 
had  neither  heard  what  passed,  nor  observed 
the  important  person  whose  attentive  scrutiny 
had  been  the  subject  of  what  was  said.  Her 
anxious  looks  had  darted  into  the  throng  below, 
and  wandered  electrically  through  it.  But  she 
did  not  distinguish  the  face,  the  fear  of  seeing 
which  so  irresistibly  attracted  her  piercing 
gaze ;  for  it  is  in  the  very  essence  of  fear  to 
make  its  victims  hearken  for  the  sounds 
that  shock  them,  or  seek  the  objects  they 
abhor. 

^'  Well,  truly  the  elector  is  of  a  striking 
air,  he  seems  fitter  for  a  soldier  than  a  priest, 
methinks,*^  observed  IBredolinda. 

'^  He  is  celebrated  for  his  conquests,'^  said 
Ulrick. 
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^*  Nay,  cousin,  there  is  satire  in  all  you  say 
of  his  highness,^  exclaimed  Fredolinda. 

««  What  is  that,  Ulrick  ?""  briskly  asked 
Emma.  ^^  Satire  ?  oh  !  pray  say  it  again — I 
love  satire  in  my  heart/' 

''^  Because  you  have  no  reason  to  fear  it,  my 
pretty  cousin,**  said  the  student. 

*'  Thanks,  most  learned  and  accomplished 
Herr,^  said  Emma,  with  mock  gravity  and 
oourtesying  low.  '^  Verily,  your  studies  are 
completed,  you  are  quite  fit  to  take  your  de- 
gree— ^you  pay  compliments  like  a  oonjuror/' 

*^  A  conjuror  !^  exclaimed  the  Duchess  of 
Coburg.  "  Who  ?  where  ?  what  did  you  say  ?^' 
and  as  she  rapidly  put  the  questions  she  looked 
around  in  startled  alarm,  as  if  unconscious  of 
their  utterance. 

Agnes  alone  observed  deeper  than  the  sur- 
face of  this  incoherent  manner.  She  threw  a 
look  of  keen  affection  on  her  friend.  The  latter 
instantly  recovered  herself,  smiled  bewitchingly, 
and  addressing  Ulrick,  told  him,  '*  She  hoped 
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be  had  not  practised  any  too  serious  conjura- 
tions on  her  young  Mend  Emma.*' 

**  On  me  I"^  exclaimed  the  light-hearted  girl, 
laughing  outright,  and  so  loud  tliat  her  sister 
and  friends  were  filled  with  alarm,  lest  it  might 
attract  the  notice  of  the  crowd  below — **  on 
me  r-  repeated  she,  indifferent  to  their  appre- 
hensions. **  No,  your  highness,  Herr  Ulrick 
does  not  consider  me  worthy  of  his  spells — ^it  is 
Freda  he  practises  on  ;  but  I  think  he  is  some- 
times caught  in  his  own  snare,  for  one  seems 
as  much  bewitched  as  the  other.  Not  to  speak 
profanely,  it  reminds  me  of  the  old  proverb, 
quoted  by  Chaplain  Spangenberg  at  breakfast 
this  morning,  of  the  devil  being  tricked  by 
Sathanus.^ 

**  For  shame,  for  shame,  Emma  !''  said  Fre- 
dolinda,  in  most  tale-telling  confusion,  *^  you 
speak  too  lightly  on  serious  subjects — you  make 
too  free  with  names — I  do  not  mean  mine— or 
—cousin  Ulrick's,  but«— but — " 

^*  That  most  respectable  potentate  the  king 
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of  darkness,  is  it  not  sister  ?^*  and  another  laugh 
followed  this  commentary  on  poor  Freda^s  con- 
fused  reproaches,  at  which  even  the  duchess 
and  Agnes  smiled,  though  not  *^righte  mer- 
rilie  disposed,^  as  the  old  chroniclers  at  times 
represent  their  happy  heroines.  Young  Ulrick, 
who  was  ready  enough  in  repartee  or  remark 
on  common  subjects,  seemed  absolutely  stulti- 
fied whenever  he  was  placed,  in  presence  of 
others,  by  any  means,  in  juxtaposition  with  his 
hearths  idol.  He  now  stood  silently,  and  with 
the  look  of  a  criminal  whose  conscience  will  not 
suffer  him  to  plead  not  guilty. 

>*  Thou  art  a  happy  and  a  giddy  creature, 
£mnia,^  said  the  duchess,  with  a  heavy  sigh, 
which  was  far  less  the  breath  of  envy  than  of 
self-conscious  comparison. 

^*  I  know  I  am,  dear  Duchess  Anne,  I  con- 
fess my  errors ;  and  only  wish  Martin  Luther, 
Pastor  Spangenberg,  and  the  rest  of  our  reve- 
rend reformers,  had  not  preached  down  indul- 
gences, when  they  preached  up  heresy.     I  am 


40  AGNES    D£    MANSFELDT. 

8ure  that  I,  and  Ulrick,  and  Freda,  and  many 
such  sinners ""* 

^'  Eoima,  Emma !  I  must  stop  that  wild- 
going  tongue  of  thine.  Remember  that  our 
dear  father  and  the  venerable  chaplain  of  Mans- 
feidt  are  closetted  in  the  book-room  close  by, 
and  were  they  to  catch  these  irreverend 
words—-'' 

**  Nay,  Freda,  I  must  interrupt  in  my  turn, 
aye,  and  reprove  too !  this  is  hypocrisy,  sister  of 
mine,  and  shifting  on  the  shoulders  of  thy 
neighbours  what  is^  mayhap,  -too  heavy  for 
thine  own.  My  father  and  our  reverend  old 
guest  are  so  closely  shut  up  together — and  thou 
knowest  it — that  neither  sight  nor  sound  can 
enter,  lest  the  abominations  of  this  grand  ce- 
remony might  shock  their  eyes  or  ears.'' 

•'  Hark !"  said  Freda,  "  the  little  bell  rings 
again  ;  and  see  the  surpliced  boys  are  throwing 
up  the  silver  incensories  towards  Heaven.  How 
beautiful  is  that  perfumed  vapour  floating  on 
the  air  !   How  sublime  that  living  mass,  bowing 
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down  at  once  to  the  earth  I  How  impressive  that 
faint,  tinkling  sound,  amid  the  stillness  of  the 
crowd  r 

'^  How  much  more  odorous,  and  heautiful, 
and  solemn,  the  offering  of  a  single  heart,  in 
loneliness  and  silence,  without  parade  or  pa* 
geantry !  at  least  so  I  have  been  taught,  and 
so  I  feel,^  said  Agnes,  turning  aside  and  ab- 
ruptly checking  the  animated  discussion  she 
felt  herself  inadvertently  led  into. 

**  And  I  too,*"  rejoined  Freda ;  "  that  is  my 
creed  also,  dear  Agnes,  when  I  do  not  look  on 
those  exciting  spectacles.  But  they  carry  me 
away — I  know  not  why  or  wherefore."*' 

**  You  are  an  enthusiast,  Freda." 

^^  Perhaps  so ;  but  look  down  on  those  thou- 
sands, see  how  they  are  all  absorbed  alike,  rich 
and  poor,  young  and  old  !'* 

**  With  the  exception  of  our  dread  sove- 
reign, yonder/^  said  Emma;  '^for  he  still  stares 
at  us,  as  if  this  balcony  was  heaven  itself.  I 
am  sure  he  takes  us  for  angels.     He  has  abso- 
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lutdy  forgotten  to  kneel  down,  while  all  the 
rest  bend  to  the  very  rushes  that  cover  the 
dust/' 

*^  If  common  report  be  truth,  'tis  not  the  first' 
nor  the  fiftieth  time  that  gallantry  has  made 
him  forget  religion,''  said  Ulrick. 

^*  What  a  shame,  for  so  old  a  man  and  a 
prelate !"  exclaimed  Emma. 

**  What  a  pity  rather  that  the  same  indivi- 
dual  should  ever  be  prince  and  priest  together, 
the  prescription  of  one  station  running  counter 
to  the  duties  of  the  other  i''  observed  Agnes. 

*^  Falls  in  love !  oh,  shocking !"  uttered 
Emma,  in  reply  to  some  whispered  remark  of 
her  cousin. 

^*  Poor  man  !  perhaps  he  cannot  help  it,'' 
said  Freda,  in  a  tone  of  half  languishing  sym- 
pathy, that  made  her  sister  laugh  once  more, 
and  all  the  others  smile  again. 

**  The  procession  is  preparing  to  move  on. 
Pray,  Herr  Von  Leckenstein,  can  you  be  so 
good  as  to  name  those  seigneurs  who  stand  close 
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to  the  prelates?  they  are  the  other  eommis- 
sioDers,  no  doubt  ?^'  asked  the  duchess. 

*^  They  are  so,  madam,^  replied  the  young 
student,  moving  close  beside  her,  and  mention^ 
ing  the  names  of  the  most  prominent  members 
of  the  conference ;  coupling  with  each  some 
quaint  remark,  that  often  made  the  duchess 
smile,  and  all  through  fixed  her  attention  to 
what  he  uttered.  While  he  talked  as  if  inspired 
by  the  honour  of  such  close  intercourse  with  a 
lady  of  such  high  rank  and  such  rare  beauty, 
she  listened  as  though  she  had  altogether  re- 
covered from  her  late  anxiety. 

In  this  way  Ulrick  passed  in  review  the 
Dukes  of  Terranova  and  Arschot  (the  repre^ 
sentative  of  Philip  II.  of  Spain  and  Mathias 
the  Archduke  of  the  Netherlands)  the  Bishop 
of  Wurtzburg,  Count  Ottoof  Schwarteemburg, 
and  a  long  train  of  noble,  reverend,  legal,  and 
literary  functionaries,  the  greater  part  of  whom 
he  knew  by  name  ;  and  even  when  he  did  not, 
he  was  rarely  at  a  loss  for  trait  of  invention, 
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encouraged  by   the  amusement  he  seemed  to 
a£Pord  his  fair  listeners. 

Freda,  influenced  it  might  be  by  slight  pique 
or  passing  jealousy  at  her  lover^s  attention  to 
another,  gave  the  least  notice  to  his  observations, 
and  seemed  overpowered  by  the  imposing  gran- 
deur of  the  spectacle,  and  the  pious  or  proud 
bearing,  as  it  might  be,  of  the  chief  actors  in  it. 
As  few  of  those  persons  have  more  than  the 
floating  interest  of  the  moment,  either  in  our 
memory  or  in  the  progress  of  our  tale,  we  pass 
by  the  various  observations  they  called  forth, 
as  ^1  ell  as  a  minute  description  of  their  persons. 
One  of  them,  however,  being  paramount  in  our 
consideration,  we  must  record  one  passage  more 
of  the  irregular  conversation  that  related  to  him. 

The  head  of  the  procession  had  moved  away, 
and  was  lost  in  the  narrow  street  that  led  from 
the  platz,  or  square  of  Saint  Columba.  Ulrick 
was  continuing  his  strain  of  lively  remarks  on 
each  new  passer  by,  and  had  now  descended 
from  the  rank  of  princedom  and  nobility  to  the 
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files  of  burgher  aristocracy  which  had  suc~ 
ceeded  them.  His  four  listeners  seemed  think- 
iDg  only  of  his  strictures  on  the  corporation 
pride,  or  factious  perversity,  of  these  citizens, 
when  Agnes  suddenly  asked  him, 

^  Pray  what  is  his  age  at  present  ?^ 

V^  Whose  age,  madam  ?^  demanded  Ulrick, 
surprised  at  the  abrupt  and  irrdevant  question. 

"  Oh,  the  archbishop's  ''— 

^^  Fair  countess,  there  were  three  in  the  pro- 


cession.'^ 


"  Well,  well,  the  elector's  ?"" 

"  Madam  you  must  fain  remember  that  two 
prince-electors  walked  side  by  side  just  now.'' 

*^  I  mean  your  own  sovereign,  Herr  Ulrick  ; 
but  the  question  was  one  of  mere  curiosity — 
'tis  of  no  matter." 

^^  Really,  Agnes,  if  that  said  sovereign  of 
ours  paid  you  homage,  you  seem  to  have  sworn 
him  allegiance.  His  exclusive  looks  are  an- 
swered by  exclusive  thoughts,"  said  Emma, 
with  an  expression  that  would  have  been  mali- 
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cious,  if  SO  kind  a  heart  or  so  pretty  a  face  as 
her's  could  have  suggested  or  expressed  any 
thing  unamiable.  Ulrick,  wishing  to  relieve 
Agnes  from  a  raillery  which  evidently  embar- 
rassed her,  answered  her  question. 

**  Our  elector  reckoned  thirty -seven  summers 
last  August,  according  to  the  calendar,  but  is 
at  least  a  dozen  less  in  character  and  habits,  if 
hearsay  belie  him  not.^^ 

^^  Thirty-seven  only  !  and  is  this  what  Emma 
calls  so  old  a  man  ?  I  should  have  thought 
him  older,^  observed  Duchess  Anne. 

"  You  did  not  mark  him  closely,^**  said 
Agnes ;  **  he  appeared  to  me  younger.^ 

^*  In  truth,*"  rejoined  the  duchess,  *^  I  looked 
more  at  his  sumptuous  garments  than  at  him, 
and  not  much  at  either,  for  my  eye  sought 
another  object.'*^ 

<<  And,  happily  I  should  think,  did  not  find 
it,  dearest  Anne,^  whispered  Agnes,  pressing 
her  friend's  hand  tenderly. 

<*  My  own,  my  best  friend!  no  one  knows 
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rae  like  you,^  relied  the  duchess,  id  the  same 
tone,  returning  the  pressure,  and  involuntarily 
expressing  in  her  lcx>ks  the  heart  s  pain  which 
sympathy  softens  but  cannot  neutralize.  **  Oh, 
Agnes,'*'  continued  she,  <^  how  I  long  to  unbur- 
then  my  breast  to  you  wholly  !^ 

*^  We  shall  soon  find  a  time,*^  rejdied  Agnes, 
turning  away  towards  the  sisters  and  the  stu- 
dent, lest  they  might  observe  the  duchess's 
emotion,  and  also  from  her  interest  in  the  sub- 
ject they  continued  to  discuss — the  appearance 
and  character  of  the  archbishop. 

«<  Oh,  the  latter  certainly,""  said  Freda,  in 
reply  to  Ulrick^s  question,  whether  she  thought 
the  subject  of  their  remark  had  more  the  bear- 
ing of  a  pious  prelate  or  a  proud  prince  ?  '*  He 
wore  his  mitre  as  if  it  were  a  crown,  and  he  had 
none  of  that  air  of  mock  or  real  humility  which 
sat  so  ill  on  the  other  two.  While  his  ooro- 
mtfiding  figure,  though  encumbered  by  his 
robe,  and  not  more  than  the  middle  height — '*' 

^  Rather  under  it,""  said  Ulrick. 
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*'  Indeed !  I  should  have  said  above  it,*"  ex* 
claimed  Agnes. 

^^  That's  only  grateful  of  you  Agnes,  for  you 
certainly  filled  a  large  space  in  his  highnesses 
eyes,^  observed  Emma,  in  her  half  careless, 
half  cunning  way. 

**  The  drapery  of  his  vestments,  and  the 
form  of  his  mitre,  add  apparently  to  his  stature,"^ 
said  Ulrick,  not  regarding  Erama'^s  words  or 
looks,  and  as  if  glad  to  interpose  between  them 
and  Agnes,  whose  natural  fine  colour  received 
a  deeper  tinge,  from  every  passing  breeze  of  her 
young  relative'^s  raillery. 

**  I  should  rather,^'  said  she,  ^^  attribute  the 
effect  to  an  innate  sense  of  superiority,  which 
naturally  gives  the  carriage  an  elevated  air  ;*' 
and  as  Agnes  uttered  the  opinion,  she  inad- 
vertently illustrated  it  by  a  proud,  but  by  no 
means  afiected,  movement  of  her  whole  person, 
which  did  not  exceed  the  common  height  of 
well-grown  womanhood,  and  which,  it  may  here 
be  added,  was  a  model  of  delicate  yet  voltip- 
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tuous  proportioD.  The  Duchess  of  Saxe-Ck>burg 
was  taller,  slighter,  and,  in  the  coDimon  notion, 
of  more  dignified  mien.  Neither  of  the  sisters 
were  quite  as  tall  as  Agnes ;  but  they  had  re- 
spectiYelj  two  or  three  years  to  grow  up  to  her 
stature.  To  surpass  her  in  graceful  elegance  of 
form  was  only  in  the  compass  of  a  miracle. 

*'  There  is,  no  doubt,  much  truth  in  Countess 
Agnes^s  remark,"  said  Ulrick ;  <^  the  elector  is 
of  a  great  and  confident  ambition.  He  noto- 
riously considers  his  career  a  doomed  one,  and 
is.  said  to  have  never  yet  failed  in  any  object  of 
his  life,  public  or  private.^ 

*<  A  doomed  career  ?  on  what  grounds  ?^ 
asked  Freda,  caught  by  the  romantic  notion. 

"  Your  highness  has  no  doubt  heard  the  inci- 
dent of  Archbishop  6hebhard*s  early  life  ?  and 
Countess  Agnes  too,  perhaps  P*^  asked  the  stu- 
dent, turning  to  the  stranger  ladies;  they  bowed 
assent. 

'*  But  I  have  not,  Ulrick,"  said  Freda,  some- 
what reproachfully. 

VOL.  I.  D 


so  AONE8    DB    HAMSFKLBT. 

^*  Nor  I,^  echoed  Emma ;  ^<  they  neyer  told 
us  those  heart-stining  stories  in  the  convent.* 

<^  Truly,  fair  cousins,*  rejoined  Ulrick,  with 
a  serious  and  half-dissatisfied  tone,  *'  what  ye 
have  already  heard  and  seen  of  his  highness  and 
his  character  seems  to  have  filled  your  minds 
altogether.* 

**  Jealousy,  jealousy  !*  exclaimed  Emma, 
with  her  usual  laugh  of  most  genuine  and  musi- 
cal enjoyment.  *^  Cousin  Ulrick  already  jea- 
lous, and  of  the  old  archbishop!  Nay,  nay, 
do  not  look  angry,  or  knit  your  brows  at  me, 
Ulrick.  No,  nor  throw  that  coaxing  leer  now, 
to  bribe  me  to  silence — it  is  true — ^it  is  true ! 
Cousin  Ulrick  is  jealous  of  the  archbishop  !* 

''  You  had  better  tell  her  the  story,"  said 
Agnes,  smiling  the  while.  The  duchess  did  as 
much.  Even  Freda  enjoyed  what  she  thought 
a  just  punishment  to  her  lover;  and  he,  feeling 
that  he  looked  foolish  as  well  as  faulty,  agreed 
with  Agnes ;  and  with  a  forced  laugh  endea- 
vouring to  silence  the  real  one  he  had  raised,  he 
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fdatod  the  weiUkxiown  anecdote,  that  while 
Ghebhard  Tnichses,  then  only  a  simple  canoB 
just  in  orders,  happening  to  be  present  at  a  f£te 
given  at  Antwerp  to  the  Archduchess  Anne  of 
Austria,  and  passing  under  one  of  the  triumphal 
arches  erected  in  her  honour,  a  scutcheon  with 
the  armorial  bearings  of  the  Electorate  of  Co- 
logne, which  with  those  of  the  other  princes  of 
the  empire  formed  part  of  the  decorations,  fell 
on  his  hat  but  without  doing  any  injury.  He 
instantly  declared  that  it  was  a  presage  of  his 
future  greatness ;  and  following  up  the  omen, 
be  never  paused  in  his  efforts,  until,  by  his 
talents  and  the  influence  of  his  friends,  he  ob- 
tained the  important  dignity  which  made  the 
emblazoned  honours  his  own. 

<*  What  a  noble  character  of  energy  and  cou- 
rage that  must  be  f^  exclaimed  Freda,  glowing 
with  the  generous  sympathy  of  an  enthusiastic 


**  Did  you  know  a  thousandth  part  of  the 
obstacles  that  opposed  his  path,  and  the  dif- 
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ficulties  that  even  now  beset  him  in  maintaining 
his  dignity,  you  would  feel  even  more  strongly 
for  him,  dear  Freda,^  said  Ulrick,  catching  the 
impulse  which  inspired  her. 

^'  I  know  he  has  many  enemies  in  this  bigot 
city.     Why  does  he  not  come  here  oftener  ?** 

'^  You  have  just  given  the  reason.  He  hates 
the  place,  and  I  might  add  all  in  it,  with  the 
exception  of  your  father  and  a  few  other  faith- 
ful friends.'^ 

<^  And  therefore  he  resides  at  Bonn  ?'* 
'■*  Exactly,  where,  even,  he  does  not  sleep  on 
a  bed  of  roses.'^ 

'^  You  sometimes  see  the  elector  at  Bonn  ?^ 
asked  Agnes. 

*^  He  occasionally  admits  me  to  the  honour 
of  dining  at  his  table."" 

*^  You  know  him  personally,  then  ?^  said 
Agnes;  but  she  checked  the  questions  that 
were  rising  to  her  lips,  recollecting  that  the 
laughing  eye  of  Emma  was  fixed  on  her,  and 
her  tongue  still  untied. 
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At  the  same  moment  Duchess  Anne  caught 
her  arm  with  a  convulsive  grasp,  uttering  some 
imperfect  exclamation,  while  she  quickly  turn- 
ed her  look  from  the  street,  and  left  the  balcony 
in  evident  agitation.  But  having  found  a  scat^ 
she  instantlv  recovered  herself,  and  assured 
her  alarmed  friends  that  she  had  only  suffered 
from  a  momentary  pain — ^in  side  or  head*— she 
forgot  which,  it  was  so  rapidly  over.  And  she 
insisted  and  implored  that  they  should  all  re- 
sume their  places,  and  observe  the  conclusion 
of  the  procession. 

There  was  something  too  serious  in  her 
manner  to  admit  of  refusal  or  delay.  Agnes 
and  the  others  stepped  back  into  the  balcony, 
and  thence  turned  their  looks  again  beyond ; 
nothing  remarkable  caught  their  eyes,  till  in 
the  very  closing  ranks  of  the  cortege  they  ob- 
served a  carriage  so  remarkable  in  its  equip- 
ment as  to  excite  in  the  throng  around  it,  an 
astonishment  and  curiosity  still  greater  than 
their  own.     It  was  covered  with  gilding,  and 
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SO  splendidlj  ornamented  that  it  seemed,  with 
its  six  milk-white  horses  and  ricUy-Uveried 
lacqueys,  to  have  been  produced  by  the  wand 
of  some  enchanter,  Ccdogne  had  never  seen 
any  equipage  half  so  elegant;  and  it  was 
escorted  by  twenty  mounted  cavaliers,  all 
bearing  the  same  distinctive  badge  and  oo* 
lours,  which  profusely  glittered  on  the  vehicle 
itself. 

Within  it  reclined,  in  an  attitude  of  cold  dig'^ 
nity,  as  if  unconscious  of  his  greatness  or  in- 
different  to  the  wonderment  it  caused,  a  man, 
magnificently  dressed,  of  a  good  person,  but  a 
countenance  neither  handsome  nor  pleasing,  and 
of  about  thirty  years  of  age.  As  his  equipage 
and  train  defiled  under  the  balcony,  he  took 
off  his  plumed  montero  cap,  rose  in  his  seat, 
and  with  easy  condescension  saluted  the  group 
above.  They  returned  his  bows  by  gentle  in- 
clinations of  the  head ;  and  silently  wondering 
at  this  splendid  apparition,  they  followed  it 
with  their  eyes  till  it  had  quite  disappeared ; 
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the  sounds  of  the  musicians  and  choiristers 
gradually  dying  away  in  the  distance,  the 
crowd  silently  moving  on,  and  soon  leaving  St. 
Columba's  platz  quite  lone  and  deserted.  Then 
only  did  the  young  friends  join  the  duchess, 
who  received  them  as  usual,  with  forced  gaiety 
and  woe-concealing  smiles. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Within  a  couple  of  hours  following  the 
scene  we  have  just  described,  the  procession  had 
trained  its  slow  length  through  the  principal 
streets,  halted  at  the  several  stations,  and  finally 
reached  the  cathedral,  that  sublime  abortion  of 
architectural  magnificence,  which  beginning 
to  crumble  ere  it  could  be  completed,  stands 
a  rare  monument  of  the  too  ambitious  fate  of 
genius ;  for  the  name  of  him  who  planned  the 
mighty  structure  is  now  as  unknown  as  those 
of  the  ignoble  artisans  who  raised  its  hundred 
columns,  the  clustered  shafts  and  flower  wreath- 
ed capitals  of  which  look  like  the  petrified  sec- 
tion of  some  giant  forest.     Many  another  moral 
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may  be  found  by  those  who  seek  for  such,  in 
this  Tast  emblem  of  sectarian  power,  stricken 
midway  in  its  path  of  pride:  And  what  lessons 
of  taste  does  it  not  convey  ?  not  merely  to  the 
votary  of  art  who  lauds  its  light-sprung  arches, 
its  groined  ceilings,  its  chiselled  pillars,  or  its 
massive  walls,  but  to  the  worshipper  of  nature, 
who  sees  even  in  the  corruption  of  decay  such 
exquisite  traces  of  beauty.  There  is  not  a  ruin 
of  the  Rhine  ~  and  where  do  they  abound  so 
beautiful  as  on  its  banks  ? — that  does  not  tell 
us,  like  this  mightiest  of  them  all,  that  time  is 
the  true  master  of  the  picturesque.  He  does 
not  sweep  in  vulgar  flight,  the  common-place 
devourer  of  man''s  triumphs.  Even  where  he 
destroys  he  defaces  not.  Every  mark  of  his 
tooth  leaves  a  trait  of  loveliness,  every  feather 
of  his  wing  a  tint  of  grace. 

The  solemn  service  of  high  mass,  in  which 
the  several  dignitaries  before-named  all  bore  a 
part,  had  now  fitly  concluded  the  ceremonies 
of  the  day  ;  the  dense    masses  c^  spectators 
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which  filled  the  cathedral  gradually  melted 
away  into  fractional  groups;  and  appetite, 
which  disperses  a  crowd  quicker  than  the  riot 
act,  and  attracts  individuals  to  their  homes 
more  surely  than  any  other  sense  of  duty,  be- 
gan to  exert  its  universal  influence.  Carriages 
were  in  waiting  at  the  doors  of  the  holy  struc* 
ture  for  the  several  high  personages.  They  aU 
soon  reached  their  various  residences.  We 
must  accompany  him  who  interests  us  most,  the 
Elector  Ohebhard,  and  fancy  ourselves  arrived 
with  him  at  the  old  and  gloom-inspiring  archie- 
piscopal  palace.  It  must  be  observed,  that  as 
the  state  carriage  conveyed  this  sovereign 
through  the  streets  of  the  chief  city — though 
Bonn,  as  being  his  residence,  was  considered 
the  capital — ^no  gratulatory  shouts  or  popular 
compliments  gave  him  escort.  Instead  of  those 
sounds,  the  most  grateful  to  the  ear  of  power, 
the  clattering  hoofs  of  his  soldier-guard,  the 
rattle  of  their  armour  and  accoutrements,  and 
the  brazen-breath  fanfare  of  noisy  trumpets. 
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were  the  only  aigaals  of  his  progreBs.  Few 
doffed  their  eaps,  or  stopped  on  the  way  in 
tekax  of  respect ;  and  even  those  who  did  so 
were  more  influenced  by  veneration  for  the 
mitre  than  attachment  to  the  man.  But  none 
bowed  to  him  in  real  reverence,  and  **  not  one 
cried  Ood  Uess  him  r 

The  elector  seemed  little  affected  by  these 
silent  evidences  of  unpopularity,  yet  there  was 
at  times  an  involuntary  frown  on  his  haughty 
brow,  and  his  sensual  lip  was  now  and  then 
slightly  curled,  when  some  rude  fellow  gave 
too  evident  a  token  of  disrespect.  As  he 
alighted  from  his  vehicle,  and  mounted  the 
palace  steps  with  an  air  of  bold  authority,  a 
rough  voice  from  one  of  the  bystmders  mut- 
tered some  words,  of  which  he  caught  aaly  the 
last  spoken. 

**  A  heretic  in  his  heart ;  but  we  shall  soon 
have  a  true  believer  in  his  place.^' 

As  Ghebhard  caught  this  plain  allusion  to  his 
religious  principles  and  open  threat  against  his 
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authority,  he  stopped  short,  sternly  fixed  his 
eyes  on  the  speaker,  and  then,  resuming  his  way, 
entered  the  palace  porch,  and  passed  on  between 
files  of  liyeried  serving-men,  into  an  attendant 
group  of  household  officers  and  other  members 
of  his  princely  establishment. 

Scarcely  had  he  disappeared  among  his  train, 
when  the  same  voice  which  had  uttered  the  in- 
sulting words,  cried  out  loudly, 

^^  Long  live  Ernest  of  Bavaria  !  Long  live 
the  Bishop  of  Liege !" 

And  shouts  soon  arose,  mingled  with  expres* 
sions  of  still  more  direct  seditibn. 

<*  Down  with  the  mitred  heretic  i  Down 
with  false  Ohebhard  i  Ernest  for  ever  !'^  were 
now  the  watchwords  of  riot.  The  stragglers, 
who  had  acted  with  no  premeditated  plan, 
pressed  round  the  portico  of  the  palace ;  and 
he  who  had  begun  the  tumult  led  the  way,  with 
violent  gestures,  calling,  aloud  to  the  others  to 
^  follow  him  and  do  justice  on  the  tyrant  rene- 
gade within/' 
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At  this  critical  moment  the  young  lieutenant 
who  commanded  the  elector  8  cavalry  escort 
ordered  his  men  to  charge  at  onice  upcm  the 
rioters.  These  were  no  times  for  forms  of  civil 
eeremony.  The  sword  blade,  the  lancets  point, 
or  the  trampling  hoofs  of  the  horses,  were  the 
warning  summonses  in  the  name  of  the  law,  for 
the  law  was  little  better  than  brute  force.  And 
looth  to  say,  the  bold  burghers  of  those  fighting 
days  did  not  stand  on  nice  points  of  etiquette, 
when  they  in  their  turns  assailed  the  hired  he- 
roes of  feudality.  Bludgeon,  and  bill,  and  axe, 
or  any  other  tool  of  civil  war,  were  readily 
grasped  and  promptly  brought  into  play,  in  the 
eternal  tumults  of  the  good  old  times ;  and  a 
sudden  whack  on  the  morion,  a  deft  skull,  or 
maimed  limb,  was  often  the  first  notice  given 
to  the  earliest  victim  of  a  popular  revolt. 

In  the  present  instance  a  rapier,  guided  by  a 
nervous  arm,  laid  its  sharp  length  on  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  rude  leader  of  the  mob,  before 
he  had  time  to  repeat  his  war  cry ;  and  a  gash 
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of  most  frightful  dimensions  from  brow  to  chin, 
gave  him  wherewithal  to  remember  the  day  to 
bis  lifers  end^  whenever  he  trimmed  his  beard 
or  anointed  his  mustachios  before  a  looking* 
glass.  His  unprepared  and  frightened  asso- 
ciates fled  like  scattered  sheep  in  all  directions. 
The  officer,  not  liking  to  risk  his  troops  in  the 
narrow  and  lane-like  streets  around,  offered  no 
pursuit.  The  wounded  culprit  was  carried  off 
to  prison,  and  the  rest  of  the  city  knew  nothing 
of  this  local  accident,  for  such  it  was,  and  no 
m<n:e. 

But  the  elector,  attracted  to  one  of  the  win- 
dows by  the  tumult,  had  seen  the  greater  part 
of  the  transaction ;  and  he  resolved  to  reward, 
in  his  own  way,  and  on  the  spot,  the  active  ex- 
ertions of  the  lieutenant.  He  ordered  him  to 
be  brought  into  his  presence ;  and  the  young 
man,  on  entering  the  chamber  to  which  he  bad 
retired,  found  him,  with  the  aid  of  his  valet, 
throwing  off  his  heavy  and  thick-embroidered 
vestments  with  a  careless  air. 
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So,  youDg  sir,*^  said  the  elector.  **  How 
comes  it  that  you,  with  euch  slight  ceremony.— -'^ 

**  May  it  please  your  highness,  they  told  me 
to  enter.  It  is  not  my  ikult,^'  exclaimed  the 
officer,  in  alarmed  mistake  of  his  sovereign's 
meaning,  and  in  ignorance  of  his  'peculiar 
manner. 

^'  Nay,  stay  where  you  are.  I  would  talk 
with  you,"^  said  the  latter,  stopping  the  lieuten* 
ant^s  quick  movement  of  retreat.  **  Why  was 
it  that  you,  with  so  small  respect,  charged  on 
those  worthy  citizens.*^ 

'*  Worthy  citizens  !  Did  your  highness 
hut"— 

**  And  gave  such  a  rude  token  to  that  huge 
artizan  of  the  temper  of  your  rapier  and  your 
own  ?*' 

*^  The  ru£San  dog  spoke  treason — ^rank  trea- 
son, your  highness,  and  I  cut  him  down.^ 

«•  M^at  were  his  words  ?'* 

**  What  it  is  little  meet  your  princely  ears 
should  be  shocked  with  hearing.     I  dare  not 
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repeat  the  offensive  outrage.  The  foul-moiithed 
villain  met  but  his  jiist  punishment ;  and  if  I 
have  done  wrong  I  am  ready  to  meet  mine." 

The  high-toned  sincerity  of  these  words  was 
pleasant  to  the  elector^s  ear;  he  saw  with  a 
glance  that  such  a  quick  spirit  might  be  want- 
ing in  the  days  which  were  at  hand,  and  he  re- 
solved to  cherish  it.  He  looked  on  the  young 
man  with  an  encouraging  smile,  and  his  smile 
was,  when  he  chose  it,  o£  sweet  and  powerful 
expression. 

^*  You  have  done  gallantly  and  well  in  this 
small  matter,^'  said  he,  graciously,  '^  which 
gives  proof  of  what  I  may  expect  from  you  on 
greater  occasions.     What  is  your  name  ?" 

^^  I  am  called  Oaspar  Von  Heyen,  may  it 
please  your  highness.'*' 

^*  It  pleases  me  that  you  shall  be  henceforth 
called  Captain  Von  Heyen.  Such  is  your  title 
from  this  hour ;  and  until  your  new  warrant  can 
be  made  out  let  this  signet,  which  I  give  you 
in  the  warmth  of  goodwill,  and  with  all  the  pri- 
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▼ileges  it  confers,  be  the  token  of  your  rank.  I 
shall  expect  you  to  dine  with  me  to-day,  and 
ID  half  an  hour,  remember.'^ 

The  young  man,  overwhelmed  by  this* un- 
looked-for turn  in  the  tide  which  had  appeared 
the  moment  before  to  be  setting  so  strongly 
against  him,  was  unable  to  make  any  reply, 
and  stood  motionless  on  the  spot. 

**  I  know  all  you  would  say,  and  I  will  say 
it  for  you — to  myself,  gallant  captain,^^  said 
the  elector,  smiling  again,  bowing  graciously, 
and  retiring,  followed  by  his  valet  to  an  inner 
room.  The  new-made  captain  recovered  him- 
self as  well  and  as  quickly  as  he  could,  put  the 
precious  ring  on  his  finger,  and  stalked  forth 
fix>m  the  palace  to  change  his  buiF  doublet  and 
huge  trooper^s  boots  for  a  more  seemly  dinner- 
suit,  swelling  with  that  bloated  loyalty  which 
is  compounded  of  grateful  feelifig,  self-applause, 
and  tickled  Vanity.*" 

**  Ah,  my  friend  !  art  thou  here  already  ?" 
exclaimed  the  elector,  as  he  entered  his  private 
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cabinet,  and  found  it  occupied  by  a  person  of 
noUe  mien,  richly  yet  plainly  dressed,  and  of 
about  his  own  age,  into  whose  embrace  he  al- 
most sprang. 

^<  Dear  Nuenar,  this  is  prompt  and  kind  i 
I  could  scarcely  have  reckoned  on  an  answer  to 
my  summons,  and  here  thou  art  i^ 

**  Ghebhard,  thou  camest  as  quick,  and 
quicker  in  my  time  of  need«— would  that  I  had 
the  might  as  I  have  the  will  to  serve  thee.*^ 

**  Thou  hast  it  Nuenar,  and  I  need  it  all. 
Sit  thee  down  and  list  to  me/' 

Count  Nuenar  obeyed  the  wish  of  his  old 
and  intimate  friend;  while  the  elector,  dis- 
missing his  attendant,  walked  to  and  fro>  disoi* 
cumbering  himself  of  the  remainder  of  his 
gaudy  trappings,  and  talking  the  while. 

^^  My  brow  is  easier,  now  that  I  have  doffed 
the  mitre ;  see  Nuenar,  what  a  mark  it  leaves 
on  my  front,''^  and  as  he  spoke  he  stopped  be* 
fore  a  high  and  broad  mirror  of  great  value  and 
rare  dimensions,  which  stood  in  a  richly^carved 
frame  against  the  wall. 


A«KE8  DB  HAN8FKLOT*  67 


(( 


Aje,  now  I  look  once  more  like  a  free 
man  ;^  continued  he,  '^  ihank  Heaven,  I  have 
cast  aside  for  a  while  those  trammels  of  diur^ 
pride !     What  a  penalty  I  pay  in  those  res- 
traints, for  the  power  I  enjoy  .^ 
'^  Dost  thou  ef^fay  it,  Ohebhard  ?" 
*^  Do   I  ?    aye,  Adolphus,    in    my  heart's 
heart !     Is  it  not  glorious  to  lord  it  over  the 
base  herd-^and  more  so  still  to  raise  up  honest 
worth,  and  make  a  warm  heart  grow  wanner 
with  joy  and  pride?    Even  this  very  instant 
here,  just  as  I  entered,  I  was  able  to  do  both, 
and  that  without  an  eflSnrt,  by  the  mere  force  of 

the  sUtioQ ^ 

«^  Thou  hast  so  hardly  earned.'' 
•<  True,  Nuenar !  and  which——'" 


**  Thou  wilt  find  it  harder  to  preserve  ?^ 
**  ^s  even  so,  good  Nuenar,  and  it  is  for 
is  thou  art  here  to-dav.'' 
^^  Has  anything  strange  occurred  ?     Hast 
thou  unravelled  any  fresh  intrigue  P" 

^<  The  designs  of  my  enemies  now  require  no 
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unravelling,  nor  is  there  any  novelty  in  their 
base  acts.     This  whole  city  is  a  mass  of  open 

*'  And  yet  the  emperor  has  sent  thee  hither, 
as  his  umpire  in  the  conference  !*" 

**  That  I  might  commit  myself  in  some  way 
with  my  colleagues,  or  break  into  open  rupture 
with  the  chapter,  or  that  beggarly  town  coun- 
cil, which  dares  to  thwart  every  measure  I  pro- 
pose,  even  for  their  own  good/^ 

*'  And  what  is  the  object  of  all  this  ?  where 
would  they  have  it  end  ?  How  comes  the  em- 
peror, even,  a  party  in  the  cabal  P*** 

**  The  object  is  my  ruin,  and  the  cause,  as  I 
am  told,  envy.  My  friends  here  and  elsewhere 
say  that  all  is  centred  in  that  one  word  ;  that  I 
am  hated  by  high  and  low,  because  they  feel 
me — as  I  feel  myself! — to  tower  above  them 
all — ^in  mind  at  least,  if  not  in  might.  But 
that  too  may  come,  and  even  this  cringing 
nuncio  crawl  at  my  footstool  yet  !^* 

**  Ah,  Ghebhard !  Ohebhard !     Does  thy  am- 
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bition  take  that  flight  again  ?     I  bad  other 
hopes  for  jthee." 

*^  Hark  thee,  Adolphua;  I  must  have  power, 
or  I  die !  I  have  not  yet  half  drained  the  in- 
toxicating draught.  I  would  be  emperor  or 
pope — aye  or  higher  still,  if  worldly  rank  had 
yet  a  loftier  station.  Nay,  look  no  reproof, 
my  friend,  for  I  am  not  false  to  ray  opinions 
nor  my  pledge.  I  laugh  at,  even  while  I 
loathe,  the  corrupt  abuses  of  this  church  in 
which  I  am  a  hierarch.  I  love  reform  as  well 
as  thou  dost,  all  Lutheran  as  thou  art.  Every 
act  of  my  authority  leads  to  the  adoption  of  the 
new  doctrines  throughout  my  fief;  but  I  cannot 
turn  the  flood  of  public  feeling.  I  must  .wait 
till  it  comes  to  the  full,  and  take  it  at  its  ebb."" 

*'  And  yet  thou  wouldst  be  pope  ?  thou 
wouldst  wear  away  the  impress  of  the  mitre  by 
the  tiara'*s  still  heavier  weight  l^ 

*'  Tut,  tut,  Adolphus,'*  exclaimed  the  elector, 
laughing,  **  thou  art  too  precise-^thou  takest  a 
pasdng  word,  the  mere  type  of  an  ambitious 
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thought,  as  though  I  had  sworn  it  for  my 
creed !  I  said  I  would  be  pope  or  emparor, 
mark  je,  yet  no  man  can  be  botb«  nor  do  / 
look  to  be  either,  believe  me,  my  too  matter-of- 
fact  friend.  In  short,  Nuenar,  I  know  not 
rightly  what  I  say,  for  I  am  not  quite  certain 
of  what  I  feel.  My  blood  is  boiling — ^this 
whole  scene  to-day  excites  me  to  the  utmost— 
and  one  bright  vision  which  crossed  the  proces- 
sion^'s  path,  has  out-shone  even  all  the  splendour 
of  Heaven  and  earth,  and  set  my  mind  a-flame.^^ 

**  A  vision  ?'^ 

*'  Oh,  Adolphus,  how  thou  wouldst  pin  me 
down  to  terms  and  definitions !  Well  then,  it 
was,  in  good  faith  a  form  of  almost  visionary 
brightness  and  immortal  beauty.'" 

"  Ob,  a  woman  !" 

'^  A  woman  !  an  angel,  Adolphus !  I  gazed  on 
her  with  special  wonderment  and  delight,  and 
from  a  mixed  feeling  ;  for  did  I  not  know  that 
the  unfortunate  Queen  of  France,  or  of  Soots, 
as  they  choose  rather  to  call  her  in  England, 
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was  a  dozen  years  older,  and  in  close  durance 
there,  I  could  have  sworn  she  stood  to  day  (as 
I  saw  her  of  old  in  the  Louvre  gallery)  in  the 
open  balcony  of  our  good  friend  Conrad  Von 
Kriechlingen.*^ 

**  I  never  saw  the  hapless  Mary  Stuart."** 

**  Nay,  but  bast  thou  seen  this  younger,  and 
full  as  beautiful  copy  of  that  fair  model  ?  That 
is  more  to  the  point.^ 

**  I  know  not  exactly  at  what  point  thou 
would'st  aim,  Ohebhard  ;  but  belike  it  was 
Duchess  Anne  of  Saxe-Coburg  who  caught 
thine  eye  to-day.  A  letter  from  Von  Kriech- 
Ungen  tells  me  she  comes  to  visit  at  his  house, 
during  the  sportive  mummeries  of  this  mock 
peace-making.^ 

*<  No,  it  could  not  have  been  she  that  so 
struck  me,  though  doubtless  she  was  among  the 
group.  The  brilliant  creature  who  so  enamour- 
ed— I  would  say  so  pleased  me— > was  not  a 
married  woman." 

^^  How  knowest  thou  that?^ 
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*^  By  having  marked  the  cross  of  a  canoness, 
which  lay  on  her  fair  and  heaving  bosom.'" 

'*  Then  it  was  the  daughter  of  John  George 
of  Mansfeldt,  who  so  fixed  you,^  said  Nueoar, 
amused  but  nothing  surprised  at  the  graphic 
minuteness  of  his  more  ardent  friend. 

*<  I  knew  not  he  left  a  daughter — has  she 
brothers  ?^  asked  Ohebhard  quickly. 

^<  She  hasj  three,  at  your  highnesses  service,^ 
replied  Nuenar,  with  an  emphasis,  and  some^ 
thing  like  a  serious  smile,  the  meaning  of  which 
the  elector  knew,  but  seemed  not  to  heed. 

"  Are  those  young  men  provided  for  ?^ 

^^  Not  all,  as  I  have  learned — wouldst  thou 
be  willing  to  dispose  of  them  ?^ 

'*  Count  Mansfeldt  was  a  gallant  knight; 
the  emperor  ought  not  to  neglect  his  children," 
said  Ghebhard,  with  a  careless  air,  adjusting  his 
dress  before  the  mirror,  and  seeming  to  disre- 
gard the  half  sarcastic  tone  of  his  friend. 

^^  Wert  thou  emperor,  Ghebhard,  his  daugh- 
ter would  be—"* 
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^^  High  in  my  farour  roost  surely,  if  her 
merit  hears  even  small  proportion  to  her  beauty ; 
for  that,  I  confess  myself  to  worship.  Adol- 
phus,  she  is  divine  r 

*'  I  doubt  it  not.- 

'*  If  thou  didst  'twere  a  heresy  worse  than 
that  thou  art  convicted  of.  But  enough  of  this 
canoness.  I  have  had  sufficient  of  sacred  sub- 
jects for  to-day,  and  must  give  the  rest  of  it  to 
secular  cxmcems.  Oh,  Nuenar  !^  continued  the 
elector,  a  serious  air  suddenly  succeeding  to  the 
tone  of  bantering  pleasantry  which  he  had  just 
assumed,  and  as  he  spoke  he  flung  himself  on  a 
coach  beside  the  chair  occupied  by  his  friend, 
**  Is  it  not  hard,  my  best  friend,  that  I  cannot  be 
in  all  things  what  I  would  be,  and  that  even  in 
what  I  am,  I  cannot  be  quite  what  I  wish  ?  What 
wild  thoughts  flicker  in  my  brain !  I  some- 
times fancy  myself  more  than  mere  humanity  ; 
yet  often,  alas !  sink  down  to  less.  I  feel  as 
though  my  mind  were  cast  in  a  mould  too  large 
for  mortal  man^s ;  as  if  the  molten  ore  of  intel- 

VOL.  I.  K 
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lect  and  passion  failed,  ere  the  cavity  was  filled, 
and  left  the  plan  imperfect.  Every  bound  of 
my  heart  tells  me  I  was  meant  for  happiness  : 
yet  I  never  have  been  happy.  Wild,  chequer- 
ed hours  of  rapture  I  have  felt.  Power  I  have 
struggled  for  and  gained — gained  to  a  small 
extent.  Every  impulse  of  my  soul  leads  me 
towards  generous  deeds.     I  have  done  some 

good,  and  how  been   paid   for  iti     But,  oh, 

•  •     • 

Adolphus,  how  short  of  all  I  would  do  or  feel, 
had  I  the  means  of  doing  or  enjoying !  Yet  I 
feel  destined  to  high  things — to  the  most  emi- 
nent reach  of  bliss  !'^ 

The  elector  started  up  as  he  spoke  these 
words,  paced  the  room  with  animated  action^ 
and  looked  as  if  a  futurity  of  greatness  and  of 
rapture  was  visible  to  his  gaze. 

^^  You  think  me  extravagant,  Nuenar  ?  un* 
bounded  in  my  wishes — ungrateful  to  Heavea 
for  what  I  have  obtained — ^unwortby,  petfaaps^ 
of  more  ?" 

^<  I  think,  Ohebhard,  you  possess  much  thai 
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might  sadfify  a  reasonable  man,  and  means, 
with  good  management,  of  gaining  a  great 
name.  Archbishop  in  your  churchy  elector  of 
the  empire,  one  among  the  princes  of  Europe, 
li^e-soTereign  of  300,000  souls,  with  a  fertile 
territory,  fine  towns,  and  teeming  villages,  lord 
of  the  Rhine  for  much  of  its  broadest  and  love- 
liest course,  with  large  revenues,  wide  patron- 
age, and  great  privileges.**^ 

*'  And  with  all,  Adolphus,  not  mine  own 
master ;  nay,  nor  even  master  of  myself  !** 

<*  I  know  not  the  distinction.*^ 

**  Tis  not  so  subtle,  neither.  Is  not  the  em- 
peror my  liege  ?  but  that  could  be  borne.  Is 
not  this  turbulent  city,  this  sink  of  bigotry  and 
beggary,  where  monks  and  mendicants  lofd  it 
with  factious  burghers — is  it  not  more  sove- 
reign over  me,  than  I  over  it  ?  And  am  I  mas- 
ter of  myself?  Have  not  wild  passions  always 
dragged  me  or  driven  me  on  ?  Hast  not  thou, 
Nuenar,  from  my  early  youth,  struggled  often 
to  save  me  from  my  own  excess  ?    I  know  my 

£2 
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faults,  and  thank  Heaven  I  know  the  luxury 
of  a  friendship  that  lets  me  give  free  bent  to 
thoughts  which,  if  suppressed,   would  choke 


me.'' 


With  these  words  the  elector  took  Gount  Nue* 
nar's  hand,  and  pressed  it  firmly  between  both 
of  his.  His  phlegmatic  friend  betrayed  no  such 
emotions  as  beamed  in  Ghebhard^s  expressive 
and  ever- varying  countenance.  Even  while  he 
forcibly  returned  the  pressure,  his  regular  fea-> 
tures  showed  no  play.  His  placid  mouth'  did 
not  tremble,  nor  did  his  eyes  appear  brighter 
or  larger  than  before,  like  those  of  warmer 
temperaments,  which  gain  lustre  and  fulness 
from  excitement.  Gount  Nuenar*s  mind,  was 
like  a  bow  always  ready  bent.  Ohebhard^s  as 
the  weapon's  string,  which  if  not  at  times  relax* 
ed,  had  surely  snapped  and  broken  from  over 
tension.  Either  mind  singly  might  effect  much 
in  its  respective  capacity  ;  one  in  resistance,  the 
other  in  action,  But  the  little  enterprise  of 
the  first  might  fail  of  desired  results,  without 
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the  stimulating  ardour  of  the  latter,  which  in 
its  turn  mi^t  overshoot  the  object}  if  left  alone 
and  unGbecked  by  the  counterpoise.  But  two 
such  mindsacting  together  for  acommon  purpose, 
had  every  prospect  of  success ;  and  that  which 
they  were  now  engaged  on,  required  all  their 
united  energy  and  prudence.  It  was  the  intro- 
duction at  the  reformed  doctrines  into  the 
diapter  and  dty  of  Cologne,  and  thence 
throughout  the  whole  of  that  electorate,  of 
which  Ghebhard  was  at  once  the  spiritual  and 
temporal  chief. 

This  had  been  the  great,  indeed  the  sole 
object  of  Count  Nuenar^s  life,  even  before  the 
appointment  of  his  friend  to  the  high  dignity  he 
had  acquired,  when  scarcely  turned  thirty  years 
of  age.  Sinoe  that  period,  Ohebhard,  whose  am- 
bition burst  through  the  narrow  ways  by  which 
it  bounded  to  its  goal,  had  laboured  anxiously 
in  the  cause  which  reason  and  feeling  alike  told 
him  to  be  good.  Independent  of  personal  pride 
in  his  station,  be  felt  sincerely  the  honour  of 
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being  iostmmental  to  the  enlightonmeAt  of  hu 
kind.  Yet,  while  he  laboured  to  make  men  what 
he  believed  they  ought  to  be,  he  could  not  help 
despifiing  them  for  being  what  they  were.  He 
was  not  one  of  those  self-dubbed  philanthropists 
who  affect  to  call  the  beings  lowest  in  the  seale 
of  humanity  ^'  brothers,'*  yet  neglect  every 
means  to  make  them  worthy  of  the  brotherhood ; 
who  whet  the  passions  of  the  people,  as  mecha- 
nics sharpen  their  tools,  wearing  them  out  wliile 
grinding  them  to  an  edge,  and  when  worn  out 
flinging  them  aside  among  the  wreck  and  rub- 
bish. 

GhebhardTruchses  was,  in  short,  from  birtli, 
education,  talent,  reflection,  and  impulse,  an 
aristocrat,  as  who  of  his  station  in  his  time--- 
aye,  or  in  ours — could  fail  to  be  ?  Conscious 
of  superiority  to  the  mass  of  his  fellow  men, 
and  therefore  convinced  that  gradations  in  the 
scale  were  an  inevitable  law  of  nature,  he  felt 
proudly  grateful  to  heaven  for  having  made  him 
what  he  was,  idthough  his  impassioned  tempe* 
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rament  led  him  Bometioies,  as  we  hsTe  aeen,  lo 
mumur  and  oompbdii.  But  he  was  an  arislo* 
cmt  of  b<^  hroad  views,  not  overloc^Dg  the 
defects  of  those  who  stood  on  the  same  deva- 
OoD  widi  himself,  while  gazing  on  the  more  ob- 
vious littleness  of  the  classes  that  moved  below 
huB.  He  would  have  willingly  seen  all  men  on 
a  level  as  to  moral  rights ;  but  the  very  in- 
stinct of  self-preservation,  as  well  as  the  exercise 
of  reason,  tcdd  him  it  was  wiser  to  raise  one 
dass  up  than  to  pull  the  other  down.  He  knew 
that  the  broad  mass  of  social  material  might 
be  fined  gradually  to  a  point;  but  that  the 
aipex  of  a  pyramid  could  not  in  moral,  how- 
ever it  might  in  mechanical,  equilibrium 
maintain  its  balance  were  it  to  be  all  at  once 
reversed. 

As  one  of  the  superior  men  who,  in  those 
early  days  of  European  freedom,  saw  even 
vaguely  through  the  mists  of  political  economy, 
which  is  in  ours,  perhaps,  degenerating  into 
politick  extravagance,  Ohebhard  Truchses  is 
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deserving  of  an  honourable  place  in  history* 
As  one  of  those  whose  virtues  and  faults,  whose 
strength  and  whose  weakness,  led  to  adventures 
and  vicissitudes  of  no  ordinary  interest,  be 
merits  at  least  the  place  which  we  would  give 
him  in  its  romance. 

The  conversation,  our  relation  of  which  pre> 
ceded  this  not  unnecessary  digression,  was  inter^ 
rupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  kammerrath,  the 
official  functionary  whose  duty  was  to  announce 
to  his  highness  the  service  of  the  mid-day 
meal. 

^<  Dinner  !  already  !  I  had  quite  forgotten,*^ 
exclaimed  he.  **  Forgive  me,  dear  Nuenar,  if 
the  pleasure  of  our  meeting  drove  from  my 
head  all  other  duties  but  that  of  communing 
with  and  confessing  myself  to  thee.'** 

^'  Thou  art  quite  absolved,  and  I  not  a  little 

« 

hungry,"  replied  the  count;  *' but  after  the 
repast,  Ohebhard,  we  have  much,  very  much  to 
talk  over.  Thou  wilt  not.  sit  long,  nor  let  the 
service  linger  ?^ 
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"  Were  it  but  in  thy  honour,  Adolphus,  the 
wine-flask  must  circle  freely  ;  but  besides  thee 
and  Kriechlingen,  I  have  bidden  several  others. 
Say,  sir,  are  the  dinner  guests  arrived  ?"" 

**  Baron  Conrad,  the  Italian  count,  and  the 
Abbots  of  St.  Kennett  and  St.  Mary  are 
already  in  the  withdrawing  room,  waiting 
jour  highnesses  coming,^  replied  the  kammer- 
rath,  or  chamberlain,  as  we  may  translate  the 
title. 

**  Body  of  the  saints !  are  they  ?  we  must 
bestir  ourselves,  Nuenar,  nor  keep  these  good 
folk  shivering  in  the  damp  of  the  mould-tapes- 
tried saloons.  Let  Walram  wait  on  me  !*^  and 
as  the  chamberlain  retired,  the  ready  valet  en- 
tered the  cabinet ;  and  the  elector  resumed  at 
onoe  the  business  of  dressing  and  the  conversa- 
tion. 

^*  Aye !  methinks  this  violet  velvet  doublet 
goes  well  with  the  white  point  and  spangles, 
and  after  all  suits  me  better  than  the  cumbrous 
trappings    of   my    state.      What  sayest  thou 
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Nuenar  ?  It  is  Walram^s  own  choice.  Isbe 
not  a  valet  of  infinite  taste  ?  That  nod  speaks 
approval  and  confirms  the  fiat.  My  ruiF,  now, 
Walram,  and  the  Venice  chain  with  CelliniV 
last-wrought  medallion ;  I  shall  wear  them  in 
honour  of  this  Italian  to-day.  Knowest  thou, 
Adolphus,  Count  Jerome  Scoti,  or  Scotus,  or 
Sootin  ?  I  scarcely  know  which  in  propriety 
to  call  him,  for  he  brings  me  recommendations 
in  various  languages,  and  from  several  coun- 
tries/' 

'<  I  have  no  knowledge  of  any  such  names. 
Those  travelling  counts  by  whom  thou,  Oheb- 
hard,  art  so  beset,  rarely  penetrate  my  solitude, 
even  by  report.'* 

'^  And  is  it  not  pity,  Nuenar,  that  a  man  like 
thee  should  so  bury  himself?  one  so  formed 
to—'' 

^^  Do  better  in  my  retreat  for  the  great  cause 
of  moral  liberty,  than  waste  myself  on  worldly 
vanities,  and  be  the  prey  of  each  adventurer 
that  crosses  the  Alps  to  infest  our  cities  and 


A6KES  DE   MAM8F1CLDT.  88 

gull  the  Ample  or  the  vain-*-the  lowly  or  the 
great?- 

There  was  more  animation,  and  more  of  re» 
proach,  in  the  utterance  of  these  words  than 
was  usual  in  the  manner  by  which  Count 
Nuenar  was  wont  to  check  the  constitutional 
unpetttosity  of  his  friend.  But  the  subject  now 
atarted  was  a  sore  one,  for  he  had  frequently 
found  it  necessary  to  interpose  between  Oheb* 
bard's  generous  credulity  and  the  baseness  by 
which  it  was  abused. 

Of  all  the  princes  of  his  standing,  not  one 
was  so  celebrated  for  all  that  renders  even  the 
most  lofty  intellects  the  victims  of  the  meanest. 
His  love  of  literature  and  the  6ne  arts — his 
idolatry  of  talent  in  men,  and  of  beauty  in 
women — ^his  enthusiastic  sympathy  with  all 
that  he  admired — ^his  total  freedom  from  envy 
or  malice  himself^  and  his  slowness  to  suspect 
it  in  others — his  open  hospitality,  and  his  love 
of  pleasure,  all  combined  to  render  the  arch- 
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biBhop-elector  of  .Cologne  the  mark  of  the  de^ 
signing  impostors  alluded  to  bj  Nuenar. 

No  one,  perhaps,  bad  made  so  many  mis- 
taken attachments,  or  been  so  frequently  de- 
ceived. The  facility  of  his  nature  not  only 
encouraged,  but  invited  deceit.  Men  are  oftener 
knaves  from  temptation  than  from  tempera^ 
ment ;  and  such  a  character  as  Ghebhard'^s  gene^ 
rated  the  evils  by  which  he  sufiered,  warming 
into  life  by  its  very  splendour  the  reptiles 
which  made  him  their  prey.  He  had  been  often 
the  dupe  of  men  bearing  false  names,  and 
women  with  titles  to  which  they  had  no  right ; 
but  of  the  crowds  who  had  for  years  thronged 
his  all  but  kingly  palaces,  at  Bonn,  Cologne, 
Poppelsdorf,  or  Bruhl,  there  were  few  who  did 
not  give  him  back  envy  for  his  noble  qualities, 
and  who,  in  doing  him  wrong,  did  not  lay  the 
surest  foundation  on  which  to  build  deep  hatred. 
It  was  thus  that  he,  who  of  most  in  his  station 
had  done  the  least  harm  and  greatest  quantity 
of  good  to  his  fellows,  and  had  most  freely 
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shared  his  means,  and  most  readily  exerted  bis 
influence  to  promote  their  welfare,  possessed 
more  enemies,  perhaps^  than  any  one.  But 
hitherto  he  had  thoroughly  demised  all  such. 
A  libel  or  lampoon  caused  him  not  the  least  con- 
cern ;  and  as  for  mcHre  serious  attacks,  he  pos- 
sesaed  a  fund  of  energy  and  courage  ready  to 
meet  all  drafts.  No  one  had  yet  borne  oftner 
or  with  mare  genuine  dignity  the  baffled  efforts 
of  malignity.  But  he  had  yet  known  no  re- 
verse. He  was  buoyed  high  above  the  flood  of 
events  by  a  firm  conviction  of  his  good  destiny. 
He  had  not  yet,  in  fact,  been  thoroughly  tried. 
He  had  been  so  little  blunted  by  disappoint- 
ment, his  heart  was  still  so  warm,  youth  still 
throbbed  so  high  in  his  pulse,  and  revelled  so 
stirringly  in  his  blood^for  youth  and  age  are 
moiely  rdative  terms,  depending  not  on  years 
but  constitution — ^that  he  was  as  ripe  as  ever  for 
a  new  attachment,  as  willing  to  trust,  and  as 
ready  to  be  deceived.  It  was  in  this  mood  that 
he  was  now  about  to  form  the  acquaintanceship 
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of  one,  whose  eelebrity  is  most  owing  to  the 
oonnexion  begun  that  very  day,  but  who,  even 
independent  of  it,  is  notorious  for  being,  in  the 
words  of  an  old  German  author,  '^  the  chief 
wonder-master  of  deceit.^ 

Ghebbard  Truohses  had  in  a  high  degree  the 
quality  of  enduring  advice,  or  even  reproof, 
from  a  friend.  It  must  be  an  unkindly  mixture 
of  selfishness  and  sensitiveness  that  is  not  grati- 
fied, rather  than  hurt,  by  any  such  proof  of 
sinpere  regard ;  and  there  was  a  genuine  tone  in 
Count  Nuenar^s  words  that  left  no  doubt  of  his 
sincerity.  Ohebhard  was,  moreover,  pleased  at 
every  instance  of  animation  in  one  so  phlegma- 
tic, from  the  natural  feeling  that  makes  us  flat-* 
tered  at  seeing  in  another  the  reflection  of  our 
own  merits,  or  even  faults.  He  only  smiled, 
therefore,  at  the  covert  reproach  contained  in 
Nuenar'^s  allusion,  and  said  in  reply,—* 

<<  As  you  please,  Adolphus ;  in  as  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  lean  heavy,  spare  not.  But  for  a 
stranger,  an  unknown  and  untried  man,  have 
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meroj.  This  count,  tliougb  he  u  an  Italian, 
iqay  be  honest.  Hi$  retinae  is,  I  am  tdd, 
magnificent.  ISify  letters  both  from  Padua  and 
Salamanca  speak  mudi  of  his  learning  and 
scieoce,  while  that  from  Paris  lauds  his  accom- 
plishments and  his  honour  to  the  highest  pitch 
of  praise.  Now  let^s  to  table;  we  will  give 
£ur  trial  ere  we  condenm — '" 

*'  Or  be  too  credulous." 

'*  Nuenar,  Nuenar,  thou  art  of  too  cautious 
a  kidney,  an  infidel  as  to  mankind,  a  very 
Hussite  in  unbelief.  Didst  thou  know  English 
I  would  quote  thee  a  verse  or  two,  worthy  to 
keep  thee  in  the  true  faith  thou  owest  thy 
fellows.'' 

^'  Recite,  recite,  and  then  translate,"  replied 
Nuenar,  smiling  in  his  turn,  as  the  elector  took 
him  under  the  arm  and  led  him  from  the 
cabinet. 

Here  then  is  the  couplet — 

^  Leave  reasone :  believe ;  wonder ; 
Beliefe  bathe  maisterye,  reasone  is  under.' '' 


«c 
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repeated  Oebhard,  laughing,  as  they  walked  on 
through  a  long  file  of  officers  and  other  atten- 
dants, lay  and  clerical:  and,  just  as  they 
reached  the  grand  saloon  or  withdrawing  room, 
completing  the  translation  of  the  English  dog- 
grel  into  German  prose. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  household  of  the  elector  formed  in 
themselves  a  large  party.  There  were  chap- 
lain, and  almoner,  and  lecturer,  with  several 
other  spiritual  consumers  of  worldly  things, 
mixed  with  chamberlain,  equerry,  grand-master, 
and  groom,  and  a  long  list  of  temporal  aspirants 
for  the  grace  of  heaven.  All  these,  with  a 
dozen  or  more  visitors,  the  usual  number  on 
common  and  quiet  days,  like  the  one  in  ques- 
tion, completed  a  table  of  about  thirty  covers. 
The  grand  dinners  often  brought  together  dou- 
ble that  number  at  the  board.  But  whether 
the  company  was  great  or  small,  promiscuous 
or  sdect,  every  thing  was  in  the  truest  keeping 
of  splendid  entertainment. 
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The  elector,  accompanied  by  Count  Nuenar, 
entered  the  saloon,  where  his  officers  of  state 
had  previously  received  the  guests ;  and  ad<* 
vancing  to  the  circle^Jie  addressed  to  each  some 
phrase  of  frank  yet  dignified  civility.  To  the 
Italian  count,  as  of  highest  rank,  and  a  stranger, 
he  paid  most  marked  attention,  and  gave  the 
most  particular  welcome. 

This  personage  was  no  other  than  he  whose 
splendid  equipage  had  excited  so  much  atten- 
tion  that  morning,  as  it  brought  up  the  tail  of 
the  procession.  He  was  of  tall  stature,  slight 
and  well  proportioned ;  his  compl^cion  was  dif- 
ferent from  the  generality  of  his  countrymen^ 
and  his  light  brown  mustachios  and  beard  were 
trimmed,  curled,  and  scented,Nin  a  manner  that 
proclaimed  much  care,  and  was  correspondent 
with  his  whole  personal  appearance.  His  dress 
was  of  rich  velvet,  glittering  with  embroidery, 
spangles,  and  fiUagree  buttons,  yet  made  in  a 
fashion  of  such  good  taste,  that  nothing  appear^ 
ed  overloaded  or  gaudy ;   several  jewels  were 
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eYident  in  various  parts  of  his  apparel,  or  as 
omamentiiig  the  three  or  four  crosses  and  stars 
of  different  orders,  which  hung  on  his  breast ; 
and  suspended  round  his  neck  in  a  triple  coil, 
was  a  massiye  gold  chain,  ^'  every  link  of  which 
was  a  thumb Vbreadth  wide,  and  a  thumb  and 
•a  half  long,*'  as  is  recorded  by  a  G^man  chro- 
nicler, and  proved  by  the  portrait  painted  on 
wood,  and  presented  by  the  notorious  original 
hijnself  to  the  city  of  Dantzic,  (in  the  state 
Ubrary  of  which  it  is  placed,)  and  bearing  this 
modest  inscription,  *<  Effig.  Hieronimo  ScoHi 
PlaeentT*  On  this  authority,  and  some  others, 
we  state  that  the  individual  in  question  was  not 
of  a  prepossessing  countenance.  His  long  face, 
pointed  chin,  thin  lips,  low,  flat  forehead,  and 
piercing  blue  eyes,  spoke  a  depth  of  serious 
cunning  and  ignoble  prudence,  that  was  strongly 
contrasted  with  the  calm,  grave  beauty  of  Count 
Nuenar,  and  the  still  nobler  but  less  regular 
expression  of  the  electw^s  broad  and  prominent 
ftoDt  and  features,  whicbf  taken  separately,  were 
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in  no  way  remarkable,  but  in  thdr  combined 
effect  highly  so.  In  every  other  respect  the 
stranger  proved  himself  suited  to  the  level  <^ 
his  host ;  and  he  walked  first  to  the  dining-hall, 
through  oorridorslined  with  the  living  pageantry 
of  state,  and  took  his  seat  at  table,  on  the 
elector's  right  hand,  with  the  easy  good  breed- 
ing of  one  accustomed  to  the  place  of  honour. 

The  rest  of  the  company  shewed  no  person 
of  any  interest  in  our  story  beyond  those  men- 
tionedi  and  young  Ulrick  of  Leckenstein,  whose 
modesty  prevented  his  mentioning  his  engage- 
ment for  the  elector'^s  dinner,  during  the  conver- 
sation in  the  balcony,  lest  the  ladies  he  spoke 
with  might  have  suspected  him  of  vanity,  which 
was,  after  all,  and  quite  unknown  to  him,  his 
leading  foible.  There  was  one  at  table  with 
him,  who  soon  found  it  out,  and  turned  it  to 
account,  as  we  shall  see  in  the  sequel. 

The  early  part  of  the  repast  went  over  in  the 
common-place  way  usual  to  dinners  in  all  ages; 
appetite  being  first  attended  to  and  satisfied. 
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before  conversation  or  real  ooDviviality  ooni« 
mences  its  full  flow.  But,  at  the  table  <A  Gheb- 
haid  Truchses,  the  social  delights  of  feasting 
were  never  long  kept  back  by  grosser  consider, 
ations.  It  was  there  he  reigned  eminently 
conspicuous  for  all. that  was  most  pleasing  in 
hospitality,  good-fellowship,  and  talent.  But 
his  efibrts  on  those  occasions  were  more  exerted 
to  give  scope  for  the  capabilities  of  others,  than 
to  display  his  own.  He  always  exercised  this 
faculty  with  rare  tact,  and  never  more  success* 
fuUy  than  on  the  present  occasion. 

The  Italian  readily  fell  in  with  the  humour 
of  his  host;  and  in  reply  to  his  observations 
concerning  Paris,  Padua  and  Salamanca,  (in 

« 

the  several  universities  of  which  Ohebhard 
Truchses  had  pursued  his  early  studies  with 
great  honour,)  he  entered  on  a  fund  of  anec- 
dote and  descriptions  that  seemed  inexhaustible. 
Nor  did  he  merely  speak  of  things  as  they  then 
were,  or  in  relation  to  changes  which  had  taken 
place  since  the  elector  had  walked  the  various 
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halls  in  his  student'^s  cap  and  gown ;  bat  he 
ran  fluently  back  upon  the  traces  cf  time,  spoke 
on  matters  of  remotest  history,  and  brought 
forward  scenes  and  personages  of  centuries  gone 
by,  with  a  graphic  power  that  at  once  delight- 
ed and  amazed  his  listeners. 

He  very  soon  engrossed  the  attention  of  the 
whole  company,  for  every  one  present  was  more 
or  less  interested  in  the  variety  of  topics  he 
touched  on,  embracing  almost  every  thing  in 
the  range  of  then  known  Science  or  art. 
The  elector  was  enwrapped  in  delight;  even 
Nuenar  was  won  over  from  his  predisposition 
in  the  stranger'^s  disfavour,  and  he  listened,  ad- 
mired, and  wondered  like  the  rest. 

■ 

<<  In  sooth,  count,  you  do  with  infinite  power 
raise  up  the  images  of  buried  things.  A 
wizard^s  skill  could  scarce  do  more,^  said  the 
elector,  as  a  short  pause  occured  after  one  of 
the  stranger^s  spoken  sketches,  only  broken  by 
murmurs  of  applause  from  all  parts  of  the 
table.     ^<  And  my  old  master  of  rhetoric,  the 
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▼enerdble  Joftehim  MoDtoni — how  you  bring 
him  Bg^  before  me !     He  is  now  a  most  aged' 

Nol  so  dd»  neither/'  replied  Scotus,  at  we 
shall  call  the  Italian,  choosing  the  termination 
of  the  dead,  in  preference  to  that  of  the  living, 
language  of  his  country,  as  most  of  the  writers 
by  whom  he  is  mastioned  have  done,  following 
the  Latin  biographer  of  GUiebhard  Truchses.* 

"  Not  old  !"  exclaimed  the  elector.  "  Why 
when  I  sat  in  his  class  at  Padua,  be  numbered 
at  least  three  score  and  ten !  and  it  is  now — 
how  many  ?  Eighteen,  aye  nineteen  year» 
since  then  I     Is  not  that  an  aged  man  ?^ 

<*  Comparatively,  yes,^  answered  Scotus, 
carelessly,  but  with  a  look  of  so  strange  a  mean- 
ing as  made  all  near  him  stare,  first  at  him, 
aod  then  at  each  other.  But  the  Italian^  look 
was  unexplained^  and.  not  commented  on  at  the 
moment. 


*  De  actis  et  fatis,  Gebhardi  Truchesii.    Davide  Koe- 
lefOb    Akor(164& 
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<'  Your  highness  might,  perchance,  like  to 
see  the  professor's  hand- writing  when  he  was  a 
younger  man  than  even  when  you  listened  to 
his  lectures?^'  said  Scotus,  drawing  from  his 
doublet  a  most  antiques-looking  parchment* 
covered  book  of  small  dimensions,  fastened  with 
brazen  clasps  of  curious  workmanship. 

^^  I  should  be  glad  of  any  memento  of  a  man 
I  loved  so  well,*^  replied  the  elector,  **  and 
particularly  of  characters  traced  by  his  own 
hand,  the  letter  you  were  the  bearer  of  being 
written  by  that  of  his  secretary.  This  seems  a 
rare  volume  of  manuscript.  Its  shrivelled 
leaves  have  the  true  stains  of  antiquity :  it  is 
as  old,  methinks,  as  Joachim  Montini^s  self.^* 

**  If  your  highness  were  to  examine  it  a  little, 
you  might  believe  it  to  be  older.*' 

**  Ah,  here  is  the  professor^s  signature  indeed, 
and  the  date  1527,  more  than  fifty  years  back. 
This  seems  to  be  a  curious  collection  of  auto- 
graphs,^ remarked  the  elector,  turning  over  the 
leaves. 


« 
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Yes,  I  lore  to  gather  these  contributions 
fiom  memorable  men.^ 

'*  Gather  their  contributions !"  said  Truchses. 
"  Gather  them  i  Why  here  is  RaphaeFs  ; 
here  Dante^s  ;  here  Ariosto's  name  I  If  ga- 
tkeredf  it  must  have  beoi  in  the  grave  !** 

'^  It  is  easier  to  outlive  one^s  friends  than  to 
give  new  life  to  the  dead  l^  said  Scotus,  with  a 
soIeiQjiity  of  tone  so  strongly  contrasted  with 
hia  previous  animation  that  the  whole  company 
felt  a  thrill  of  awe,  in  unison  with  the  almost 
supernatural  meaning  implied  in  the  expression. 

*'  Outlive  one*s  friends  !— -And  what  are  we 
to  infer  from  that,  count  P"^  said  the  elector, 
smiling  as  he  observed  the  half  awe-struck 
looks  of  his  guests ;— but  he  could  not  see  his 
own. 

'*  Whatever  may  seem  most  pleasing  to  your 
highness,^  replied  the  Italian,  with  an  air  of 
resignation  and  modesty  that  seemed  mixed 
with  sorrow. 

**  The  great  Raphael  died  full  half  a  century 

VOL.  I.  F 
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ago ;  you  are  not  quite  so  old  methinks, 
count  ?'"  said  Nuenar,  with  a  sarcastic  smile. 

'^  I  am  glad  you  find  me  worthy  of  a  thought, 
sir/'*  said  the  Italian. 

'^  And  the  immortal  Dante  closed  his  life  in 
thirteen  hundred  and  thirty-one,  two  centuries 
and  a  half  ago/*  observed  one  of  the  abbotts 
who  sat  on  Scotus^s  right  hand. 

^'  In  thirteen  hundred  and  tweniy-oae^  reve^ 
rend  father,^'  rejoined  the  latter,  '^  and  was 
bom  in  twelve  hundred  and  sixty-five.  He 
who  followed  the  hearse  of  the  man,  and  has 
rocked  the  cradle  of  the  child,  may  be  accurate 
as  to  dates  of  him  he  loved  and  honoured.^ 

The  Italian  checked  himself  here,  sighed, 
and  passed  his  hand  across  his  brow.  No  one 
replied ;  no  one  could,  no  one  in  fact  dared 
trust  themselves  to  speak. 

At  this  moment  a  servant  announced  to  the 
Italian  that  his  secretary  waited  without,  with 
letters  just  arrived  by  the  post.  Scot  us,  with 
an  air  of  much  good  breeding,  requested  per- 
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mission  of  the  elector  to  retire,  for  the  purpose 
of  their  perusal.  The  latter  insisted  on  his  re- 
ceiving, and  if  he  chose  it,  reading  them  at 
table.  The  secretary  was  accordingly  intro- 
duced, and  he  put  several  missives  into  his 
master^s  hand.  The  latter  placed  them  looselv 
before  him  on  the  table,  selecting  one,  which 
he  b^ged  leave  to  open ;  and  as  the  elector 
inclined  his  head,  in  persuasion  rather  than  as- 
sent, he  could  not  help  being  struck  with  the 


"  TO    XOBODY," 

which  was  written  in  large  characters  on  the 
back  of  the  letter.  His  excited  curiosity  made 
him  look  at  the  others.  One  was  directed  in 
characters  which  appeared  to  be  Chinese ;  ano- 
ther bore  the  word  '^  Cologne,^'  and  no  more. 
The  rest  were  covered  so  as  to  defy  casual 
scrutiny ;  but  these  which  were  visible  had  all 
the  usual  marks  of  the  post  regulations  dis- 
tinctly and  legibly  stamped. 

**'  Does   your    highness    know   that   hand- 
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writing  ?'*'*  asked  Scotus,  as  he  carelessly  broke 
the  seal  of  another,  and  shewed  a  close  written 

m 

epistle  to  the  elector. 

^^  It  should  be  that  of  his  majesty  Philip  II. 
of  Spain,  if  I  err  not,*^  was  the  reply. 

'^  Your  highness  is  right,"  said  Scotus, 
shewing  the  signature  of  the  despot,  which 
Ghebhard  was  well  acquainted  with. 

**  And  this  ?*'  continued  he,  tearing  away  the 
heavy  seal  from  another,  and  pointing  to  the 
name  at  foot. 

''  That  is  Elizabeth^s  of  England  r  exclaim- 
ed the  astonished  elector. 

*<£ven  so,""  said  Scotus.  He  then  placed 
his  letters  within  the  breast  of  his  doublet,  hav- 
ing hastily  glanced  at  their  contents,  dismissed 
his  secretary,  who  walked  carelessly  round  the 
table,  and  left  the  room  at  the  side  opposite  to 
his  master. 

What  were  the  impressions  made,  or  intend- 
ed to  be  made  by  all  this  ?  That  the  stranger, 
a  man  of  evidently  prodigious  knowledge  and 
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a  high  order  of  talent,  was  in  familiar  corres> 
pondence  with  the  most  powerful  sovereigns 
existing,  had  been  the  friend  and  associate  of 
some  of  the  most  celebrated  geniuses,  of  present 
and  past  times,  and  moreover,  that  he  was  at 
least  three  hundred  years  old  ! 

That  he  succeeded  to  a  great  extent  is  cer- 
tain. On  some  points  there  could  be  no  doubt ; 
of  others  there  was  strong  presumption.  Every 
one  present  believed  much  of  what  they  heard, 
and  several  were  willing  to  credit  all  that  was 
implied.  It  was  still  a  most  credulous  age. 
When  we  throw  back  our  mind^s  vision  on  the 
facts  of  history  and  the  failings  of  mankind, 
and  fix  it  on  an  epoch  so  comparatively  near 
our  own ;  when  we  reflect  on  the  advances 
made  by  science  and  the  arts,  even  before  those 
days,  on  the  great  political  events  and  the  vast 
combinations  of  mental  power  in  action  at  the 
veiy  time,  and  on  the  marvellous  similarity  of 
of  men  and  measures  then  and  now,  we  are  lost 
in  wonder,  that  the  human  intellect  could,  on 
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some  points  have  been  so  profoundly  dark,  or 
so  copiously  saturated  with  almost  incredible 
superstitions. 

Among  other  still  common  shadows  of  belief, 
for  they  had  never  been  embodied  into  the  solid 
absurdity  of  "  Articles,"  was  "  the  grand  ma- 
gistery'**  as  it  was  pompously  called,  "  the  phi- 
losopher's stone,''  another  of  its  vague  mystify- 
ing titles,  or  the  power  of  converting  base  metals 
into  gold,  and  that  of  compounding  the  elixir 
of  eternal  life.  A  powerful  writer  of  our  own 
days  has  embodied  the  miseries  of  this  grand 
secret,  in  a  way  sufficient  to  deter  the  most  am- 
bitious of  those  who  laugh  at  it  as  chimerical. 
But  even  such  a  writer,  two  or  three  centuries 
back,  would  have  failed  to  frighten  the  great 
mass  of  believiers  who  followed,  6t  were  haunted 
by,  the  phantom.  We  want  nothihg  more  to 
impress  us  with  contempt  for  our  kind,  than 
the  crowds  who  are  at  all  times  ready  to  live 
and  die  for  the  current  superstitions  of  their 
day.     There  was  scarce  one  man  at  the  table  of 
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Ghebhard  Truchses,  on  that  in  question,  who  was 
not  disposed  rather  to  credit  than  to  scout  the 
monstrous  prodigy  of  which  Jerome  Scotus  was 
anidous  to  be  considered  the  illustration.  Even 
the  elector  himself,  elevated  as  he  was  in  talent, 
and  distinguished  for  his  acquirements,  was  not 
quite  proof  against  the  prevalent  influence.  He 
saw  that  his  new-made  acquaintance  was,  at  any 
rate,  a  man  of  more  than  common  capabilities ; 
and  mixed  with  his  cordial  admiration  of  talent 
was  that  strange  and  latent  waywardness,  not 
uncommon  to  enthusiastic  minds,  a  willingness 
to  be  deceived. 

But,  however  Ohebhard  Truchses  and  his 
friends  might  have  been  disposed,  or  acted  on, 
we  will  not  attempt  to  play  on  our  readers  by 
any  artifice.  We  at  once  denounce  Jerome 
Scotus  and  his  doings  for  what  they  were; 
him  for  a  vile  adventurer,  and  they  a  well- 
woven  tissue  of  cheatery.  Readers  of  our  days, 
or  at  least  those  for  whom  we  would  write,  have 
no  sympathy  for,  and  find  no  charms  in,  events 
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or  characters  wrapped  in  a  veil  of  magical  de- 
lusions. If  our  heroes  or  heroines  have  been 
too  credulous,  we  neither  expect  nor  wish  our 
readers  to  be  so  too.  In  striving  to  give  them 
amusement,  and  perhaps  information,  we  would 
not  treat  them  as  dupes.  We  shall,  therefore, 
detail  events,  without  endeavouring  to  torture 
them  into  mysteries. 

At  the  period  of  our  tale,  and  for  some  time 
previous,  France  and  the  more  northern  parts 
of  Europe  were  overrun  by  Italian  intriguers 
and  impostors,  introduced  into  Paris  under  the 
patronage  of  Catherine  de  Medicis,  and  thence 
spread  abroad  in  all  directions.  The  cleverness 
of  these  adventurers  was  proverbial.  There 
were  few  of  them  who  were  not  proficient  in  all 
the  juggleries  of  legerdemain,  who  could  not 
cast  nativities,  and  make  an  imposing  show  of 
knowledge  in  judicial  astrology  and  alchemy. 
The  most  highly  accomplished  of  such  persons 
in  all  those  illusory  arts  was  Jerome  Scotus. 
He  soon  made  for  himself  a  base  notoriety ;  and 
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his  most  emiBent  victims,  in  Germany  ac  least, 
counted  among  them  names  in  which  we  hope 
our  readers  even  already  feel  some  interest. 

The  first  individual  of  note,  on  whom  he  ven- 
tured openly  to  practise  his  arts,  was  Ghebhard 
Truchses.  He  had  made  himself  master  of  the 
character,  tastes,  and  habits  of  the  elector.  He 
had  procured  some  real,  and  forged  other  let- 
ters  of  recommendation  for  his  intended  dupe. 
For  he  bad  acquired  acquaintanceships  with  some 
eminent  persons,  by  means  of  his  learning,  ta- 
lents, and  impudence ;  and  there  were  few  of 
any  celebrity  whose  hand-writing  he  had  not 
seen,  and  could  not  imitate.  He  was  aware  of 
the  elector^s  predilection  for  all  that  was  sump- 
tuous ;  and  the  equipage  and  train  with  which 
he  appeared  at  Cologne  was  such  as  would 
have  done  honour  to  a  sovereign  prince.  He 
had  arrived  there  the  evening  before  the  pro- 
cession, and  had  taken  up  his  lodging  in  the 
house  of  the  burgomaster,  Johann  Hilpaert,  one 
of  the  wealthiest  merchants  in  the  city,  and  to 
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whom  he  was  recommended  in  the  highest 
terms,  by  individuals  of  great  worth  in  Ham- 
burg, from  which  place  he  stated  himself  to 
have  come  in  a  direct  line. 

Now,  this  Hilpaert,  was  the  most  bitter,  and 
withal  the  most  powerful,  enemy  of  the  elector- 
archbishop,  and  the  leading  agent  of  the  town 
council,  in  all  the  intrigues  fomented  by  Ernest 
of  Bavaria,  Bishop  of  Liege,  who,  ^*  nothing 
loth,""  was  urged  on,  by  both  high  and  low  sup- 
porters, as  a  candidate  for  the  dignity  enjoyed 
by  Ohebhard  Truchses. 

The  latter  had,  in  his  turn,  counter-agents  in 
the  city,  by  whom,  and  through  the  medium  of 
his  household  officers,  he  was  speedily  informed 
of  the  movements  of  his  opponents.  At  the 
important  crisis  of  the  congress,  when  some 
of  the  wiliest  diplomatists  of  Europe  were  as- 
sembled, when  the  intrigues  of  all  Germany, 
Spain,  and  the  low  countries  were  in  active 
operation,  and  when  every  one  concerned  knew 
himself  to  move  in  a  maze  of  trick  and  trea- 
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chery,  it  behoved  all,  aad  none  more  than  6heb« 
bard  Trucbses,  to  be  on  his  guard,  and  to  coun- 
teract by  every  fair  means  at  least — and  what 
a  wide  latitude  does  diplomacy  give  to  the 
term !  the  chicanery  which  spread  its  tangled 
meshes  abroad.  It  is  not,  then,  to  be  wondered 
at  that  the  elector  had  immediate  information 
of  the  arrival  of  so  apparently  important  a  per* 
sonage,  and  so  large  a  retinue  as  clattered  up  to 
the  gate  of  Hilpaert's  residence ;  nor  that  he,  in 
acknowledgment  of  the  honourable  recommen- 
dations sent  to  his  palace  almost  immediately 
by  their  bearer,  had  despatched  an  instant  invi- 
tation for  the  dinner  on  the  following  day,  at 
which  we  have  taken  the  opportunity  of  bring- 
ing the  stranger  to.  our  readers*  notice. 

Nor  will  it,  we  trust,  be  thought  derogatory 
to  the  high  feeling  of  our  hero,  for  such  is  Oheb- 
hard  Truchses,  if  we  acknowledge  that  inde^ 
pendent  of  his  prompt  sentiment  of  hospitality, 
there  was  a  less  quick  but  as  sure  an  instinct  at 
work,  telling  him  to  use  his  natural  right  of 
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reducing  the  ranks  of  his  enemies  and  recruit- 
ing his  own,  by  every  advantageous  and  honour- 
able alliance.  Who  or  what  Ck)unt  Jerome 
Scot  us  was  he  knew  not  quite,  from  the  genial 
vague  tone  of  the  letters  he  brought.  But  as 
some  of  them  bore  the  signatures  of  functionaries 
of  the  courts  of  France  and  Spain,  he  had  no 
doubt  of  his  importance.  Of  the  Italian'^s  ob- 
jects in  appearing  at  Cologne  at  this  critical 
moment  he  could  have  no  fixed  opinion;  but 
he  little  doubted  that  they  were  in  some  way 
connected  with  the  proceedings  of  the  Congress, 
although  he  was  no  ostensible  member  of  it. 
Political  Curiosity  thus  aided  the  operations  of 
the  other  motives  which  led  to  the  elector*s 
ready  attentions ;  and  the  impression  made  on 
his  energetic  sense  of  action  by  his  guest,  was 
such  as  to  decide  him  to  push  them  to  the  very 
limits  of  prudent  hospitality. 

Jerome  Scotus  having,  by  the  tricks  of  con- 
versation, b}  iuK^ndo  and  pause  and  emphasis, 
grafted  on  the  stock  of  a  ready  wit  and  bound- 
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less  infonnation,  wound  up  his  listeners  to  what- 
ever  pitch  he  chose,  soon  proceeded  to  convince 
them  that  he  was  not  a  mere  pretender— that  be 
could  do  as  well  as  talk. 

His  first  trick  of  legerdemain  was  practised 
on  the  good  and  bold  Baron  Conrad  Von 
Kriechlingen,  who  sat  opposite  to  him,  leaning 
on  both  elbows,  staring  with  all  his  eyes,  twist- 
ing his  long  grizzled  mustachios,  and  moving 
the  lower  jaw  and  firm-closed  lips,  with  that 
species  of  actioir  which  in  cattle  is  called  chew- 
ing  the  cud.  Scotus  wore  several  rings,  and 
among  others  one  garnished  the  thumb  of  his 
left  hand,  a  brilliant  of  remarkable  size,  so 
much  so,  that  the  elector,  becoming  more  fami- 
liar as  the  flasks  of  Rhein-wine  were  quickly 
emptied  and  rapidly  replaced  by  full  ones, 
asked  permission  of  his  guest  to  examine  it 
more  closely.  When  he  got  it  into  his  hands, 
he  found  that,  however  fine  the  stone,  the  setting 
was  of  corresponding  merit. 

**  This  must  be  Cellini's  work  ?"  said  he ; 
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^'  none  but  the  wayward  head  of  Benvenuto^s 
self  could  have  imagined,  and  no  fingers  less 
expert  than  his  could  have  wrought  such  a 
curious  and  exquisitely  carved  device." 

^^  It  has  ever  been  my  pride  to  encourage 
rising  genius  and  to  bear  its  records  about  me,^ 
observed  Scotus,  examining  in  his  turn  the 
elector's  chain  and  medallion,  the  workmanship 
of  the  master-hand  just  named ;  while  the  ring 
was  passed  round  the  table  from  one  admiring 
guest  to  another. 

The  somewhat  inquisitive  and  not  very  clear- 
headed abbot  of  St.  Kennett's,  the  Italian^s 
right  hand  neighbour,  unsatisfied  it  would  seem 
by  what  had  already  taken  place  relative  to 
Raphael  and  Dante,  was  resolved  to  try  Scotus^s 
meaning,  by  the  test  of  another  chronological 
remark. 

**  You  talk,  count,  of  rising  genius,^  ob- 
served he ;  ^*  now,  if  my  memory  does  not  fail 
me,  your  celebrated  countryman,  Cellini,  was 
bom  in  1500,  and  died  in  1570 ;  consequently, 
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to  have  given  encouragement  to  his  early  efforts 
you  must  have  patronized  him  full  forty  years 
ago;  and  methinks  that  is  at  least  ten  years 
more  than  your  baptism  certificate  would  count 
forr 

**  Reverend  abbott,  the  hoop  in  which  that 
brilliant  is  set  was  chased  by  Benvenuto^s  ap- 
prentice hand.'' 

**  And  yet  made  to  your  order,  count  ?'^ 

No  answer  was  given  to  this  direct  question. 
The  whole  company  looked  grave  again.  But 
the  elector  was  resolved  not  to  let  any  heavy 
cloud  rest  long  over  his  board.  He  saw  into 
the  object  of  his  guest,  as  clearly  as  our  readers 
do  by  this  time ;  and  he  individually  felt  quite 
indifferent  whether  Count  Jerome  was  believed 
to  be  a  man  of  thirty,  or  as  old  as  Methusaleh. 

**  Well,  Kriechlingen,  is  not  that  a  rare 
gem  ?''*  said  he,  as  Baron  Conrad  eyed  the  ring, 
and  turned  it  in  his  hand  with  great  attention. 

"  In  truth  it  is,  your  highness,^  replied  the 
baron  ;  '^  and  the  chased  setting  worthy  of  the 
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diamond.      It  is  long  since  I   have  seen   its 
like." 

**  And  where,  or  when,  noble  sir,  have  you 
ever  happened  to  see  its  like  ?^^  asked  the  Ita- 
lian, with  a  look  so  keen  as  to  put  the  worthy 
baron  in  some  degree  out  of  countenance. 

^^  Nay,  I  said  not  I  had  ever  actually  seen  a 
gem  decidedly  the  same ;  but  yet  it  seems  to 
me  that  I  once  was  struck  with  nearly,  if  not 
quite  such  a  one,  on  the  forefinger  of  the  great 
Maurice  of  Saxony,  brother  of  the  present 
elector,  and  uncle  of  the  Duchess  Anne  of 
Saxe-Coburg.*" 

**  Indeed  !*"  said  Scotus,  with  a  sneering  tone, 
^^  and  are  you,  noble  baron,  quite  sure  that  the 
elector's  ring  did  not  pass  into  your  own  pos- 
session?^ 

^^  Into  my  possession  !  I  do  not  understand 
you,  count.     What  do  you  mean  ?^ 

^<  Oh,  nothing,"  answered  Scotus,  vnth  that 
provokingly  cool  air  which  blows  the  temper  of 
an  irritable  man  into  absolute  flame. 


<« 
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Nothing!    what,  is  it  nothing   to   accuse 


me.  — • 


<« 


Hold,  hold.  Von  Kriechlingen  T^  exclaimed 
the  elector  with  the  tone  of  friendly  authority, 
irresistible  to  his  choleric  guest — *^  no  accusa- 
tion could  be  ventured,  no  offence  meant,  to 
your  honour  in  my  presence  and  at  my  table — 
you  are  too  hasty  .^ 

^^  I  hope  I  am,  your  h]ghness,-*but  still, 
under  your  favour,  this  insinuation  must  be 
explained." 

**  Patience,  patience,  baron,  it  may  explain 
itself,^  calmly  observed  Scotus ;  while  the  ring, 
having  made  its  round,  reached  the  abbot  of  St. 
Kennett^s  by  his  side,  the  pious  churchman 
being  at  the  moment  occupied  in  an  interchange 
of  sarcastic  winking  and  nodding  of  the  head 
with  his  brother  the  abbot  of  St.  Mary^s.  both 
not  a  little  tickled  at  the  evident  annoyance  of 
Kriechlingen,  whom  they  devoutly  hated,  as 
the  head  of  the  heretic  party  in  the  chapter. 

'^  Verily  this  is  a  trinket  of  worth  ;  and  well 
might  it  be  for  the  soul  of  the  Elector  Maurice 
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had  be  offered  its  likeness  to  the  shrine  of  some 
holy  sainty  instead  of  wearing  it,  in  the  vanity 
of  his  heart,  which  knew  little  of  the  honour 
due  to  mother  church,^'  said  the  dumsy  abbot, 
taking  this  round-about  way  of  adding  to  the 
baron's  vexation,  and  turning  towards  his  more 
silent  brother  for  applause,  while  at  the  same 
time  he  laid  the  ring  on  the  table,  dose  beside 
Scotus. 

"  Holy  father  abbot,*'  said  the  latter  gravely, 
*'  whatever  may  have  been  the  inclinations  of 
the  great  Maurice,  mine  do  not  urge  me  to  deck 
St.  Kenneths  altar  with  my  thumb-ring  bril- 
liant, to  expiate  either  the  elector^s  errors  or 
my  own.  Therefore,  in  all  humility,  I  crave 
your  reverence  to  restore  to  me  the  trinket.'^ 

*^What!  me!  restore itl'^exdaimed  the  priest, 
bustling  and  fidgetting  on  his  chair,  and  looking 
among  the  glasses  on  the  table,  and  in  the  folds 
of  his  robe,  with  great  agitation,  *^  may  the 
blessed  eleven  thousand  be  my  guard!  but  I 
placed  the  gem  here,  beside  you,  count,  not  an 
instant  gone." 
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*'  SoT'  said  Scotus,  with  the  strongest  em- 
phasis possible  to  be  laid  on  that  favourite  and 
ambiguous  German  interjection — **  Yet  it  is  not 
there  now." 

^*  Holy  St  Kennett !  It  is  not  indeed  !"*  cried 
the  abbot,  his  face  reddening  to  a  most  fiery 
tinge. 

*'  His  reverence^s  countenance,  stuck  up  in 
the  shrine  of  his  saint,  might  rival  the 
great  ruby  in  the  crown  of  King  Melchior, 
and  serve  a  good  turn  to  Elector  Maurice 
in  purgatory,^'  said  Kriechlingen,  across  the 
table,  to  Nuenar,  who  with  more  prudence  made 
no  reply  to  the  irreverent  sally;  not  the  less 
enjoying  the  abbot*s  confusion,  and  his  more 
suspicious  temper  going  even  farther  than  the 
baron^s  sarcasm  to  the  churchman^s  disfavour. 

*'  Why  how  is  this  mistake?  Let  the  ring 
be  found  !^  said  the  elector,  turning  to  the  at- 
tendants, with  a  look  of  severe  authority ; 
'*  there  is  surely  no  rogue,  nor  yet  any  juggler 
in  the  room  ?^ 
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u 


Not  so  unlikely — and  two  fat  abbots  at 
the  board  r  murmured  Kriechlingen,  laughing 
at  length  outright,  at  the  now  boisterous  protes* 
tations  of  the  churchman  that  he  knew  nothing 
of  the  fate  of  the  missing  ring. 

^^  Heed  it  not,  heed  it  not,  good  father,^  said 
Scotus,  '^  it  is  not  worthy  of  a  thought,  and 
scarcely  of  being  worn  by  a  mortal  sinner  like 
me,  much  less  by  the  effigy  of  the  blessed  St. 
Kennett." 

"  Not  worthy  !  mother  of  man  !  it  is  a  jewel 
of  price,  and  if  found  again — I  warrant  me  the 
holy  saint  will  think  well  of  accepting  it  for  an 
offering — ^if  such  be  the  meaning  of  your  words.'^ 

A  renewed  burst  of  laughter  from  Kriech- 
lingen  was  the  only  answer  to  this  suggestion. 

^^  I  esteem  the  bauble  as  nought,  reverend 
abbot,"  said  Scotus — '^  it  will  no  doubt  be  found 
— but  in  the  mean  time,  perhaps,  the  worthy 
baron  yonder  will  let  us  look  on  its  similitude, 
which  was  once  the  pride  of  the  Mector  of 
Saxony,  as  he  tells  us  ?^ 
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''  What !  do  you  again  utter  this  insinua- 
tion ?'*  exclaimed  old  Conrad^  no  long^  re* 
straining  his  ire.  *^  Do  you  mean  to  charge  me 
with"— 

*'  Pray  baron,  keep  cool,  and  put  your  hand 
into  the  left  side  pocket  of  your  haut-de> 
cfaausses,*^  resumed  Scotus,  with  great  calmness. 

'*  Put  my  hand  in  my  pocket !  what  would 

you  mean  by  that  ?  By  Heavens !" cried  the 

angry  baron,  at  the  same  moment  instinctively 
thrusting  his  hand  into  the  ample  pouch  of  his 
wide-slashed  nether  garments — as  a  man  is  sure 
to  touch  his  chin  if  another  talks  of  shaving. 

**Kh?  What  the  fiend!  The  holy  martyrs 
preserve  me !  What  is  this  ?^  were  the  next 
rapid  exclamations  of  the  almost  bewildered 
boron,  as  he  pulled  out  of  its  hiding-place, 
and  held  up  to  view  a  ring,  which  seemed 
identical  with  the  article  that  had  caused  so 
much  confusion.  When  he  recovered  him* 
self  a  little,  and  the  expression  of  surprise 
which  burst  from  the  company  had  subsided,  he 
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coiidDued,  ^''  This  is  witchcraft*— this  is  not  fair 
play  I  By  the  oath  and  honour  of  a  soldier,  I 
know  not  what  to  make  of  it !  Abbot  of  St. 
Kennett^s,  you  have  played  me  a  spiteful  trick! 
Count  Sootus,  what  is  this  ?  Take  back  your 
accursed  ring,  and  free  me  from  a  spell — ^for 
such  must  hang  over  me/* 

The  abbot  shrunk  aside  and  crossed  him- 
self, as  Kriechlingeu  flung  the  ring  across  the 
table.  Scotus  caught  it  as  it  rolled  towards 
him,  and  turning  to  the  elector,  said — 

**'  May  it  please  your  highness  to  permit  a 
hammer  to  be  brought  me ;  I  will  relieve  the 
conscience  of  the  soldier  and  the  alarm  of  the 
priest."" 

A  sign  from  the  elector  sufficed  for  one  of  the 
attendants  to  leave  the  room,  and  to  return  im« 
mediately  with  the  required  instrument,  whidi 
he  placed  in  the  Italian's  hands.  The  tatter 
had,  in  the  mean  time,  touched  a  spring, 
which  forced  the  diamond  from  its  setting.  He 
placed  the  glittering  gem  on  his  napkin ;  and 
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before  the  elector  could  interfere  to  prevent  the 
blow,  he  reduced  it  to  dust  by  one  heavy 
stroke. 

A  ToUey  of  exclamations  of  surprise  and  re- 
gret burst  from  all  sides,  but  none  were  so 
loud,  or  had  their  source  so  deep,  as  those  of 
the  Abbot  of  St.  Kennett's. 

**  Holy  saints  !  what  a  pity !  A  jewel  worth 
a  thousand  mau-tona  d*or  if  it  was  worth  one ! 
Oh,  count,  count,  why  did  you  not  rather  give 
it  to  me  for  the  dirine  of  my  blessed  patron, 
than  do  this — ^almost  sacrilegious  deed-^this 
almost  heathenish  sacrifice  ?  Jesu  Maria  !  a 
thousand  pieces  of  gold  lost  to  our  abbey  for 
ever !— that  is,  as  I  would  say,  a  precious  orna- 
ment of  that  value  at  least,  lost  to  the  statue  of 
the  saint.  The  hand  of  Satan  is  in  this ;  for 
bow  else  did  the  bauble  find  its  way  to  the  ba^ 
ron^s  breeches  pocket  ?  JBut  why  do  I  ask  ?  the 
evil  one  and  his  imps  know  where  to  nestle  ^^ 

To  prevent  a  retort,  which  Kriechlingen  was 
preparing — having  been  set  greatly  at  his  ease 


120  AGNES   DE    MANSFELDT. 

by  the  demolition  of  what  he  considered  the 
enchanted  jewel — and  to  give  the  finishing 
stroke  to  the  wonderment  he  had  already  ex- 
cited, Scotus,  with  the  same  calm  tone  he  had 
observed  throughout,  begged  the  abbot  to  be 
consoled,  for  that  perhaps  the  gem  was  not  in- 
evitably destroyed. 

**  How  not  destroyed  ?^'  exclaimed  the  dissa- 
tisfied priest.  ^^  Did  I  not  see  the  precious 
stone  reduced  to  powder  ?  Is  not  its  respected 
dust  covered  by  that  napkin,  like  a  winding- 
sheet  over  a  corpse  ?  Ah,  'twas  a  wanton  rob- 
bery of  the  church  !  You  have  not  done  well 
in  this,  Ck>unt  Scotus !  You  have  not  done 
well  in  this  r  • 

^*  Faith  may  work  a  miracle,  reverend 
father.'' 

'*  Faith  may  work  a  fiddlestick  !  The  saints 
forgive  me ;  but  I  am  sore  vexed  at  this  foolish 
trick." 

**  Come,  father,  be  of  better  cheer.  Blow  a 
breath  on  this  twisted  napkin,"  said  Scotus, 
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holding    up  his    own    close    to    the    abbot^s 


*'  What  does  this  mean  ?  Take  it  away, 
Cake  it  away  !  I  cannot,  with  patience,  see  a 
man  play  the  fool  with  his  own  fortune,  and 
make  light  of  the  saint^s  loss — a  miracle, 
indeed  !" 

**  Nay,  blow  one  breath,  holy  sir  !** 
*^  There,  then,  there ;  and  Heaven  forgive 
your  extravagant  mummery,  and  send  you 
more  sense  than  you  seem  to  want  money  f*** 
said  the  abbot,  disinclined  to  refuse  any  re- 
quest of  his  now  very  questionable  neighbour, 
and  giving  a  hoarse  puff  on  the  napkin,  with  all 
the  force  of  his  lungs.  At  the  same  moment 
Sootus  turned  it  inside  out,  by  a  dextrous  twist 
and  a  quick  shake ;  and  lo !  the  wonderful 
ring  appeared  in  all  its  brilliancy,  shining  in 
primitive  innocence,  as  though  magic  had  never 
wcM'ked  wonders  upon  it. 

An  electric  thrill  ran  through  the  witnesses 
of  this  feat.     Old  Kriechlingen  jumped  from 

TOL.  I.  G 
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bis  seat.  The  abbot  of  St.  Kennett^s  fairly 
started  up,  and  quitted  the  table  abruptly, 
calling  loudly  on  his  patron  to  grant  him  pro- 
tection from  the  snares  of  the  evil  one,  who 
must,  he  declared,  be  abroad.  Scotus  quietly 
put  his  ring  on  his  thumb,  shook  his  napkin 
with  an  indifferent  air,  and  answered  some  ex- 
pressions of  applause  at  his  dexterity,  on  the 
part  of  the  elector,  by  an  assurance  that  it  was 
but  child'^s  play  in  comparison  with  what  he  had 
the  gift  of  performing. 

And  this  was  true.  The  art  of  sleight-of- 
hand,  by  which  this  clever  conjurer  had  con- 
cealed his  really  valuable  ring,  and  made  it  re- 
appear whole  and  sound  when  his  trick  was 
completed,  was  but  a  trifling  specimen  of  his 
skill,  and  has  been  a  thousand  times  surpassed 
since  his  days.  But  it  was  first-rate  jugglery 
then.  The  reader  will  have  divined  that  the 
accomplice-secretary  slipped  the  counterpart 
ring  into  the  baron^s  breeches  pocket,  when  he 
was  leaving  the  room  after  the  delivery  of  the 
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letters  to  his  roguish  master,  and  that  this 
counterpart  was  also  a  counterfeit,  Sootus  pos- 
sessing the  secret  of  making  false  diamonds  of 
paste,  a  secret  practised  with  great  effect  a 
century  later  than  his  time,  by  the  notorious 
Marquis  St.  Oermain,  who  sported  with  many 
a  credulous  dupe,  pretty  much  in  the  manner 
of  his  great  original,  and  who  has  had  in  his 
turn  numerous  imitators,  up  to  the  impostors  of 
our  own  days. 

**  And  will  not  your  reverence  accept  this 
poor  offering  for  the  shrine  ?*"  said  Scotus,  ad- 
vancing towards  the  abbot  in  mock  humility, 
and  holding  forth  the  ring. 

^*  Offer  me  no  offering  !  Avaunt !  Apage 
Safhanas  r  exclaimed  the  half-terrified  priest, 
spitting  on  the  ground — a  pious,  but  rather  ill- 
bred  species  of  practical  exorcism — ^and  retreat- 
ing towards  the  door,  which  had  been  already 
gained  by  the  abbot  of  St.  Mary's.  '<  The 
Virgin  forbid  that  our  sacred  shrine  should  be 
polluted  by  the  devil's  handy-work  !     No,  no ! 

Q  2 
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Sooner  would  I  strip  the  sacred  statue  stark 
naked,  and  throw  its  consecrated  treasures  into 
the  Rhine,  than  lay  a  finger  on  that  unholy 
thing  !     Sancta  Maria  ora  pro  me  /" 

^^  Reverend  brothers  in  grace,  you  do  not 
quit  me  so  soon  ?  Ye  will  not  break  up  our 
party  for  this  harmless  trait  of  hand-trickery  ?** 
said  the  elector,  following  the  retreating  eccle- 
siastics, with  a  smile,  which  he  could  not  resist, 
yet  meant  no  offence  by. 

"  Not  quit  your  highness,  when  enchantment 
wraps  you  round !  not  break  away  from  a  party 
in  which  Beelzebub  is  the  chief  guest !  Ah,  woe 
is  the  day,  with  due  respect  to  your  highnesses 
station  I  say  it,  when  magic  and  sorcery  find  a 
patron  in  the  archbishop's  palace,  and  heresy 
is  mixed  up  with  devilry  at  the  table  of  our 
spiritual  Lord ! 

Nulla  salus  est  in  domo 
Nisi  cruce  munit  homo ! 

Alas,  and  alack  for  the  true  faith,  when  cope, 
crosier,    mitre,  and  dalmatica,  are  flung  aside 
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far  temporal  trappingfr— when  spells  and  charms 
and  heathenish  signs  are  fostered  in  the  house 
which  should  be  holy !  Come  brother,  come  ! 
We  pray  your  highnesses  excuse— and  when  we 
betake  us  to  our  exorcisms  by  and  by,  I  promise 
your  highness  that  the  sprinkling  of  the  holy 
water  and  the  prayers  for  grace  shall  not  be 
unmixed  with  beseechings  to  our  blessed  patron 
that  your  highness  may  be  snatched  from  your 
too  manifest  delusions,  for  the  glory  of  mother 
church,  and  the  saving  of  your  own  souL^^ 

With  the  utterance  of  this  tirade,  the  abbot 
of  St  Kennett  and  his  brother-priest  hurried 
away,  crossing  themselves  and  jostling  the  ir- 
reverend  attendants,  and  repeating  aloud  frag- 
ments of  the  saints'  litany  and  counter-spells 
against  magic,  until  they  fairly  cleared  the 
porch  of  the  archiepiscopal  palace. 

The  half-heretic  elector  threw  up  his  hands 
as  the  churchmen  quitted  the  room^  as  if  in  the 
action  of  giving  them  his  blessing,  but  with  a 
shake  of  the  head  which  spoke  the  mockery  that 
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prompted  the  mcfvemeiit.  A  burst  of  kiugbtar 
from  all  present  was  the  aooompaniment. 
Kriechlingen,  and  Nuenar  even,  could  not  re- 
sist that  unseemly  explosion  of  disrespect  to  the 
representatives  of  the  priestcraft  whose  autho- 
rity they  had  renounced;  while  the  reverend 
individuals  of  the  household,  though  for  the 
most  part  Catholics,  relieved  of  the  presence  of 
those  spiritual  drawbacks  to  mirth,  joined  in  the 
loud  chorus  which  they  knew  well  would  in  no 
way  be  discordant  to  their  host,  in  either  his 
temporal  or  spiritual  capacity. 

The  places  at  table  were  quickly  resumed. 
The  depths  of  the  elector^s  cellar  poured  forth 
their  choicest  samples.  The  revelry  went  on. 
Ck>nrad  of  Kriechlingen  was  soon  reconciled  to 
the  trick  he  had  been  the  subject  of,  though 
still  sorely  puzzled  by  fruitless  attempts  to 
fathom  it.  Count  Nuenar  forgot  his  anxiety 
for  private  converse  with  Ghebhard  Truchses. 
Young  Leckenstein  was  false  to  an  appointed 
visit  to  his  fair  cousin  and   beloved  mistress. 


AGNES    DE   MANSFELDT.  127 

VoD  Hejen  neglected  the  duty  of  parade.  The 
whole  company  in  short,  were  spell-bound  under 
the  influence  of  Jerome  Scotus ;  who,  encou- 
raged by  the  elector,  and  urged  by  the  rest, 
continued  till  night  had  nearly  set  in  to  astonish 
and  delight  the  whole  party,  by  feats  of  skill 
and  proofs  of  talent,  as  varied  as  they  were 
wonderful. 


LPTSB  T. 
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DAtora]  tilings  by  lawful  means,  sucli  as  fr»j& 
to  Heaven,  acts  of  paumoe,  and  derocicxka] 
exercises;  and  the  studv  of  the  oocidt 


tts  implied  in  that  term,  vas  ia  frotn  ha^g 
considered  infamous.  Their  mos:  cekoraaid 
professors  were,  on  the  oofatrarj,  men  of  pc^- 
the  cell  of  the  mook  besng  moat  often  the  as- 
trologer's studio,  or  the  alcfaymist'*  dcs. 

It  was  not  till  religious  difiteuoes  opeacd 
nen's  minds,  whik  they  hardened  their  hear.i. 
thatkeendistinctioDshegantobe  oiadebetwea 
wbat  was  lawful  in  adenoe  and  what  vas  oat: 
tbat  the  useful  arts  were  spparafed 
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be  objects  of  veneration  and  wfait  of  odin<su 

The  tntenae  avidity  with  which  thoae 
in  all  their  phases,  were  followed  br  tfai 
that  race  marked  out  Sat  reprofantioai 
atrotts  prejudices,  wUdi  are  even  jet  by  na 
°)«n«  extinct— seems  the  first 
cited  the  hatred  of  the  diurdi 
As  kng  as  magic  was  adasiTd  j  dse  pmnt  of 
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CHAPTER  V. 

It  may  be  well,  in  reference  to  the  powers 
and  practices  of  our  conjuror,  and  to  the  effects 
which  they  produced  on  the  destiny  of  our  hero, 
to  sketch  briefly  the  state  of  feeling  which  then 
prevailed  on  the  subject  of  magic  and  its  various 
accessories,  and  to  trace  the  nature  of  its  in- 
fluence on  such  a  mind  as  that  of  Ghebhard 
Truchses. 

In  earlier  ages  than  that  which  forms  the 
epoch  of  our  tale,  necromancy  and  the  arts  of 
the  cabalist  were  considered  as  philosophical 
pursuits,  rather  than  as  deeds  of  demonology. 
Theurgy,  so  often  confounded  with  these,  is  in 
its  proper  signification  the  power  of  doing  super- 
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natural  things  by  lawful  means,  such  as  prayer 
to  Heaven,  acts  of  penance,  and  devotional 
exercises ;  and  the  study  of  the  occult  sciences, 
as  implied  in  diat  term,  was  far  from  being 
considered  infamous.  Their  most  celebrated 
professors  were^  on  the  contrary,  men  of  piety, 
the  cell  of  the  monk  being  most  often  the  as- 
trologer^s  studio,  or  the  alchy mist's  den. 

It  was  not  till  religious  differences  opened 
men^s  minds,  while  they  hardened  their  hearts, 
that  keen  distinctions  began  to  be  made  between 
what  was  lawful  in  science  and  what  was  not ; 
that  the  useful  arts  were  separated  from  the 
unholy ;  and  that  men  agreed  on  what  should 
be  objects  of  veneration  and  what  of  odium. 

The  intense  avidity  with  which  those  studies, 
in  all  their  phases,  were  followed  by  the  Jews — 
that  race  marked  out  for  reprobation  by  mon- 
strous prejudices,  which  are  even  yet  by  no 
means  extinct — seems  the  first  cause  which  ex- 
cited the  hatred  of  the  church  against  them 
As  long  as  magic  was  exclusiTely  the  pursuit  of 

63 
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the  priesthood  Christianity  found  nothing  in  it 
repugnant  to  the  true  faith ;  but  when  the  He- 
brew sage  turned  his  deep  scrutiny  into  the 
fathomless  depths,  then  were  its  professors  de- 
nounced as  degraded  beings,  who  bought  their 
knowledge  at  the  price  of  their  own  damnation. 

Yet,  even  then,  it  was  not  attempted  to  deny 
the  reality  of  the  science.  The  priests,  in  aban- 
doning it  to  other  professors,  took  care  to  en- 
courage the  popuhir  belief  in  its  genuineness ; 
but  that  merely  to  make  it  and  its  followers 
objects  of  abhorrence,  and  to  give  themselves 
the  credit  of  a  counteracting  power,  more  mighty 
than  that  which  they  renounced. 

It  was  thus,  in  the  progress  of  deception,  that 
exorcisms,  incantations,  and  counter-charms, 
came  into  vogue.  The  church,  instead  of  en- 
deavouring to  enlighten  the  world,  drew  an  ad- 
ditional blind  before  the  beam  that  was  beginning 
to  pierce  through.  She  long  hesitated  to  call 
in  the  power  of  legal  statutes  or  common  penal- 
ties, to  crush  the  romantic  superstitions  which 
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she  preferred  to  combat  by  those  which  are 
called  religious.  And,  therefore,  the  orthodox 
world  was  only  balanced  between  two  equally 
absurd  and  baneful  attractions;  and  the  human 
mind  was  pressed  down  by  a  double  weight. 

When,  however,  the  Reformation  burst  broad- 
ly^ on  the  benighted  nations,  the  monstrous 
mcHiopoly  of  Rome  took  the  alarm ;  and  bull 
after  bull  was  launched  forth,  by  successive 
pontiffs,  with  the  avowed  object  of  combining 
sorcery  and  heresy  in  a  common  anathema. 
Terrific  persecutions  took  place  on  the  continent, 
against  those  joint  abominations.  Both  became 
equally  abhorrent  to  the  good  and  bigoted  Ca- 
tholic, who  considered  the  man  that  disbelieved 
in  transubstantiation,  or  ate  flesh  on  a  Friday, 
as  on  a  level  of  infamy  with  him  who  was  sup- 
posed to  have  fiends  and  demons  at  his  back, 
and  to  have  sold  himself  to  the  devil  for  the 
knowledge  of  the  black  art. 

The  two  great  sects  of  Reformers  in  the  six- 
teenth century  took  diametrically  different  views 
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of  the  question  of  magic,  as  indeed  of  most  others. 
The  Calvinists  locked  with  scornful  rage  upon 
the  venal  quackery  of  the  mother  church ;  and 
considered  her  exorcisms,  and  other  rites,  to  the 
full  as  idolatrous  as  the  arts  they  were  directed 
against  were  admitted  to  be  damnable.  The 
Lutherans,  on  the  contrary^  including  the  lead- 
ing divines  of  the  Anglican  church,  treated  as 
absolute  impostures  those  pretended  magical 
powers,  which  the  uiother  church  affected  to 
admit  that  she  might  turn  her  protection  against 
them  to  profit ;  and  which  the  Calvinists  fostered 
the  belief  in,  for  the  ferocious  delight  of  putting 
them  down  by  persecution. 

It  was  thus  that  the  juggleries  of  Jerome 
Scotus,  displayed  before  the  reforming  elector, 
Ghebhard,  and  his  Lutheran  friends,  and  the 
nominal  Catholics  whose  opinions  were  so  in- 
fluenced by  his,  were  considered  rather  in  the 
light  of  venial  tricks  than  serious  crimes.  And  if 
some  awful  misgivings  arose  at  times,  as  to  his 
mysterious  skill,  his  apparently  enormous  wealth. 
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or  his  implied  pretension  to  uncommon  and 
unnatural  age,  each  man  who  felt  such — and 
there  was  scarce  one  who  was  entirely  free 
from  them — strove  to  shake  it  ofP,  and  to 
combat  the  doubts  which  he  despised. 

The  one  exception  to  this  state  of  feeling  was 
Count  Nuenar.  His  stem,  dry,  and  unromantic 
mind  was  quite  proof  against  the  delusions  of 
magic.  It  was  like  a  rock,  through  which  no 
stream  of  sentiment  or  fancy  ever  trickled. 
High  principle  was  its  only  impulse,  and  it  re- 
pelled every  weakness,  no  matter  what  their 
source.  Nuenar  believed  this  to  be  the  realiza- 
tion of  true  mental  greatness.  But  he  was 
wrong ;  for  the  coldest  temperaments  have  their 
delusions  as  well  as  the  warmest.  He  quite 
mistook  the  standard  of  mortal  perfection^  which, 
if  there  be  such  at  all,  admits  of  no  extremes. 
A  statue  is  not  more  human  than  a  shadow. 
Some  hands  feel  rather  like  warmed  marble  than 
like  glowing  flesh.  And  the  brain  that  is  never 
obscured  by  the  vapours  of  fancy,  can  never  be 
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refreshed  by  the  Sews  into  which  they  dissolve. 
These  are  unconnected  and  broken  images.  If 
put  together  they  may  give  some  notion  of  the 
character  of  Count  Nuenar. 

We  would  not  willingly  tire  our  readers  by 
this  kind  of  moral  anatomy.  It  is  better  to  let 
our  personages  develop  their  minds  in  action. 
But  analysis  and  definition  are  indispensable  in 
the  most  dramatic  narrative.  On  the  stage,  their 
place  is  supplied  by  actual  personification ;  and 
in  writing  for  that  arena,  the  great  skill  con- 
sists in  what  to  leave  unsaid.  In  such  as  this, 
it  is  to  say  what  is  necessary,  in  its  proper 
place.  Ambitious  of  that  aim,  without  pre- 
suming to  hope  that  we  take  it  exactly,  we  may 
add  a  few  words  more  as  to  our  hero  in  con- 
trast with  his  friend. 

Weaknesses  of  various  kinds  seem  inseparable 
from  minds  of  great  energy.  We  need  not  ran- 
sack history  for  examples — they  rise  up  at 
every  step  on  the  path  of  life — ^nor  drag  in  meta- 
physical theories  to  embarrass  what  baffles  re- 
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search.  We  sometinies,  it  is  true,  meet  men 
who  are  more  like  graven  images  of  man ;  beings 
whose  clay  seems  to  have  been  kneaded  with 
some  indurating  essence,  that  hardens  them 
against  the  susceptibilities  of  humanity.  Indi- 
viduals of  that  stamp  may  display  power,  they 
never  reach  to  greatness.  But  it  has  been  al- 
ready acknowledged  that  our  hero  had  more 
than  one  weakness ;  and,  if  he  had  not,  he  had 
never  been  a  hero  of  ours. 

Ghebhard  Truchses  was  a  believer  in  destiny. 
A  man  who  was  firmly  persuaded  that  he  had 
started  in  life  under  the  influence  of  a  favourable 
omen,  might  easily  be  led  to  believe — or  to  wish 
to  believe — in  good  or  evil  stars,  and  to  give 
credit  to  the  pretenders  who  boasted  a  know- 
ledge of  their  mysteries.  It  was,  in  truth,  this 
vague  and  undefinable  desire  to  trust  to  su- 
pernatural agencies  that  acted  on  Ghebhard 
Truchses,  rather  than  direct  and  positive  belief. 
His  proud  and  ambitious  spirit,  acknowledging 
the  humiliations  of  mere  mortality,  longed  to  feel 
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itself  in  the  care  of  some  occult  guardianship, 
even  at  the  risk  of  being  made  its  sport.  He 
was  not  satisfied  with  the  superintendance  of  a 
proWdence  that  watched  overall  alike.  He  had 
benevolence  enough  to  wish  that  all  men  were 
his  fellows,  aye,  and  to  labour  for  their  improve- 
ment. But,  conscious  of  his  comparative  ad- 
vantages, he  instinctively  encouraged  the  hope 
that  superior  minds  were  under  separate  in- 
fluences— and  this  was  the  extent  of  his  super- 
stition. 

A  man  so  cunning  as  Scotus  could  not  fail 
to  discover  the  true  nature  of  this  weakness, 
even  had  he  not  been  previously  acquainted  with 
its  existence.  But  aware  of  it  as  he  was,  and 
resolved  to  work  on  it  for  his  own  designs,  he 
managed  with  great  tact  the  introduction  of  the 
subject  it  hinged  on.  He  contrived  to  let  as- 
trology slip  in,  as  it  were,  to  the  general  dis- 
course in  which  he  took  the  lead ;  and  when  the 
elector  caught  the  bait,  and  urged  the  question 
with  his  usual  impetuosity,  the  wily  Italian  re- 
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plied  casually  and  coldly,  turning  into  other 
topics,  when  he  had  just  said  enough  to  keep 
that  predominant  in  his  mind. 

Between  the  several  acts  of  sleight-of-hand 
with  which  Scotus  astonished  the  company  after 
the  departure  of  the  abbots,  he  skilfully  intro- 
duced anecdotes  illustrative  of  the  secrets  of 
alchymy  and  other  arts,  which,  like  legerde- 
main, he  seemed  to  have  at  his  fingers^  ends. 
The  writers  on  the  hermetic  philosophy  were 
the  familiars  he  called  up  to  aid  his  enchant- 
ments. Tremegistus.  the  Egyptian;  Geber 
the  Arab;  Raymond  LuUy  the  multiplier; 
Villanova,  Oustenhover,  and  a  hundred  others, 
were  made  to  dance  before  his  auditors  in  the 
vapoury  maze  of  their  own  imaginings,  until  at 
length  every  one  present,  more  or  less,  believed 
himself  convinced  of  something — he  knew  not 
exactly  what— as  dreamers  continue  to  be,  even 
after  their  visions  are  dissolved. 

^'  Well,  count,  that  fact  is  explained  with 
truly   marvellous  skill,^^  said  the  Baron  Von 
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Kriechlingen,  hiccupping  the  while,  as  he  swal- 
lowed a  bumper  from  his  capacious,  thick- 
shanked,  and  embossed  green  glass — **  Mar- 
vellous !  There  can  be  small  doubt,  methinks, 
but  that  that  same  preparation  of  double  mer- 
cury, which  you  so  clearly  prove  to  have  been 
the  invention  of  the  learned  Drivilan*' — 

'^  Trevisan,  uncle  ;'*'*  said  young  Leckenstien, 
who  had  caught  up  carefully  every  word  that 
dropped  from  Scotus,  by  whose  side  he  had  lor 
a  long  time  been  sitting. 

"  Well,  boy,  with  all  my  heart,  Trevisan  or 
Drevizan,  it's  all  the  same,  isn''t  it?  Isn't  it 
count,  I  appeal  to  you— isn''t  it  all  the  same  ?'** 

"  To  you,  baron,  certainly,"  said  Scotus. 

"  Exactly — and  I  am  only  giving  my  own 
opinion,  which  quite  agrees  with  that  great 
alchymist  Drevizan,  as  to  the  effects  of  this 
double  preparation  of  scamony^ — 

"  A  preparation  of  double  mercury,*^  whis- 
pered Leckenstein. 

"  Ulrick,   donH  interrupt  me,  I  say !"   ex- 
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claimed  old  Conrad.  ^<  Am  I,  your  mother's 
brother,  to  be  whipped  up  in  this— hiccup! 
way — by  a  snappish  boy  of  a — hiccup !  nephew  ? 
By  the  beard  of  St.  Boniface,  111  not  bear  it ! 
and  as  I  was  saying.  Count — as  I  was  saying — 
as — Ulrick,  boy,  what  was  1  saying  ?  Tell  me 
now,  out  of  all  your  college  reading,  you  idle 
dog,  what  is  the  best  stuff  to  make  the  real  pro- 
jecting powder — ^the  lapia  Philosaphorum  f  can 
you  tell  me  that,  eh  ?^ 

^^  Drink,  brave  Conrad,  drink  and  be  wise ! 
Fill,  all  a  bumper  to  the  honour  of  the  great 
Trevisan  r  exclaimed  the  elector,  enjoying 
highly  the  fuddled  state  of  the  baron's  ideas^ 
and  cheering  him  and  his  companions  on,  to  the 
running  down  of  their  own  intellects,  as  a  hunts- 
man tantivies  his  hounds. 

**  But  your  double  mercury,  and  your  great 
Trevisan,  have  not  stood  the  test,  methinks? 
If  I  have  heard  aright  the  opinion  of  his  high- 
ness just  now,  the  mixture  of  mercury  with 
gold,  of  Basil  Valentine,  has   the  rather  ob- 
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tained  his  noble  suffrage/'  profoundly  observed 
a  pursy,  drowsy,  old  toad-eater,  one  of  the 
chapter,  who  always  supported  the  opinion  of 
the  man  at  whose  table  he  fed,  but  whose  name 
has  not  been  handed  down  to  posterity. 

"I  differ — hiccup!  flatly  with  that" — said 
old  Kriechlingen,  who  was  one  of  those  inde- 
pendent  spirits  that  invariably  oppose  the  last 
speaker,  particularly  when  wine  inflamed  his  per> 
tinacity ;  and  he  had  now  undoubtedly  entered 
into  a  new  labyrinth  of  explanation,  had  not 
the  elector  stopped  his  course. 

^^  Come  friends,  come !''"  cried  the  latter,  in 
his  clearest  tone  of  convivial  melody  ;  '^  no 
more  of  this.  Wine,  wine  is  the  true  philoso* 
pher^s  stone — ^for  to-day,  at  least.  Let  metals, 
and  alkalies,  and  vegetables  yield  their  claims 
for  the  discovery  of  the  grand  arcanum.  This 
amber  essence  of  Rudesheim  is  the  true  trans- 
muting power,  turning  our  very  thoughts  to 
gold,  and  giving  to  joy  an  ever  Jiving  spring. 
Fill,  friends,  fill  !^' 
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^^  Under  your  highnesses  favour,  I — ^hiccup  ! 
Idon^tagree— Isay — ^hiccup!  thatHocbeimer^^ — 

*'  His  higliness  is  right,  his  highness  is  right. 
Essences  before  alkalies,  juices  in  preference  to 
bodies,  were  also  the  choice  of^ 

**  Now,  then,  a  bumper  to  beauty  !"  cried 
the  elector,  knowing  well  the  best  method  to 
stop  the  mouths  of  both  the  baron  and  the  para- 
site ;  and  giving  a  free  flow  to  his  own  animated 
and  amorous  feelings.  **  Up,  up  to  the  brim  f 
Let  each  man  think  of  her  he  loves— or  loved — 
it  is  a  toast  for  all  ages — ^friends  do  it  honour  !^ 
And  the  enthusiasm  of  the  elector  as  he  filled 
and  drank,  gave  proof  that  the  sentiment  came 
from  his  very  soul. 

And  what  man — particularly  what  Oerman — 
in  those  days  had  no/ done  honour  to  the  double 
inspiration  of  beauty  and  wine  ?  Let  us  give 
to  civilization  the  credit  of  its  miracles.  Let 
refinement  receive  its  due  praise,  for  softening 
the  manners  of  mankind,  and  hallowing  the 
sweet  hypocrisies  of  social  life.     But  let  us  not 
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forget  the  merits  of  other  times — the  worth  of 
other  systems— the  racy  vigour  with  which  mea 
felt  and  acted,  the  b<Jd  sincerity  with  which  they 
spoke  and  sinned.  ^^  There  is  truth  in  wiDe/*" 
was  not  then  a  mere  proverb.  It  was  a  reality ; 
for  then  there  was  truth  in  man.  His  follies 
and  his  vices  walked  the  day  broadly,  like 
honest  libertines,  scorning  to  skulk  in  the  twi- 
light obscurity  of  cant.  The  glaring  crimes  of 
those  days  were  more  shocking,  but  not  half  so 
demoralizing  as  the  mean  vices  of  our  own  ;  for 
they  carried  their  condemnation  and  their  re- 
medy in  their  very  doing.  The  emasculating 
fopperies,  the  unsocial  chill  of  high,  and  the 
servile  monkeyisms  of  middle  life,  the  blight 

of  sentiment  and  passion — the  selfishness,  the 

* 

envy,  the  dissimulation  of  modem  times — all 
these  do  more  to  unman  mankind,  than  the 
generous  faults  of  a  less  deceitful  age  had  done 
to  make  it  monstrous. 

Manners  have  known  so  many  changes  since 
the  world  began  to  roll,  that  it  is  hard  to  fix 
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a  distinguishing  epithet  on  any  given  epoch. 
There  have  been  many  a  golden,  and  an  iron, 
and  a  brazen  age.  Darkness  and  light  have 
succeeded  each  other  in  pretty  regular  succes- 
sion. But  the  times  of  which  we  treat— the 
midway  period  between  the  gloom  of  feudality 
and  the  blaze  of  liberty— furnish  scenes  and 
characters,  free  from  fierce  savageness  on  the 
one  hand,  or  cunning  selfishness  on  the  other. 
Exceptions  there  were,  of  course,  as  there  ever 
must  be  to  general  rules.  But  candour,  at 
least,  that  jewel  beyond  price,  was  in  the  com- 
mon affairs  of  life,  a  leading  principle.  Men 
avowed  openly,  what,  for  the  sake  of  morals 
had  better,  perhaps,  have  been  concealed.  But 
how  ofien  is  not  true  dignity  sacrificed  to  affect- 
ed decency  ? 

A  christian  archbishop  giving  amorous  toasts 
at  his  own  table,  is  a  spectacle  revolting  to  ex- 
isting notions  of  propriety.  But  we  must 
remember  the  character  of  the  times  as  well 
as  that  of  the  man,  and   bear  in   mind  that 
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Truchses  was  a  temporal  prince,  as  well  as  a 
christian  hierarch. 

Among  the  wassailers  who  did  honour  to  bis 
highnesses  superior  wine,  there  was  not  one 
flincher.  Even  Nuenar  was,  on  such  occasions, 
a  true  German ;  and  Scotus,  though  he  could 
not  claim  that  title  for  excess,  easily  naturalized 
himself  in  any  country  or  custom,  when  he  had 
an  object  to  gain.  On  the  present  occasion,  he 
drank  deeply  and  talked  warmly;  but  with 
little  effect  on  either  his  head  or  heart.  The 
disciples  of  modem  dandyism  could  not  a£Pord 
a  more  cold-blooded  illustration  of  self-com- 
mand. 

"  Yes,  your  highness,  yes!  beauty  w divine;^'' 
said  he,  in  reply  to  y)me  glowing  phrase  from 
the  elector ;  ^^  divine  in  its  essence,  its  attri- 
butes, and  its  powers.  Its  origin  is  heaven,  its 
temple  the  human  heart.  There  we  may  wor- 
ship it,  and  there  find  irresistible  reasons  for 
making  its  possession  the  first  grand  aim  of 
man.*" 
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*•  I  sayno— no— no!"  stammered  Von  Kriech- 
lingen,  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  table. 

<^  Hush  !  the  elector  has  not  given  his  judg* 
ment  on  the  sentiment  !^  exclaimed  the  toad- 


« 


A  fioo  for  his  judgment,  or  your^s,  or  any 
man's,  who  says  yes  when  I  say  no  !  Its  false 
sentiment  and  bad  logic,  I  say^ — 

**  Hush,  his  highness  speaks.^' 

*•  True,  count,"  said  Ghebhard  Truchses,  with 
a  sigh,  and  not  heeding  the  interruptions  we 
have  noticed.  ^'True,  our  hearts  are  always 
rife  with  reasons  to  justify  our  desires.  Alas, 
that  our  heads  should  so  often  refuse  to  sanctify 
the  fiat !" 

^*  Methinks,  your  highness,  there  are  cases  in 
which  there  is  little  wisdom  in  appealing  from 
the  breast  to  the  brain.'" 

**  Think  you  so,  indeed?  you  have  seen  much 
of  life,  and  deeply  into  the  human  mind.  And 
think  you  that  happiness  is  to  be  found  in  fol- 
lowing each  impulse  of  the  heart  ?" 

VOL.  I.  H 
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*^  In  the  pursuit  of  beauty,  yes ;  love  is  a  pas- 
sion not  to  be  judged  by  common  rules.  Fools 
only  would  subject  it  to  vulgar  tests.  Your 
highnesses  worst  enemies  don*t  accuse  you  of 
being  one  !** 

'^  Me !  nay,  why  fix  on  me  a  general  remark, 
as  though  I  were  its  only  applicaticm  ?^ 

*^  In  questions  of  feeling  we  should  never 
talk  abstractedly — they  are  all  personal.  And 
who  might  be  a  better  application  for  whatever 
appertains  to  love,  than  he  who  is  avowedly  the 
most  successful  man  of  his  day  P^' 

^^  Has  been,  count,  has  been  hi^py,  from 
time  to  time — ^but  those  hours  are  past,^  said 
the  elector,  with  a  subdued  smile ;  the  recol- 
lection of  by-gone  joys  checking  the  flush  of 
pride  raised  by  the  Italian's  insidious  flattery. 

**  As  good  days  are  in  the  calendar  now  as 
the  very  best  of  former  enjoyment.  As  bright 
eyes  are  beaming  in  this  very  town  as  ever 
shone.  As  witching  charms  are  within  your 
reach  as  ever  were  in  elf -land.  Life  is  still  young. 
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Your  highness  said  erewhile,  that  wine  could 
make  it  perenmal.  What  then  may  not  be 
done  by  love  and  beauty  ?*" 

*^  These  are  wild  words,  count,  but  there  is  a 
witchery  in  them.  The  very  name  of  love,  the 
very  look  of  beauty  is  a  spell !'" 

*'  Does  your  highness  feel  the  last  enchant- 
ment still  ?*' 

^'  What  meaning  is  there  in  that  question  ?" 
asked  Ghebhard ;  struck  by  the  significant  em- 
phasift  with  which  Scotus  spoke. 

*'  Is  not  the  look  of  beauty  forgotten  in  this 
revelry  ?" 

*^  By  my  faith  and  honour,  no !  The  last 
bright  beam  of  loveliness  sent  into  my  breast 
seems  to  rule  there  like  the  star  of  destiny  .''* 

**  Perhaps  it  is  such.  But  many  a  wander- 
ing light  has  illumined  by  turns  that  sensitive 
and  capacious  heart,  if  common  report  speaks 
truly." 

*'  In  that  it  tells  no  lie.  Count  Scotus.  I 
have  often  felt  beauty^s  influence — always  yield- 
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ed  to  it— never  forgotten  it.  The  flame  it  lights 
in  my  breast  is  undying.'* 

**But  not  consuming^  if  I  may  venture  to 
judge  by  your  highnesses  temperament.^ 

*<  In  Ood's  truth,  no  ^  said  the  elector  with 
vivacity,  <^  nourishing  rather — ^keeping  the  fount 
of  feeling  alive  and  warm  in  its  very  source/^ 

*^  And  each  new  spring  bubbling  up  through 
the  old  one  ?"  interrupted  Sootus,  with  a  tone 
at  once  fawning  and  inquisitorial. 

*^  Even  so,  count,  you  know  the  human  heart, 
and  mine,  it  seems ;  so  I  need  not  confess  the 
power  that  loveliness  wields  over  me.  Neither 
will  I  admit  the  inconstancy  implied  in  your 
reproach.  I  have  loved  often,  but  always  sin- 
cerely ;  and  truth  is  not  to  be  effaced  by  new 
impressions. '^ 

"  Your  highness  would  impugn  the  doctrine 
that  man  can  love  but  once  ?'' 

*^  I  repudiate  and  scorn  it,  for  I  know  its 
falsity.  There  may  be  men  who  have  loved 
but  once,  but  then  it  is  only  wonderful  that 
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they  have  ever  loved  at  all.  He  is  an  un* 
happy  being,  who  has  met  in  life  but  one  woman 
worth  loving ;  and  more  so  still,  who  meeting 
others,  finds  the  eflFects  of  his  first  passion  a 
dieck  rather  than  an  encouragement  to  new 
ones.  No,  count,  this  dogma  of  the  insensiUe 
is  a  cheat.  The  true  distinction  is  this : — He 
who  has  once  loved  truly  can  never  again  love 
lightly.  The  charm  of  the  real  passion  guards 
him  against  the  spurious  phantasies  which  im- 
posed on  him  before.'* 

*^  But  in  wedded  life,  when  congenial  hearts 
are  joined^  can  either  find  room  for  new  im- 
pressions ?*^ 

''Alas!  count,  there  you  strike  a  cjiord  that 
can  find  no  echo  in  my  experience,  however  its 
melody  may  vibrate  in  my  heart.  Wedded  life  I 
Mliat  an  unattainable  heaven  have  you  opened 
to  my  envious  gaze  !*' 

''  Nothing  is  beyond  the  reach  of  the  elastic 
mind,  that  is  not  warped  by  prejudice  and  will 
not  shrink  at  sacrifices.^^ 
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"  Tell  me,  count,"  resumed  the  elector,  a 
though  he  did  not  heed  the  last  observation, 
<'  tell  me  truly,  does  your  skill  in  star-learning 
lead  you  to  believe  that  two  minds,  bom  at 
different  periods  but  in  the  same  planetary 
conjunctions,  may  hold  occult  communion  or 
sympathy,  without  personal  acquaintanceship 
existing  ?^ 

*^  Your  highness  puts  a  home  and  a  hard 
question ;  for  nought  in  the  whole  system  of 
celestial  influences  has  so  much  puzzled  the 
star-seers  of  these  and  other  times.  For  my 
own  part — and  with  a  genuine  doubt  of  my 
own  authority — I  can  only  say,  that  on  that 
particular  head  the  great  master  of  astrology, 
G^ber,  your  highnesses  near  namesake,  and 
myself  always  agreed  together." 

The  elector  thrilled  involuntarily.  He  knew 
that  the  great  astrologist  just  named  in  such 
familiar  companionship  ^as  dead  full  eight 
centuries.  He  smiled  as  he  recovered  himself. 
The  Italian  did  not  seem  to  observe  him,  but 
continued. 
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^*  To  come  to  a  just  conclusion  on  so  intricate 
a  point,  it  must  be  first  decided  whether  stars 
be  causes  or  signs— whether  they  incline  with- 
out compelling,  or  rule  and  regulate  sympa- 
thies as  well  as  oonstitutiotts.  Did  I  wish  to 
make  a  parade  of  learning,  I  might  quote  the 
authority  of  Albubater,  Origan,  and  Pontanus, 
in  the  affirmative  of  your  query.  Panzonius, 
Pdlantius,  and  others,  in  the  negative.  But  so 
many  nice  distinctions  rise  that  it  would  be 
only  a  maze  of  confusion  to  attempt  a  disoi- 
tanglement,  until  I  were  possessed  of  your 
highnesses  horoscope,  and  the  fair  lady's  as 
wdr 

**  Nay,  count,  by  Jupiter  and  Venus  in 
conjunction !  youVe  left  this  earth  and  flown 
to  other  planets.  I  spoke  not  of  myself,  nor 
of  a  lady.** 

^'  Your  highnesses  thoughts  were  in  my 
mind,  rather  than  your  words  in  mine  ear.^* 

"  If  you  can  read  the  stars  it  is  not  strange 
that  you  might   read  my  thoughts,  for  they 
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too  were  fixed  in  Heaven,  or  at  least  in  one  of 
Heaven^s  masterpieces.^ 

"  She  is  most  lovely,^  said  Scotus. 
"  She  !  who,  Count  Scotus  r 
<^  She  whom  your  highness  thought  of." 
"  Nay  this  is  but  trifling,  count.'' 
*<  The  thought  of  woman  is  always  such,  to 
him  who  durst  not,  or  cannot  marry ."^ 
*^  A  priest  neither  can  nor  dare.'*' 
'^  Martin  Luther  was  a  priest,  and  did  both.'' 
*<  He  had  not  a  princedom  and  an  archbishop- 
ric to  lose,  count,''  said  the  elector,  smiling,  and 
glad  that  the  conversation  took  a  turn  less  per- 
sonal to  himself,  or  rather  to  the  object  which 
had  so  occupied  his  mind. 

**  He  had  happiness  and  immortality  to  gain,** 
answered  the  Italian,  with  a  serious  and  almost 
solemn  tone — ^he  could  assume  any. 

*^  Hepaid^  perhaps,  too  dear  a  price  for  either," 
replied  Oebhard  Trucbses,  in  an  accent  of  deep 
sincerity-^which  he  could  not  feign. 

*^  There  are  two  kinds  of  worldly  immorta- 


AGNES    DR   MANSFELDT.  158 

lity/'  resumed  Scotus,  <'  the  one,  gained  by  the 
sublime  labours  of  science,  is  conducive  to  hap- 
fHness  or  linked  with  misery  according  to  the 
construction  of  the  minds  of  its  few  possessors. 
They  only  may  presume  to  weigh  the  value  of 
the  price  they  pay  for  it — they  alone  can  judge, 
or  feel  its  amount.*^  At  these  words  the  Itidian'^s 
eyes  became  fixed,  his  brow  was  knit,  his  lips 
were  firmly  compressed,  and  he  seemed  invo- 
luntarily to  clench  his  hands.  The  elector  could 
not  resist  a  creeping  sensation  of  doubt  and  awe. 
Ulrick  Yon  Leckenstein,  listened  and  looked 
with  breathless  interest.  Nuenar  was  a  stem 
and  silent  observer.  Baron  Conrad  was  loudly 
arguing  with  Von  Hey  en,  and  one  or  two  others. 
The  toad-eater  was  fast  asleep. 

Sootus  in  a  few  moments  recovered  from  his 
apparent  deep  abstraction,  and  continued  in  a 
calm  tone — 

^*  There  is  another  immortality,  such  as 
Luther  has  purchased,  that  is  itself  happiness 
to  those  who  live  for  fame,  and  happiness  being 

h3 


154  AGNES   DE    MAKSFELDT. 

the  great  and  true  object  of  life,  whatever  pro- 
cures it  can  scarce  be  said  to  be  above  its  value/' 

^'  The  question  we  discussed,  good  count, 
was  Martin  Luther^s  marriage,^  said  the  dec- 
tor,  *^  the  greatness  of  this  light  of  true  religion 
I  am  ready  to  admit.  Also  the  weight  of  his 
example  in  most  things.  But  even  the  boldest 
man  will  shrink  from  sacrilege— and  it  is  well 
known  that  Luther  struggled  long  with  his  pas^ 
sion  for  Katharine  Bore,  ere  he  stole  her  from 
her  convent  and  made  her  his  wife.  Remember, 
count,  she  was  a  nun,  and  vowed  to  Christ/' 

**'  Would  Luther  have  struggled  or  hesitated, 
had  she  been  a  simple  canoness,  and  only  wore 
Christianity's  symbol  round  her  neck  ?^ 

These  words  were  murmured  by  the  Italian, 
in  a  close  whisper,  which  none  but  the  elector 
could  hear. 

The  effect  they  produced  on  the  latter  was 
everything  the  speaker — or  rather  the  whisperer 
— could  have  wished.  The  elector  absolutely 
started  for  an  instant  from  his  seat.     Surprise 
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is  not  the  word  to  express  what  he  felt  It  was 
a  combmation  of  diame,  wonder,  and  self-anger^ 
that  at  once  rushed  upon  him.  He  felt  himself 
doubly  degraded  in  haying  betrayed  his  own 
feeling'— or  his  fancy  rather,  for  it  had  not 
gained  the  solidity  of  feeling — and  in  having  in 
a  manner  compromised  the  name  of  a  high-bom 
and  innocent  female,  with  whom  he  had  never 
exchanged  a  word,  and  whom  he  had  never 
seen  but  once.  There  was  something  terribly 
poignant  in  this  first  shock ;  for  the  keenest 
point  in  all  Ohebhard  Truchses"*  high  notion 
of  honour  was  that  connected  with  the  sacred 
delicacy,  due  to  every  woman  whom  he  loved, 
admired,  or  aspired  to  win. 

But  this  first  effect  as  instantly  subsided 
under  a  sense  of  perfect  self-acquittal,  which, 
as  we  shall  show,  was  almost  as  painful  as  the 
sdf-formed  accusal.  The  elector^s  mind  ran 
back  in  a  momenta's  summary,  over  all  that  had 
passed  within  it,  or  that  he  had  said  in  con- 
nexion with  its  main  thought  since  he  gazed 
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with  such  delight  that  morning  on  the  bril- 
liant face  and  graceful  form  of  Agnes  de  Mans* 
feldt.  The  determination  to  know  her  was  a^ 
quick  as  the  admiration  she  excited.  Ghehhard 
Truchses  invariably  followed  up  his  first  im- 
pressions The  enthusiasm  of  his  feelings  gave 
him  a  quickness  of  perception  that  less  ardent 
minds  may  not  conceive,  much  less  be  caught 
by ;  and  while  his  eloquent  sincerity  was  alooost 
always  successful  in  generating  a  return  of  feel- 
ings pride,  gratitude  and  honour  combined  to 
keep  him  faithful  to  affections  once  so  deeply 
felti  even  when  others  rose  up  in  his  heart ;  as 
though  each  full-grown  crop  of  passion  had 
dropped  some  seeds  in  the  fertile  soil,  to  pre- 
serve its  memory  from  the  decaying  influences 
of  time,  absence,  and  variety.  The  success 
consequent  on  his  own  persuasive  qualities,  and 
the  ardour  with  which  he  entered  into  every 
new  pursuit,  had  given  Ghehhard  Truchses  that 
half-formed  belief  in  occult  sympathies,  which 
the  philosophy  then  in  vogue  had  gone  so  ab- 
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surdly  far  as  to  attribute  to  vegetables  and 
minerals,  as  well  as  to  human  beings.  It  was 
a  floating  idea  of  this  nature,  connected  with 
bis  incipient  hopes  relative  to  Agnes,  that  had 
prompted  his  recent  question  to  Sootus.  But 
he  recollected  well  that  he  had  not  dn^yped 
any  hint  that  could  bear  a  possible  allusion  to 
her.  To  Nuenar  alone  had  he  spoken  of  her. 
Communication  between  him  and  the  Italian 
had  been  since  impossible.  What  then  could  be 
the  inference  in  such  a  mind  as  our  hero's,  but 
that  this  latter  extraordinary  person  had  a  po- 
sitive power  of  divining  his  thoughts,  perhaps 
of  reading  his  destiny  P  Truchses  would,  and 
not  unwillingly,  have  conceded  its  control  to 
a  planet  or  a  constellation.  But  that  it  was  in 
the  keeping  of  mortal  man — or  even  of  a  man 
raised  by  some  supernatural  means  above  the 
level  of  mortality  —  was  a  suspicion  accom- 
panied by  intense  humiliation. 

AU  that  we  have  here  described  passed  with 
lightning  speed  in  our  hero's  brain;  and  his 
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presence  of  mind  as  quickly  recovered  its  ba- 
lance. In  difficulties  purely  personal,  his  gene- 
rous feelings  might  lead  him  at  times  astray ; 
but  when  another — and  that  other  a  woman — 
was  concerned,  it  was  rarely,  indeed,  his  dis- 
cretion was  found  at  fault.  He  therefore  made 
nor  the  slightest  remark  in  return  to  Scotus^s 
significant  whisper ;  but  while  its  subtle  voice 
seemed  to  hiss  serpent-like  in  his  ear,  he  kept 
his  countenance  and  his  tongue  under  command. 
His  first  conviction  was  that  he  was  more  or 
less,  if  not  in  the  Italian^s  power  at  least  under 
his  influence.  He  had  no  time  to  sift  the  ques- 
tion. He  took  it  for  granted  ;  and  convinced 
at  the  same  instant  that  a  nearer  union  with 
this  agent  of  destiny,  if  he  were  such,  could 
not  be  avoided,  and  might  even  lead  to  essen- 
tial good,  he  immediately  decided  to  draw  the 
connexion  as  close  as  possible.  He  therefore 
said  to  his  mysterious  guest,  rising  at  the  same 
time— a  signal  which  the  company  acknow- 
ledged  for  a  breaking  up  of  the  party, 
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^<  Count  Sootus,  you  lodge  with  me  to-night, 
and  during  your  stay  in  Cologne.  Johan  Hil- 
paert  is  not  a  fitting  host  for  such  a  man  as  you.*' 

Scotus  bowed  assentingly.  The  party  re- 
tired to  the  withdrawing  rooms.  The  elector, 
Scotus,  and  Nuenar  walking  with  steady  pace, 
Yon  Krichlingen  and  the  rest  making  their  way 
as  best  as  they  could.  All  broke  into  small 
groups,  or  conversed  in  couples.  The  elector 
and  Nuenar  were  joined  by  Von  Kriechlingen, 
who  made  some  clever  efibrts  to  stand  straight 
and  listen  to  what  was  said  by  his  friends.  They 
only  passed  a  few  general  remarks  on  the  great 
business  they  had  in  hand  ;  the  honest  old  baron 
not  being  equal  to  the  comprehension  of  details, 
even  had  they  been  inclined  to  trust  them  to  him 
just  then. 

Scotus  approached  his  table-neighbour  young 
Ulrick,  who  had  watched  him  whenever  he 
spoke,  and  followed  him  still  with  fascinated 
gaze. 

"  Well,  Herr  Ulrick,^  said  he  familiarly, 
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you  now  go,  no  doubt,  after  this  sensual  re- 
pa^t)  to  the  pure  delights  of  a  love-feast  with 
the  woman  of  your  heart  ?"" 

Von  Leckenstein  blushed  deeply,  and  thrilled 
with  astonishment  at  the  wonderful  divina- 
tion which  had  so  fathomed  his  intentions.  He 
oould  not  reply ;  but  Scotus  saved  him  the 
trouble  of  attempting  it. 

*^  You  are  a  happy  and  a  fortunate  man,"  re- 
sumed the  conjuror — "it  is  few  who  have  the 
luck — or  the  merit— to  captivate  a  duchess  at 
first  sight."" 

Ulrick^s  brain  turned  with  surprise  and  de- 

light. 

"  Follow  up  the  stroke — boldly,  vigorously 
— ^you  shall  not  want  a  friend — I  promise  you 
success,"  said  the  tempter,  squeezing  Ulrick^s 
hand  firmly ;  and  after  a  little  while  taking 
leave  of  the  elector,  for  the  purpose  of  making 
arrangements  for  fixing  his  residence  in  the 
palace. 

We  need  scarcely   stop  to  dwell  on  the  be- 
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wfldering  sensations  which  agitated  young  Ul- 
rick^s  mind.  It  may  be  better  to  state  that 
Scotu^  bad  been  that  morning  a  keen  observer 
of  all  that  passed  in  the  balcony  and  below  it, 
before  the  period  of  his  assuming  his  station 
in  his  carriage,  and  following  with  his  train  the 
line  of  the  procession.  Mixing  with  the  crowd, 
in  a  cloak  that  concealed  his  finery  and  as  oc- 
casion required,  hid  his  face  from  view,  he  had 
closely  followed  and  stood  by  the  elector,  whom 
he  had  resolved  to  make  his  victim ;  and  in 
pursuance  of  his  system  he  watched  his  every 
movement,  like  a  hawk  hovering  over  ere  it 
pounces  on  the  prey.  Other  motives  fixed  his 
attention  on  the  group  in  the  balcony,  which  so 
completely  absorbed  the  elector^s  observation  ; 
and  he  had  too  keen  a  tact  not  to  distinguish 
the  individual  object  it  had  chosen.  In  what 
passed  during  the  dinner  conversation  he  had 
trusted  somewhat  to  chance.  Had  Truchses 
been  indifierent  to  the  allusion  so  directly  ha- 
zarded in  reference  to  the  canoness,  he  reckoned 
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on  the  power  of  his  jargon  and  his  perseverance 
for  forcing  the  elector  into  some  fanciful  belief, 
connected  with  the  unknown  lady.  But  in  spite 
of  Truchses*  resenre  the  Italian  saw  he  had  hit 
upon  the  right  track  for  working  on  his  feelings. 
His  other  objects  in  watching  the  balcony,  and 
his  late  conversation  with  Von  Leckenatein, 
will  be  by  and  bye  explained. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

The  quiet  dinner-party  at  Kriechlingen-house 
formed  a  very  passive  contrast  to  that  at  the 
archiepiscopal  palace.  While  the  worthy  owner 
of  the  mansion  was  laudably  employed,  as  we 
bare  shown,  in  doing  honour  to  the  elector'^s 
wine  and  violence  to  his  own  wits,  the  four  fair 
bebgs  from  whom  we  have  been  too  long  sepa* 
rated  were  partaking  of  a  temperate,  but 
nobly-served,  repast,  with  the  invalided  wife 
of  the  absent  baron,  and  the  mother  of  the 
sisters  who  so  gracefully  did  together  the  duties 
of  hostess. 

Baroness  Von  Kriechlingen  had  for  several 
years  suffered  from  a  malady,  which  gradually 


164  AONES   BE    MANSFELDT. 

undeimiDing  her  health  and  strength,  and  ren- 
dering her  a  prisoner  in  her  private  apartments, 
did  not,  however,  deprive  her  of  the  domestic 
solace  of  her  family  circle,  or  the  company 
of  such  guests  as  visited  from  friendship  rather 
than  ceremony.  She  was  an  amiable,  unpre- 
suming,  and  pious,  woman,  with  good  sense  to 
bear  with  those  faults  in  her  husband  which  she 
could  not  control,  and  good  feelitig  to  instil 
into  the  minds  of  her  children  lessons  which  she 
had  no  power  to  enforce.  Her  daughters  loved 
her  the  better,  and  probably  did  not  obey  her 
the  worse,  for  this.  There  is  a  spring  of  genero- 
sity in  young  minds,  which  almost  always  keeps 
moist  and  fresh  the  instinct  of  duty  to  an  indul- 
gent parent. 

The  baronesses  family  party  was  this  day 
completed  by  the  presence  of  old  Cyriacus 
Spangenberg,  the  chaplain  of  Mansfeldt, 
under  whose  care  Agnes  had  made  her 
journey  from  Thuringia  to  the  banks  of  the 
Rhine.     Respect  for  this  venerable  church- 
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nuiD  threw  a  certain  degree  of  restraint  over  the 
sisters,  to  whom  be  bad  been  till  the  previous 
day  quite  a  stranger ;  and  they  were  not  sorry 
when  he  retired  to  his  aftemo(»i  devoticm,  which 
ooBsdeDce  and  habit  rendered  as  necessary  to  his 
mind  as  digestion  was  to  his  body.     It  was  then 
the  xaost  pleasing  duty  of  the  day  was  called 
for,  on  the  part  of  the  sisters — the  task  of  read* 
ing  by  turns,  or  playing  on  the  lute  or  virginals, 
to  their  mother,  whose  life  of  monotonous  se* 
dusioQ  required  such  relief.     It  is  true  there 
was  litde  instruction  and  much  less  amusement 
to  be  found  for  two  lively,  not  to  say  giddy, 
girls,  in  the  controversial  writings  of  those  days ; 
and  it  was  such  that  Baroness  Von  Kriechlin* 
gen  delighted  in,  and  over  the  leaden  pages  of 
which  Fredolinda  and  Emma  often,  in  their 
own  despite,  felt  their  lids  to  close  and  their 
heads  to  droop.    The  book  chosen  for  the  edi* 
ficatioa  of  the  present   evening,    selected  by 
Spangenberg  in  honour  of  his  celebrated  friend 
Melancthon,  was  a  translation  in  heavy  Gorman 
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of  his  famous  defence  of  the  tenets  of  Luther 
against  the  attacks  of  the  Paris  doctors,  entitled 
in  the  original,  *^  Adversus  furiorum  PariHen-- 
slum  Logastrorum  decretum*'* 

The  very  title  of  the  tract,  announced  by  the 
baroness  as  she  pulled  it  from  under  the  cushion 
of  her  easy  chair,  was  enough  to  appal  any  less 
devoted  individuals  than  those  who  so  cheerfully 
set  themselves  to  the  task  of  wading  through 
this  mass  of  controversy.  The  Duchess  <^ 
Saxe-Coburg  and  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt  had  no 
such  responsibility ;  and  they  willingly  acted 
on  the  baroness'^s  suggestion  that  they  should 
seek  together  the  refreshment  of  the  garden 
air,  and  the  wholesome  exercise  of  a  promenade^ 
on  its  massive  terrace  or  in  its  broad  alleys. 

The  friends  were  soon  abroad ;  and  they  were 
not  long  in  turning  to  account  the  wished-for 
opportunity  for  undisturbed  communion. 

*^  Thank  Heaven,  thank  Heaven,  I  am  free 
at  last  r  exclaimed  the  duchess,  as  she  reached 
the  centre  walk  of  the  garden ;  and,  concealed 
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from  all  observation  by  a  high  cypress  hedge, 
she  threw  her  arms  round  Agnes^s  neck,  and 
burst  into  tears. 

'^Oh,  Agnes!*'  said  she,  as  she  conquered 
her  interrupting  sobs  and  recalled  her  scattered 
ideas,  **  this  relief  is  like  heaven  itself!  But 
for  this  I  should  have  died  outright!  My 
best,  my  dearest  friend,  I  am— -even  in  your 
arms — the  most  wretched  being  that  breathes.^ 

Agnes  attempted  no  common-place  conso- 
lation; because  she  felt  her  friend's  distress. 
Deep  sorrow  is  often  garrulous;  true  sym- 
pathy never.    Anne  understood  this. 

**  How  good  you  are  to  me,"^  continued  she. 
^'How  considerate,  in  not  speaking  to  me. 
That  silent  embrace  is  worth  a  thousand  words. 
It  is  the  true  heart-eloquence.  Oh,  Agnes, 
that  I  could  be  as  when  last  we  parted  !  That 
I  could  blot  two  years  from  my  lifers  history ! 
or  that  life  itself  were  blotted  out !  —  Why 
should  I  Uve?"" 

''Tell  me  rather,  dearest  Anne,  what  has 
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80  embittered  life  ?  Speak  freely  and  f uUy  to 
me.  Confidence  in  me  will  do  more  than  any 
random  condolence  I  could  offer,  for  I  am  ig- 
norant of  the  immediate  cause  of  this  suffering.'' 
«  Oh,  that  I  might  tell  you  all  !'* 
** Confide  to  me  what  you  like,  no  more; 
what  you  can  or  ought  to  tell— what  may  relieve 
your  mind  in  the  mere  telling,  or  lead  to  its  re- 
lief through  any  means  of  mine.  There  is 
nothing  within  the  scope  of  my  ability  that  I 
will  not  do  for  you." 

Agnes  felt  an  instant  inclination  to  include 
the  word  duty  in  this  pledge.  But  she  checked 
it  as  soon  as  the  idea  rose  up.  She  was  not  one 
of  those  who  damp  an  offer  of  assistance  with 
reservations.  She  would  freely  have  risked  her 
life  at  the  moment  for  her  friend's  sake ;  she  fd* 
that  she  would  be  at  any  time  ready  to  sacrifice 
it  to  her  sense  of  duty.  Therefore  she  was 
not  wont  to  boast,  even  negatively,  of  the 
latter ;  and  she  never  willingly  uttered  anything 
that  might  bear  the  colour  of  self-applause. 
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^*  You  know  not  bow  criminal  I  am«-nor  do 
I  know  how  you  oould  serve  me,^  said  the 
docfaesSk 

Agnes  was  slartled.  The  notion  of  guilt  in 
connexion  with  her  friend  had  not  crossed  her 
mind.  This  self-accusal  at  once  astonished  and 
shocked  her.  She  said  nothing ;  but  her  expres- 
sive countenance  spoke  for  her-- or  in  spite  df 
her. 

**  Yes,  it  is  too  true,*^  resumed  Duchess 
Anne,  ^*  but  you  must  hear  me  before  you  con* 
demn  me  quite.  Indeed  I  know  that  it  is  not 
in  your  nature,  nor  in  that  of  our  friendship, 
that  you  should  do  otherwise.  I  will  speak 
candidly  to  you,  in  as  far  as  I  can  do  so.  My 
conscience  seems  already  lightened  of  half  its 
kMd — but  not  my  heart  of  any  of  its  suffering. 
Dearest  Agnes,  #Aa^  is  breaking  !'^ 

A  renewed  burst  of  tears  choked  furthc?r  ut- 
terance for  awhile. 

'*  Speak,  speak,  my  sweet  friend ,""  said 
Agnes — *^  I  listen  with  my  very  soul.'^ 

VOL.  I.  I 
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They  had  by  this  time  gained  the  bottom  of 
the  large  and  dismal  garden,  the  grotesque  so- 
lemnity of  which  added  a  deeper  shade  to  the 
sufferer^s  air  of  woe. 

^^  Let  us  walk  on  the  terrace,  Agnes,**'  said 
she.  ''The  look  of  the  Rhine  will  soothe, 
though  even  its  placid  grandeur  cannot  solace 
me.  But  I  must  not  wear  you  out  with  my 
complaints — and  alas !  I  have  none  to  blame 
but  myself.^ 

As  the  duchess  gazed  far  over  the  houses  of 
the  lower  part  of  the  town  towards  the  river, 
and  marked  it  flowing  on  in  full  and  rapid 
course,  it  seemed  to  impart  insensibly  that  feel- 
ing of  calm  which  all  who  have  so  marked  it 
will  understand,  and  which  she  had  anticipated. 
''  Now  I  am  much  better— more  equal  to  the 
detail  of  my  shame,*^  she  resumed.  **  Our  last 
night^s  conversation,  dear  Agnes,  told  you 
much  of  my  causes  of  wretchedness.  I  had 
hoped  to  command  myself  sufficiently  to  con- 
ceal tne  rest.    But  a  circumstance  to-day  forces 
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me  to  a  further  exposure  of  my  griefs — ^forces 
me,  Agnes,  for  it  is  not  in  mere  selfishness  that 
I  inflict  my  sorrows  on  you.  I  need  support-^ 
you,  my  friend  are,  happily  for  yourself  and 
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"  Dearest  Anne,  you  lose  time — we  may  be 
broken  in  upon,^  said  Agnes,  with  an  affection- 
ate tone,  glad  to  interrupt  the  utterance  of  a 
compliment  to  herself. 

""  Well  then,  to  be  brief— I  have  told  you, 
Agnes,  of  my  husband's  estrangement  from  me, 
his  neglect,  his  abandonment,  almost  from  the 
very  first  months  of  our  marriage.  There  was 
enough  in  the  endurance  of  all  this  for  sorrow, 
but  nothing  for  self-reproach.  Nor  have  I,  you 
will  allow,  laid  my  complaints  too  heavily  on 
the  duke.  I  have  admitted  his  good  qualities, 
his  fifankness,  his  courage,  his  indulgence,  the 
amiability  and  gracefulness,  which  so  soon  won 
my  heart,  as  well  as  the  levity  which  threw  it 
aside  almost  as  soon  as  won.  I  have  dwelt  on 
all  this  before."* 

i2 
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^*  Then  why,  dear  Anne,  repeat  it  now  ?  it 
is  acutely  painful  to  me,  and  you  have  avowed 
it  not  to  be  to  the  purpose  of  what  you  would 
communicate.'^ 

*^  Bear  with  me,  Agnes ;  as  a  woman  you  can 
do  so." 

^'  Did  you,  my  friend,  always  bear  with  the 
duke,  as  a  vife  ?"' 

^*  As  Heaven  is  my  witness,  yes !  I  never 
reproached  him,  but  with  my  silent  tears.  I 
could — aye,  and  can  even  now,  feign  smiles  for 
those  I  am  indifferent  to— but  never  for  him  I 
loved.*^ 

A  sigh— -for  her  friend^s  sake — was  Agnes^s 
only  answer  to  the  avowal,  which,  as  she  thought, 
explained  much  of  the  unhappiness  which  mar- 
riage had  inflicted  on  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of 
Saxe-Coburg.  Our  heroine  knew,  6om  an  in- 
stinct of  good  sense,  what  many  cannot  learn 
even  from  experience,  that  there  is  a  virtuous 
hypocrisy   founded  on  generous  forbearance, 
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which  forms  one  of  the  cardinal  blessings  of 
wedded  life. 

*•  Well,  Agnes,"  continued  the  duchess,  "  for 
neatly  two  years  this  state  of  things  went  on. 
I  began  at  length  to  lie  down,  as  it  were,  under 
the  burden  of  my  misery.  I  ceased  even  to 
weep  or  sigh.  I  was  sinking  into  utter  apathy, 
when  a  new  turn,  the  worst  of  all,  was  given 
to  the  deep  current  of  my  fate.  You  know  that 
the  duke,  with  all  his  light  and,  I  may  be 
allowed  to  say,  frivolous  traits  of  character, 
has  a  passionate  lov^  for  the  romantic  mysteries 
of  science ;  often  have  I  known  him  to  pass 
nights  of  watching  with  some  alchymist,  over 
the  poisonous  fumes  of  crucibles  and  alembics ; 
or  in  cold  and  rain  on  the  topmost  tower  of  the 
castle,  staring  with  astrologers  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  some  new  star  through  the  imper- 
vious clouds.  Like  everything  he  undertakes, 
those  fancies  are  pushed  to  excess,  and  aban- 
doned ere  time  is  given  for  a  result  You  may 
judge  of  the  numbers  of  persons  attracted  to 
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Coburg  by  those  nptorious  pursuits  of  the  duke. 
You  may  have  heard  of  the  profuseness  of  a 
patronage  which  is  too  often  misplaced.  The 
castle  is  for  ever  swarming  with  strange  figures 
and  wild  faces.  The  costumes  of  almost  all 
parts  of  the  known  world  are  to  be  seen  in  our 
courts,  and  every  professor  of  science  or  pre- 
tender to  it  finds  a  ready  welcome  there.*" 

*^  And  might  not  all  this,  however  irksome, 
still  be  borne  with  P*^  asked  Agnes,  with  a  slight 
accent  of  reproach. 

*^  All  this  ?  alas  !  Agnes,  this  is  not  the  point 
of  grievance,  T  make  no  complaint  of  it  Do 
not  mistake,  but  listen  to  me.  About  three 
months  back  my  husband  introduced  to  me  a 
stranger,  an  Italian,  one  of  the  numerous  train 
I  have  just  mentioned,  a  professor  of  most  arts 
— and  oh,  Agnes,  what  a  master  of  all !  I  can- 
not now,  even  if  I  would,  enter  into  minute  par- 
ticulars of  this  man*s  powers.  He  is  a  miracle 
of  talent  and  knowledge,  scarce  had  I  seen  him 
ere  I  felt  his  influence — I  had  not  known  him  a 
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week  when  he  seemed  the  very  lord  of  my  defr- 
tiny.  He  wholly  captivated  my  mind— but 
fear  nought  else  —  he  never  touched  my 
heart.'' 

^*  Thank  heaven  for  that  at  least !  I  dreaded 
more  than  you  have  avowed^"  said  Agnes,  again 
embracing  her  friend. 

**  I  saw  that  you  did,  by  your  looks.  No, 
no,  Agnes,  I  am  degraded  by  my  subjection 
to  this  man,  but  not  in  the  common  sense  dis- 
honoured.'" 

*'  I  should  like  to  know  him,"  said  Agnes,  a 
hope  flashing  across  her  mind  that  she  might  be 
able  in  some  way  to  serve  the  duchess,  as  a  me 
diator  between  her  and  the  fate  this  stranger 
seemed,  as  it  it  were,  to  personify. 

*^  Heaven  forefend !  one  victim  is  enough,"* 
exclaimed  the  duchess-—'^  though  you  perhaps 
would  be  safe  from  his  influence,  for  thei^  is 
something  in  you,  dear  Agnes — ^" 

*^  That  will  not  let  me  listen  to  my  own  praise, 
and  the  disparagement  of  a  too  partial  friend. 
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Go  on,  go  on !  I  can  now  breathe  freely  while 
I  Usten." 

**  I  have  wherewithal  to  tell  will  make  you 
tremble  for  me  still.     You  will  believe  me, 
Agnes,  that  to  regain  my  husband's  wandering 
affections  has  been  my  great,  almost  my  sole 
object  from  the  first  days  of  his  estrangement. 
He  of  whom  we  speak  soon  read  my  mind,  and 
on  that  weak  point  gained  quick  mastery  over 
it.     He  made  no  circuitous  approaches  to  my 
confidence.     But  at  once  convinced  me  of  his 
power,  by  proving  his  knowledge  of  my  most 
secret  thoughts.      In  short  he  persuaded  me 
that  he  could  remove  all  obstacles  to  my  happi- 
ness, could  recover  the  duke'^s  constancy,  and 
attach  him  to  me  for  ever.     I  cannot  now  enter 
into  a  detail  of  the  various  means  he  used  for 
the  attainment  of  this  end.     The  spells,  the 
charms,  the  philtres  that  we  worked  together, 
and  administered  to  my  husband*" — 

"  With  what  success  ?^'  asked  Agnes. 

**  Alas !  I  know  not  how  to  answer  that  ques- 
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tion,'*  replied  the  duchess,  with  a  sigh,  <*  and 
I  was  just  about  to  anticipate  it  by  an  account 
of  the  changing  effects  produced  by  those  many 
remedies.  Marvellous  indeed  have  they  been ! 
at  times  all  powerful  for  their  object — again 
total  failures,  now  bringing  my  wayward  lord 
back  to  my  long-forsaken  embraces,  with  peni- 
tence and  love ;  and  then  banishing  him  from 
me,  in  a  more  distant  abandonment  than  ever. 
So  did  those  witcheries  work  for  several 
months.^ 

<^  And  did  the  doubt  never  strike  you 
Anne,*^  interrupted  Agnes,  *^that  the  effects 
which  you  attributed  to  magic  might  have  been 
produced  by  the  magician,  for  his  own  purposes, 
by  arts  of  natural  reason  rather  than  enchant- 
ment ?  might  not  his  influence  with  the  duke 
have  acted  as  a  counter-current  to  his  power 
over  you  ?" 

**  Thousands  of  wild  doubts  have  flitted 
across  me,  Agnes,  like  the  spirits  which  a  con- 
juror might  call  up.     I  have  been  lost  in  a  maze 
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of  wonderment  and  fear ;  I  only  know  one  thing 
certain— I  am  wretehed  !'' 

^^  Dearest  Anne,  you  exaggerate,  if  not  your 
feelings  at  least  their  provocation.  Your  sen- 
sitiveness invests  the  phantoms  of  imagination 
with  solid  forms.  There  is  nought  in  all  you 
have  revealed  which  can  cast  a  shadow  of  re- 
proach, save  the  facility  with  which  you  em- 
barked your  chances  of  recovered  happiness  on 
the  venture  of  an  impostor'^s  professions.'** 

*^  Hush,  hushy  Agnes !  how  loud  you  speak, 
and  how  imprudently  !  you  little  know  the 
power  of  him  whose  anger  you  thus  risk,^  said 
the  duchessy  casting  round  an  anxious  glance, 
which  almost  caused  Agnes  to  smile'  while  she 
was  half  disposed  to  weep. 

*'  And  has  this  man's  influence  over  you  never 
been  turned  to  a  more  directly  personal  aim  ?^ 
asked  she,  sure  that  her  frightened  friend  had 
told  her  but  little  of  her  embarrassments. 

A  deep  sigh  was  the  answer ;  and  after  a 
short  pause  the  duchess  resumed, 
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I  warned  you,  Agnes,  that  1  durst  not  tell 
you  all.  I  am  bound  by  pledges  that  I  shudder 
at  the  mere  thought  of  breaking.^^ 

**Then  pause  in  your  recital-— or  quit  the 
subject,  dearest  Anne— I  have  no  curiosity,  be- 
yond the  hope  of  giving  you  relief/' 

**  Yet  I  cannot  keep  wholly  silent — ^no,  I  must 
go  on.  He  has  talked  to  me,  Agnes,  has 
tempted  me — ^but  in  language  so  vague,  so 
mystical,  that  my  senses  ever  seemed  bewildered, 
even  when  my  reason  was  unconvinced  and  my 
heart  untouched.  I  know  not  what  he  aimed 
at  most  He  always  appeared  to  have  several 
objects  at  once — ^in  one  alas,  he  succeeded  but 
too  completely.^ 

«*  And  that  one  r 

**  Must  not — dare  not  be  revealed  V^ 

*'  Would  that  I  might  but  sec  this  man  who 
has  so  bewitched  you,  my  friend  !^ 

**  You  have  seen  him,  Agnes." 

**  I  have !  where  ?  when  ?'' 

*'  Oh,  ask  me  not — I  fear  I  have  gone  too 
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far  in  saying  even  what  I  have  said.  More  I 
must  not  reveal — at  least  for  the  present  I 
shall  perhaps  gain  more  confidence,  more 
strength,  by  and  bye.  Your  friendship  is  an 
unspeakable  support.  With  it  to  aid  me,  I 
shall  by  degrees  grow  able  to  resist  the  doom 
that  seems  to  press  me  down.  You  are  my 
guardian  angel  !'* 

With  these  words  the  duchess  again  clasped 
Agnes  in  her  arms;  while  the  latter  almost 
afraid  of  the  responsibility  thus  forced  upon 
her,  yet  unwilling  to  check  the  growing  con* 
fidence  which  might  best  enable  her  friend  to 
cope  with  the  unholy  power  that  oppressed  her 
— could  only  silently  return  the  embrace  that 
was  accompanied  by  the  most  endearing  epithets. 

Agnes  began  however  to  apprehend  that  any 
effective  confidence,  which  might  acquaint^her 
with  the  more  particular  causes  of  her  friend'^s 
anxiety,  was  distant,  if  not  altogether  doubt- 
ful ;  so  evidently  had  the  dread  of  this  myste- 
rious oppressor  gained  possession  of  her  mind. 
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But  the  dudiess,  as  if  suddenly  bursting  from 
her  thraldom,  abruptly  exclaimed, 

^^  No — I  will  bear  the  tyranny  no  longer. 
He  cannot  know  what  passes  here,  though  he 
has  persuaded  me  of  his  supernatural  power.  I 
will  speak  freely,  Agnes— I  dread  him  not  P 

This  was  said  in  a  high  and  fearless  tone, 
but  which,  as  she  continued,  was  insensibly 
changed  to  the  murmured  cadence  of  returning 
alanon. 

^'  Know  then,  that  I  have  bound  myself  to 
his  service  by  fearful  pledges,  to  do  his  bid- 
ding in  all  things,  as  the  price  of  the  recovered 
happiness  which  he  has  so  solemnly  insured  to 
me — to  keep  secret  his  words,  his  wishes,  his 
deeds,  be  they  what  they  may — ^but  there  is 
one  circumstance  of  criminal  and  treacherous 
duplicity  which  I  have  acted  in,  and  which 
weighs  me  down  with  remorse — one  which  I 
have  sworn  to  conceal,  by  oaths  the  recollection 
of  which  makes  me  thrill.  Tell  me,  Agnes, 
am  I  bound  by  an  unholy  pledge,   taken   in 
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terror  and  repented  of  ia  tears  of  my  hearths 
blood  ?" 

"  No— certainly  not  I"  answered  Agnes,  un- 
hesitatingly.  She  saw  it  was  no  time  to  trifle 
with  her  friend's  unbappiness,  or  to  risk  the 
fluctuation  of  her  feelings.  **  No,  Anne,  there 
is  absolution  in  our  consciences  for  even  those 
monstrous  engagements.  Is  it  not  then  a  duty 
to  break  from  all  that  binds  us  to  them  ?*' 

*^  It  is,  it  is,  my  best  friend  ;  my  heart  ac- 
knowledges the  reasoning,  it  is  the  voice  of 
virtue^s  self  that  speaks — ^now  then  at  once  to 
unburthen  my  full  heart!  you  know,  Agues, 
how  it  is  that  I  am  here  now — I,  a  princess, 
witli  royal  blood  in  my  veins^  and  with  right  to 
a  reigning  coronet  on  my  brow— yet  without 
even  the  slightest  ornament  of  my  rank,  ring, 
carcanet,  ear-drop,  or  neck-string,  unjeweled 
and  unadorned  as  the  poorest  burgher'^s  wife 
that  toils  for  daily  bread  ?^^ 

Agnes  bowed  assent.  She  had  heard  the  com- 
mon talk,  which  told  of  the  mysterious  disap- 
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pearanoe  of  the  Duchess  of  Saxe-Coburg^s  splen- 
did jewels,  some  weeks  before,  and  much  of 
the  coarse  scandal  which  disfigured  the  report. 
Delicacy  towards  her  friend  prevented  any  allu- 
sion to  the  painful  circumstance  in  previous 
conversations,  and  even  now  did  not  allow  her 
to  speak  of  it. 

'*  Yes  !  you  too  have  heard  the  tale,  but  it 
is  for  me  to  unravel  the  mystery.  Know 
then," 

At  this  instant  the  two  sisters  appeared  on 
the  terrace,  coming  from  the  house ;  and  they 
rapidly  advanced  to  the  friends,  who  could  but 
ill  brook  the  interruption  of  a  colloquy  in  which 
both  were  so  much  interested.  But  they  could 
find  no  excuse  for  declining  the  well-meant  yet 
worrying  attentions  of  their  young  and  lively 
hostesses,  who  continued  to  bear  them  company, 
until  the  light  showers  of  an  April  afternoon 
drove  them  to  the  shelter  of  the  mansion ;  and 
then  the  decorous  necessities  of  good  breeding 
claimed  a  renewal  of  their  visit  to  the  baroness 
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in  her  private  apartments,  into  which  Spangen- 
berg  had  preceded  them. 

The  sun  had  withdrawn  from  the  busy  scene 
it  had  so  brilliantly  lighted,  and  the  buildings 
of  the  town  and  the  waters  of  the  Rhine  grew 
dark  in  the  hues  of  the  eventide,  ere  the  friends 
found  an  opportunity  to  attempt  a  renewal  of 
their  broken  conversation.  This  was  at  length 
occasioned  by  the  periodical  return  of  the  drowsy 
fit  which  at  sunset  invariably  visited  the  invalid, 
to  recompense  her  for  the  nights  of  almost 
sleepless  suffering  she  had  endured  so  long  and 
so  patiently.  Old  Gyriacus,  too,  accustomed 
for  nearly  three  parts  of  a  century  to  those 
vigils  which  wore  deep  into  the  night,  and  to 
that  early  rising  which  added  precious  hours  to 

m 

the  too  fleeting  day,  could  rarely  resist  the  pro- 
pensity to  slumber  which  commonly  steals  on 
the  studious,  the  infirm,  or  the  idle  at  moth- 
time.  The  pious,  but  nevertheless,  somno- 
lent discourse  which  he  had  so  fluently  holden 
during  full  two  hours,  on  the  intricate  subjects 
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of  election  and  grace— the  then  leading  topics 
of  coDtroversy — ^had  almost  overcome  the  sisters 
as  well  as  their  mother.  It  required  a  strong 
excitement  to  bear  up  against  the  ^*  poppy  and 
mandragora^'  qualities  of  the  good  chaplain's 
conversation.  Such  was  however  actively  alive 
in  the  bosoms  of  the  impatient  friends,  parti- 
cularly in  that  of  Duchess  Anne,  who  could 
scarcely  restrain  the  gnaiving  irritability  that 
urged  her  to  break  away,  long  before  the 
baroness'^s  head  nodded  listlessly  on  her 
breast,  or  Freda^s  and  Emma'^s  eyes  b^an  to 
wink. 

**  Now,  dearest  Agnes,  we  may  escape,'* 
whispered  the  duchess,  when  unequivocal  sights 
and  sounds  pronounced  the  reign  of  Morpheus 
to  have  set  in ;  and  uttering  a  few  words  of 
apology  in  the  same  cautious  tone  to  Freda,  she 
was  quietly  leaving  the  apartment,  followed  by 
Agnes,  who  willingly  obeyed  her  signal,  when 
a  loud  voice  on  the  stairs  and  the  abrupt 
opening  of  the  door  of  the  anti-room  arrested 
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the  friends,  and  awoke  all  the  others  of  the 
party. 

*'  No,  Ulrick,  no — a  thousand  times  no  P 
exclaimed  Baron  Conrad,  in  his  highest  tone, 
for  it  was  he  who  now  came  boisterously  on, 
soured  with  the  Rhenish  grape,  and  disputing, 
as  it  were,  with  his  still  most  submissive  nephew 
every  inch  of  the  ground  from  the  elector  s 
palace  to  his  wife^s  saloon. 

"  I  differ  with  you,  Ulrick — I  say  you  are 
wrong,  boy ;  and  by  Heavens  I  will  not  be 
contradicted  ^ 

**  Nay,  uncle,  I  did  not  presume  to  contra- 
dict—" 

"  Not  in  words  I  allow — ^but  you  did  in 
thoughts.  Don't  deny  it  boy — thaf  s  making  it 
worse — don't  deny  it,  Ulrick,  I  say  P' 

*'  I  deny  nothing — admit  nothing — assert 
nothing,  good  uncle." 

^*  That's  just  what  I  hate  mortally,  for  I 
have  nothing  to  argue  against.  I  hate  that  cun- 
ning, hypocritical  silence — why  don't  you  speak 
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out  like  a  man  ?  why  don*t  you  give  me  the 
lie?  why,  the  fiend,  donV 

"  My  good  unde,  remember  that  your  foot 
is  on  the  threshold  of  a  sick  ladv's  room ;  and 
that  the  pious  chaplain  of  Mansfeldt  is  within 
ear»shot,  and  the  duchess — ^"^ 

*'  Prating  popinjay !  a  sick  Iady*s  room  r 
said  the  baron,  with  a  mimicking  tone,  and 
stopping  short  at  the  door.  *^  Is  it  thus  you 
speak  to  me  of  my  own  wife,  my  own  flesh  and 
my  own  bone  P  I  have  agood  mind  to  knock  you 
down  by  way  of  comment  on  your  puppyism/^ 

**  Nay,  uncle,  you  know  I  am  your  flesh 
and  blood  too,^'  replied  Ulrick,  smiling,  and 
looking  with  an  insinuating  air  on  his  intracta* 
ble  kinsman. 

**  You  are,  you  dog,  I  know  it,  I  know  it — 
for  you  look  this  moment  the  very  image  of 
your  poor  mother!^  exclaimed  the  old  man, 
catching  him  round  the  neck  with  one  arm,  and 
leaning  at  the  same  time  against  the  door  for 
support,  and  hugging  him,  with  such  a  pressure 
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as  a  tendeivhearted  bear  might  give  to  its  un- 
licked  offspring. 

This  somewhat  sentimental  attitude  and  si- 
tuation was  disturbed  by  the  door  bursting 
open,  and  the  baron  with  his  fast-imprisoned 
nephew  staggering  together  in  the  room.  The 
good  old  lady,  effiectually  aroused  and  fearfully 
startled,  sprang  from  her  easy  chair  with  a 
tremulous  scream.  Old  Spangenberg,  less 
nervous,  opened  his  eyes  wide,  stared  round, 
and  turned  them  up  to  heaven,  with  an  instinct 
of  devotion  aroused  in  all  cases  of  alarm. 
Duchess  Anne  and  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt  stepped 
back  out  of  the  line  of  operations ;  while  the 
sisters  darted  towards  it,  one  catching  her 
father  in  her  arms — the  other  placing  a  timid 
yet  affectionate  hand  in  that  of  her  cousin. 

The  baron  was  instantly  called  to  a  sense  of 
his  indecorum,  and  to  almost  temporary  sobriety, 
by  a  sudden  stoppage  of  that  mental  mecha- 
nism which  wine  sets  in  motion  and  good  feei" 
ing  not  uncommonly  arrests.  He  stopped  short ; 
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and  putting  one  hand  to  his  forehead  to  assist 
in  quieting  the  whirligig  motion  of  his  brain^ 
and  still  grasping  his  nephew  with  the  other, 
he  exdaimed, 

«<  Hold,  hold !  stand  fast,  Ulrick !  death  of 
the  martyrs !  this  ia  too  bad.  We  are  wrong, 
boy — ^very  wrong  both  of  us.  Stand  fast  I 
say  f 

'*  I  am  standing  fast,  uncle,  transfixed  with 
diame  to  come  thus  into  such  a  presence.^ 

**  Then,  by  St.  Paul,  if  thou  art  standing 
steady  the  house  is  still  running  a  mad  rig ! 
so f  sol  all  is  better  now — the  ceiling  is  square 
again,  and  the  walls  have  ceased  their  merry- 
go-round— and  the  furniture  has  reocyrered  its 
1^8.  Grant  me  grace,  ladies  all!  I  see  my 
unooarteous  intrusion  in  its  true  light — I  did 
not  expect  such  a  company  in  this  chamber — I 
forgot  my  guests  and  myself.  Forgive  me  ladies 
•— fcNTgive  me,  venerable  sir,  my  good  wife  par- 
dons me,  I  know,  ere  I  ask  her — too  quickly 
— too  quickIy-*-it  is  always  so.     Have  I  done 
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thee  mischief,    my  kind  help-mate?    have  I 
shook  thy  gentle  nerves  ?*' 

With  these  words  the  baron  passed  by  the 
princess  and  the  pastor  as  well  as  his  daughters, 
and  Agnes,  whom  he  considered  as  a  member 
oi  the  family,  his  warm  heart  pointing  out  the 
invalided  partner  of  his  life  as  the  first  object 
that  called  for  atonement.  She  soon  reassured 
him ;  and  he  then  approached  Duchess  Anne, 
next  the  venerable  divine,  and  lastly  Agnes, 
addressing  to  each  hasty  and  sincere  apologies. 
He  finally  called  his  daughters  to  come  and 
kiss  him,  '*  and  stifle,"*'  as  he  said,  <'  the 
rising  reproaches  of  conscience  for  his  breach 
of  manners,  together  with'the  memory  of  that 
last  bottle  of  the  elector^s  Stein-wine,  which 
was  too  potent  for  any  head  less  hard  than  the 
rocky  soil  it  grew  on.^ 

In  the  mean  time  young  Leckenstein  had 
made  his  peace  with  Freda  for  his  breach  of 
engagement ;  an  easy  task,  when  her  wonted  wil- 
lingness to  excuse  any  error  of  his  was  strength* 
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ened  by  his  declaration  that  he  stayed  away 
only  from  the  necessity  of  caring  after  her 
father.  He  said  nothing  of  Scotus  or  his  honied 
insinuations.  Yet  he  thought  much  of  them ; 
and  he  was  soon  at  the  duchess's  side,  propelled 
by  he  knew  not  what  occult  influence.  It  was 
vanity,  whose  strongly  flowing  tide  was  carry- 
ing poor  Ulrick  with  it  among  shoals  and  quick- 
sands, to  escape  from  which  he  had  no  pilot. 

*^  But  I  shall  make  no  further  excuses,^  said 
the  baron,  *'  I  will  rather  pull  up  by  future 
attentions  for  past  negligence.  We  will  have 
supper  soon ;  and  in  the  meantime,  girls,  let  the 
tapers  be  lighted  in  the  saloon,  and  amuse  her 
highness  and  our  kinswoman  of  Mansfeldt  with 
a  party  of  primero  or  shovel-board ;  or  bring 
forth  the  ghittems  and  be  musical ;  or  dabble 
in  your  l>coidery-looms ;  or  string  your  fancy 
beads ;  or  cut  out  your  fillagree,^'— -^ 

^  Good,  kind  father !  where  is  your  con- 
science now^  that  was  so  troublesome  erewhile?"" 
said  Emma»  embracing  him  and  cutting  short 
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his  list  of  time-killing  expedients.  ^*  Come, 
d^ar  Duchess  Anne,  come  Agnos,  let  me  be 
your  leader  into  some  of  those  choice  ways  of 
pleasantness.  Freda  and  Ulrick  will  find  a 
path  of  their  own.*^ 

*^  Aye,  that's  right  Emma,  thou  art  well  dis- 
posed to  do  the  honours  I  see.  That's  right,  that'^s 
right;  keep  close  to  your  lovely  guests,  my 
girl — never  leave  them  a  minute  to  themselves 
— donH  let  conversation  flag,  or  merry-making 
be  worn-out.  Make  them  laugh,  and  sing,  and 
sport  away  the  time.  ThaOs  the  true  way  to 
show  hospitality  and  dispense  happiness.  Day 
of  my  life !  we  must  all  be  gay  to  night. 
Gould  you  not,  my  love,  for  this  once  bear  to 
be  wheeled  into  the  Trojan-tapestried  saloon  ? 
well,  well  !*'  continued  the  baron,  as  his  suflPer- 
ing  wife  shook  a  dissentient  head  at  the  pro* 
posal,  *^  well,  we  must  not  press  you  into  the 
jolly  service.  But  his  reverence  here  wiU  join 
us  at  supper,  and  at  our  after-revelry  too  I 
hope,  and  give  a  blessing  to  the  gaiety  which 
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I  am   reserved  shall  stir  deftly  through  the 
whole  hoase  to-night  ?" 

To  this  interrogative  assertion  the  old  pastor 
lepUedy  with  a  benevolent  smile, 

"Much  thanks^  good  baron,  are  due  for 
your  honourable  entertainment ;  but  you  must 
not  forget  that  old  age  and  long  habit  cannot 
be  safely  tampered  with.  I  never  eat  a  night- 
meal  ;  and  I  retire  to  study  whenever  the  sig- 
nal-bells of  papistry  ring  out  their  summons  to 
the  vesper  mummery.'' 

"  Never  eat  supper  !  Fast  and  pray !  By 
St  George,  pastor! — I  swear  by  St.  George 
for  chivalry  sake,  not  from  papist  reverence ! — 
By  St.  George!  this  is  a  bad  custom,  and 
savours  more  of  the  beast  and  the  scarlet  wo- 
man, methinks,  than  matins  oi:  vespers,  nones 
or  complin.  Commend  me  to  the  man  who 
prays  on  a  full  stomach.  The  mind  is  never  at 
ene  else — and  devotion  suits  ill  with  a  parched 
palate  or  a  craving  maw.  Come,  come,  pastor, 
bear  with  us  Uvnight — ^it's  only  once  in  a  way.'^ 

VOL.   I.  K 
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*^  'Tis  well  for  you,  baron,  to  do  these 
things.  You  are  still  young ;  but  eighty  and 
two  brook  them  not,*"  said  Spangenbei^,  mildly 
yet  firmly, 

**  Why,  to  be  sure,  I  do  count  a  good  score 
years  under  that.  But  a  quarter  of  a  century 
more  or  less  is  a  trifle  in  the  age  of  a  man.  I 
saw    one  drink  to-day   bumper    on  bumpo-, 

« 

bottle  after  bottle,  and  make  nought  of  it ;  yet 
he  would  reckon  you  to  be  but  a  boy  in  years, 
and  me  almost  a  sucking  babe.^ 

^^He  must  be  a  prodigy.  I  would  say  a 
miracle,  had  not  the  display  of  those  mighty 
dispensations  ceased  upon  earth,  and  only  ex- 
isted now  in  the  impure,  superstitious,  and  vile 
cozenry  of  Rome.  Three  score  years  and  ten 
is  the  natural  limit  of  man's  life.  He  who  sur- 
passes it  has  need  of  great  thanksgiving  to  the 
Lord,  and  he  who  approaches  it  would  do  well 
to  cast  off  the  worn-out  mantle  of  worldly  va- 
nities,  and  turn  from  ways  of  deboshed  indul- 
gence into  the  paths  of  godliness  and  grace. 
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Who  is  the  sage,  good  baron,  of  whom  you 
speak?"* 

This  question  was  an  inexpressible  relief  to 
Baron  Conrad,  who  had  winced  acutely  under 
the  words  which  preceded. 

'<  Who  is  he?*^  said  the  baron,  with  a  glow- 
ing front  and  confused  utterance,  *'  that  I  be- 
lievcy  pastor,  to  be  a  hard  question  to  answer, 
but  he  calls  himself  Count  Scotus;  and  you 
may  well  call  him  a  prodigy,  in  acquirements, 
at  any  rate,  even  if  you  doubt  his  age.*^ 

^^  An  eminent  name,"  said  Spangenberg, 
'*  eminent  for  both  good  and  evil  bearers  there- 
of. I  have  not  heard  of  it  as  belonging  to  one 
noted  in  this  present  generation,  nay,  nor  for 
many  ages  back.  In  remote  times  it  was  borne 
by  more  than  one  of  mark.*" 

*^In  remote  times!'*  repeated  the  baron, 
with  a  quick  accent  of  curiosity.  ^*  How  far 
back  ?  and  by  whom,  good  pastor  ?" 

'^  Why,  first  there  was  a  pious  monk  from 
Ireland,    named    Marianus   Scotus,  a  bright 

K  2 
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ornament — for  days  of  darkness — of  the  Abbey 
of  Fulda,  in  the  eleventh  century,  a  learned 
chronicler,  and  a  near  relation  of  the  venerable 
Bede.'' 

**  No,  it  cannot  be  him — he  must  come  of  a 
less  pious  family,^  muttered  Baron  Conrad; 
while  Ulrick  trod  on  his  foot  by  way  of  cau- 
tious remembrance,  and  a  check  on  his  gar- 
rulity.'" 

^^  Next,  there  was  John  Scotus,  otherwise 
Duns,  an  English  Franciscan,  and  a  profound 
doctor  of  theology,  who  died  in  this  very  city 
of  Cologne  about  the  year  1300,  under  circum- 
stances terrible  to  be  told.*^^ 

*'  Are  you  sure  he  was  an  Englishman,  and 
that  he  died,  respected  sir  P**^  asked  the  baroo, 
with  a  tone  of  doubt. 

*^  We  have  good  authority  for  his  birth 
having  taken  place  in  the  town  of  Dunstable, 
in  Britain,  and  as  it  occurred  full  three  cen- 
turies back,  we  need  not  stretch  our  faith  to  be 
certain  he  is  dead,^  replied  Spangenberg  with 
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a  smile,  which  the  twilight  did  not  allow  his 
host  to  notice. 

"  Humph  !^  said  the  baron,  or  the  incre- 
dulous and  half-uttered  interjection  which  that 
orthc^raphy  is  admitted  to  represent. 

*'And  Paulus  Jovius,  with  other  credible 
historians,  tells  us  that  being  struck  with 
apoplexy,  which  was  taken  for  the  blow  of 
death,  this  learned  divine  awoke  in  his  coffin, 
and  after  having  gnawed  the  flesh  from  his 
hands  in  agony,  he  dashed  his  brains  ouU  in 
despair  against  the  stone  walls  of  his  tomb."** 

"  I  don'^t  believe  it  !^  vehemendy  cried  the 
baron. 

*^It  has  been  doubted,*^  said  Spangenberg 
calmly. 

**  Doubted !  doubted  !  and  well  it  may  be, 
for  i€s  a  bare-faced  lie,  with  your  good  favour. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,"^  exclaimed  the  baron,  laughing 
outright,  '^he  might  have  been  buried  alive, 
perhaps,  but  he  rose  again,  as  sure  as  Lazarus 
— aye,  and  he  walks  the  earth  to  this  very  hour 
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— to  this  very  hour,  my  good  pastor — at  least 
I  think  it  must  be  him. — ^Don*t  you,  Ulrick  ?" 
^Alas,  alas!  that  the  flesh-pots  and  wine- 
cups  should  for  ever  overload  the  stomachs  and 
send  up  their  vapour  to  the  brains  of  the  chil- 
dren of  men  !     Verily,  verily,  the  debaucheries 
of  old,  the  seething  sins  of  paganism   are  re- 
vived among  us  !     .The  world  is  rife  with 
drunkenness,  and  rational  beings  reduce  them- 
selves to  the  base  level  of  field  beasts.    Oh, 
wash  out,  good  Lord,  this  stain  from  the  civi- 
lized earth !'' 

While  the  pastor  involuntarily  uttered  these 
words,  in  under  tones  of  pious  solemnity,  the 
baron  had  time  to  recover  himself,  being  most 
uncomfortably  warned  of  his  abrupt  and  pro- 
fane speech,  by  sundry  thumps  in  the  ribs  from 
his  nephew^s  elbow,  the  only  answer  given  by 
the  latter  to  his  appeal.  None  of  the  ladies 
felt  quite  at  their  ease;  but  they  remained 
silent,  as  the  baron  exclaimed, 

*^  You  do  me  wrong,  worthy  pastor,  you  do 
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"  Nay  then,  baron,  with  your  good  leave, 
I  should  rather  say  this  Scotus,  whom  you 
call  a  count,  was  more  likely  to  be  that  fa- 
mous conjuror  Michael  Scott,  or  Scotus  of 
the  north,  who  was  notorious  for  his  know- 
ledge of  the  black  art  in  the  olden  time, 
for  his  familiar  spirit  in  the  shape  of  a  grey 
cat,  and  for  riding  in  the  air  on  a  broom- 
stick, or  a  flying  horse,  I  really  forget 
which.^ 

**  It  is  more  likely,  pastor,  it  is  more  likely, 
as  you  say,*^  replied  Baron  Conrad,  with  a 
somewhat  subdued  tone.  *^  What  more  is 
known  of  this  same  Michael?  Who  waits 
without  ?  Bring  tapers  here,  I  say — this  is  no 
fit  talk  for  twilight.  Pray  pastor,  what  more 
of  him?'' 

**  Why,  nothing  in  particular,  good  mine 
honourable  host.  I  know  nought  more,  except 
that  he  was  buried  in  the  same  grave  with  his 
own  clasped  book  of  magic,  and  that  a  Greek 
epigram  was  written  on  him  by  my  illustrious 
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<'  Loose  authority,  baron — ^thoae  rich  digni- 
tiuies  of  idolatry  reckon  nothing  rightly  bat 
their  own  odious  exactions.     Methinks  the  ab- 
bot has  counted  wrong.      Since  the  days  of  the 
patriarchs  such  tenure  of  life  has^not  been  giv» 
to  man,  though  Paracelsus  boasts  he  could  make 
a  man  live  four  hundred  years,  if  he  might 
bring  him  up  from  his  birth,  and  diet  him  as  be 
list ;  but  thto,  baron,  he  should  abstain  from 
riotous  living,  surfeiture,  and  strong  wines.  But 
let  all  that  pass  !    Your  new  acquaintance  must 
be  an  extraordinary  person.  Whence  comes  he  ?"" 
^^  From  the  clouds,    it  may   be,   or  more 
likely  from  regions  of  another  direction,^^  said  tbe 
baron  significantly,  pointing  downwards ;  ^^  only 
he  could  scarce  have  got  either  in  heaven  or 
hell  his  gold- covered  chariot,  and  his  splendid 
jewelled  ring,  the  very  counterpart,   Duchesss 
Anne,  of  one  I  saw  with  your  uncle  the  great 
Elector    Maurice,  when  myself    and    George 
Mansfeldt,   Countess  Agnes^s   father  and  my 
right  good  friend** — 
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baroness,  and  their  warm4iearted  daughters, 
were  not  to  be  shaken  oiF— old  Spangenberg 
alone  comprehending  and  seconding  the  argu- 
ments of  Agnes. 

At  length  the  duchess  began  to  recover  her- 
self sufficiently  to  act  on  these  suggesticms. 
She  rose  from  her  seat ;  and,  taking  Agnes**s 
arm,  she  motioned  towards  the  door,  thus  ex- 
pressing her  wish  to  retire.  The  rest  made 
way  ;  the  baron  exclaiming, 

^*  Good,  good  !  all  is  right  again  !  So,  so  ! 
^twas  this  wild  talk  about  monks  and  magic,  and 
such  wild  devilry  that  frightened  our  fair  and 
noble  guest.  So,  so,  cheer  up,  dear  duchess. 
Pastor  Spangenberg  will  say  a  short  prayer  or 
two  by-and-bye,  to  purify  the  house  of  such 
evil  subjects  as  we  talked  of  erewhile.  A  night- 
lamp  shall  remain  in  your  sleeping-room.  The 
girls  shall  relieve  each  other  at  your  bed-side. 
My  nephew  here  and  myself  will  watch  by 
turns  in  your  anti-room  till  cock-crow,  and  to- 
morrow all  will  be  well  again.     For  the  elector 
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little  good  to  the  family,  for  the  last  two  dozen 
years  and  more.**^ 

Agnes,  judging  her  friend^s  anxiety  for  an 
uninterrupted  conference,  requested  Freda  to 
retire  and  leave  the  duchess  entirely  to  her  care. 
She  confidently  expected  that  the  latter  would 
back  this  by  strenuous  and  decisive  words. 
What  then  was  her  surprise  to  find  her,  on  the 
contrary,  express  the  greatest  reluctance  to  be 
left  alone  with  Agnes,  whom  she  entreated,  in 
terms  the  most  affectionate  but  most  decisive, 
to  leave  her  to  herself,  and  to  the  sole  care  of 
her  waiting  gentlewoman?  After  seeing  that 
she  was  quite  recovered  and  settled  for  the 
night,  Agnes  consequently  retired,  wondering 
not  a  little  at  the  sudden  and  apparently  capri- 
cious change,  which,  however,  she  forebore  to 
qualify  by  any  harsher  epithet. 
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lips,  of  the  unholy  mastery  he  had  obtained 
over  her ;  and  her  character,  accounting  for  die 
facility  of  his  conquest,  may  have  in  some  mear 
sure  betrayed  itself  already.  The  Duchess  of 
Saxe-Coburg  possessed,  with  many  qualides 
highly  amiable  and  with  a  considerable  share  of 
talent,  that  curious  but  not  uncommon  failing 
of  sensitive  women,  which  gives  them  a  positive 
pride  in  a  weakness  even  greater  than  is  usual 
to  their  sex. 

The  wilful  submission  to  some  tyranny  as  a 
title  to  compassion,  or  the  wish  for  misfortunes 
merely  to  have  the  privilege  of  proclaiming 
oneself  unhappy,  seem  inconceivable  failings  of 
the  female  mind.  Yet  we  find  them  at  times 
exert  a  powerful  influence,  preventing  some 
from  breaking  away  from  their  misery,  and 
prompting  others  to  provoke  and  exaggerate 
their  distresses. 

It  would  be  scarcelv  fair  to  rank  the  Duchess 
of  Saxe-Coburg  in  a  class  of  beings  so  pitia- 
ble.     She  was  deeply  tinged    with   the  mor- 
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bid  vanity  which  is  the  base  of  such  weak- 
ness. But  she  had  tcx>  much  pride  to  admit  of 
its  taking  possession  altogether  of  her  character; 
and  had  not  the  superstition  of  the  age  led  her 
to  believe  firmly  in  the  supernatural  power  of 
Sootusy  she  had  never  yielded  to  his  despotism. 

The  machinations  by  which  this  practised 
impostor  worked  oh  her  may  be  easily  imagined , 
when  her  helpless  situation  and  her  ardent  dis- 
position are  recollected.  The  duke,  her  hus- 
band, volatile  and  dissipated,  was  glad  to  leave 
her  as  much  as  possible  to  herself,  and  the 
society  of  this  new  acquaintance,  and  to  escape 
from  the  monotony  of  reproachful  tenderness 
with  which  she  ever  received  him.  But  his 
early  affection  at  times  brought  him  back,  as 
fond  and  ardent  as  ever ;  while  his  ample  re- 
liance on  her  honour  left  him  at  all  times  secure 
for  his  own. 

The  designs  of  the  Italian  adventurer  were 
manifold.  But  he  soon  saw  that  his  best  chance 
of  success  was  in  regard  to  those  which  had 
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reference  to  pecuniary  gain.  He  at  least  re- 
aolved  to  prosecute  them  first,  as  most  likely  to 
lead  to  those  which  he  kept  in  reserve.  He 
calculated  that  if  he  could  once  involve  bis  in* 
tended  victim  in  some  grand  scheme  of  money 
embarrassment,  he  would  have  her  completely 
in  his  power  for  all  purposes.  He  therefore 
turned  all  his  e£Ports  towards  that  point.  He 
had  previously  exhausted  the  scanty  stores  of 
the  duke,  whose  great  expenses,  in  an  extrava- 
gant establishment  and  carousings  of  enormous 
cost,  together  with  his  profuse  expenditure  for 
scientific  schemes,  left  him  but  little  to  be 
swindled  of.  The  duchess  herself  had  still  less 
at*  command ;  for  a  generous  disposition  kept 
her  always  poor  as  to  mere  money.  Bat  she 
was  rich  in  the  possession  of  most  magnificent 
jewels.  Few  princesses  of  her  time,  of  higher 
rank  even,  were  so  abundantly  supplied  with 
those  splendid  ornaments,  to  which  the  extrava- 
gance of  fashion  in  those  times  gave  an  impor- 
tance even  beyond  their  intrinsic  valoe.     It  was 
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jast  at  this  period  that  Elizabeth  of  England 
was  issuing  sumptuary  laws,  to  restrain  a  pro- 
fusion in  her  nobility  which  sovereign  princes 
wished  to  limit  to  themselves.  Those  of  Ger- 
many often  exhibited  on  their  persons  as  much 
as  two  or  three  times  the  worth  of  their  yearly 
revenues;  hoping  by  those  displays  to  dazzle 
the  eyes  of  their  subjects,  if  they  could  not 
altogether  blind  them  to  the  comparative  insig- 
nificance of  their  rulers.  Anne  of  Saxony, 
though  the  youngest  was  also  the  favourite 
daughter  of  her  parents ;  and  from  them  as 
well  as  her  uncle  Maurice  she  had  received 
numerous  jewels,  besides  the  presents  lavished 
on  her  by  her  husband  and  his  family,  on  her 
marriage  and  afterwards.  It  was  on  those 
accumulated  stores  that  the  mercenary  eyes  of 
Scotus  were  fixed,  and  for  the  obtaining  of 
which  every  other  as  bad,  but  not  as  base, 
design  was  put  in  abeyance. 

We  must  not  stop  whatever  interest  our  tale 
may  possess,  by  dwelling  on  anterior  circum- 
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Stances,  tbe  result  of  which  is  already  known  to 
our  readers.  Scotus  obtained  possession  of  the 
jewels;  having  first  completely  subdued  the 
mind  of  their  too  credulous  owner,  to  the  belief 
in  his  integrity  as  well  as  the  conviction  of  his 
power.  He  had  succeeded  in  persuading  her 
that  for  the  furtherance  of  his  project  to  bring 
back  the  wandering  affections  of  her  husband, 
some  inestimable  and  almost  unpurchasable  ac- 
cessaries were  required,  to  obtain  which  a  sum 
of  money  was  wanting  quite  beyond  his  com. 
mand  ;  and  she  had  no  fund  on  which  to  draw 
for  it.  The  many  attempts  already  made  to 
effect  the  purpose  she  had  so  much  at  heart, 
and  with  such  varied  and  altogether  such  im- 
perfect success,  had  so  involved  her  in  the 
Italian^s  plans,  and  so  instigated  her  to  persist 
to  the  final  accomplishment  of  her  hopes,  that 
she  could  not  retreat,  even  if  she  would,  with- 
out incurring  his  reproaches  or  exciting  bis 
revenge.  In  the  early  parts  of  their  inter- 
course he  had  insinuated   himself  completely 
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into  ber  admiration  and  good  opinion.  As  it 
advanced  he  had  entirely  suoceded  in  making 
himself  an  object  of  dread.  She  looked  on  him 
at  length  as  a  being  of  superior  power,  and 
capable  of  any  means  for  its  exertion — as  a  sort 
of  malignant  genius,  by  whose  agency  a  good 
object  may  be  effected,  and  whose  wickedness 
would  stop  at.  nothing  for  the  attainment  of  a 
bad  one. 

But  before  she  obtained  this  conviction,  the 
most  fatal  step  of  her  intercourse  with  this  her 
evil  genius  had  been  taken.  Under  pretext  of 
examining  the  jewels  and  selecting  a  portion  of 
them,  to  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  her  relative 
the  Margrave  of  Anspach,  as  security  for  a 
secret  loan,  Scotus  had  obtained  possession  of 
the  whole ;  and  no  sooner  had  he  secured  them 
than  he  at  once  threw  off  the  mask,  and  avowed 
his  intention  of  making  use  of  some  of  them  for 
his  own  purposes,  and  keeping  the  rest  as  a 
pledge  for  her  secrecy  and  discretion.  In  the 
mean  time  persisting  that  he  had  the  power  of 
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bringing  back  the  duke  to  his  allegiance,  and 
promising  that  he  would  complete  that  object, 
besides  securing  to  her  a  harvest  of  some  mys- 
tical and  indescribable  happiness,  of  the  nature 
of  which  he  said  she  was  not  yet  capable  of 
forming  a  notion. 

A  moments  reflection  told  the  unfortunate 
duchess  that  she  was  completely  in  this  wretch'^s 
power.  During  the  process  of  his  various 
spells  and  incantations,  he  had  from  time  to 
time  obtained  from  her  sundry  personal  tokens, 
such  as  locks  of  her  hair,  trinkets  containing 
amulets  and  love  charms,  and  some  signatures 
of  her  name,  on  scraps  of  paper  to  which  the 
expert  juggler  had  appended  sentences  in  re- 
semblance of  her  writing,  and  conveying  senti« 
ments  of  most  criminal  tendency.  These  he 
without  hesitation  assured  her  he  would  produce, 
in  confirmation  of  a  direct  accusation  against 
her  conjugal  fidelity,  did  she  dare  to  reveal  the 
fact  of  his  being  the  possessor  of  the  jewels ; 
and  to  conceal  his  iniquity,  he  made  her  con« 
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sent  to  a  fabricated  story  of  their  being  stolen. 
To  give  a  greater  appearance  of  probability 
to  the  tale,  Scotus  took  every  measure  that  in- 
genious villany  could  devise ;  he  made  openings 
in  the  windows  and  door-panels  of  the  apart- 
ment where  the  jewels  were  usually  deposited, 
left  foot-prints  on  the  floors  and  traces  in  the 
garden,  where  forcible  entry  was  supposed  to 
have  been  effected,  taking  care  to  have  those  of 
a  size  different  to  his  own  feet ;  fixed  a  ladder 
against  the  garden  wall,  and  finally  he  placed 
one  or  two  of  the  empty  caskets  on  the  line  of 
probable  flight,  which  the  imagined  robber 
might  moat  naturally  have  taken. 

Grievous  was  the  regret  with  which  the  un- 
fortunate duchess  found  herself  entangled  in 
sudi  a  web  of  deceit  and  danger.  But  com- 
promised and  committed  as  she  was,  she  knew 
not  what  to  do ;  and  felt  escape  to  be  utterly 
iiopelesa.  She  was  buoyed  up,  also,  by  the  be- 
lief that  after  all  she  should  be  made  happy  by 
the  very  machinations  which  now  caused  her 
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such  misery.  As  to  the  real  and  right  course 
to  be  pursued — a  full  confession  to  her  husband, 
and  an  exposure  of  the  wretch  who  had  so 
worked  on  her  for  her  own  dishonour — she 
dared  not  harbour  the  thought.  Dread  of  the 
duke^s  anger,  of  the  Italian^s  vengeance,  of 
public  disgrace,  all  kept  her  silent ;  and  mixed 
with  all  there  was  that  infatuated  expectation 
of  ultimate  good,  which  had  her  mind  heea  left 
in  its  own  beautiful  purity,  she  had  known  to 
be  incompatible  with  such  base  means. 

The  fabricated  details  of  the  robbery  were 
sent  abroad  and  believed.  Suspicion  never  fell 
on  the  real  culprit,  or  on  his  hapless  associate. 
So  far  it  might  be  supposed  all  went  well. 
But  it  was  then,  in  fact,  that  her  anguish  of 
mind  began;  for  among  the  many  objects  on 
whom  calumny  endeavoured  to  fix  the  stigma 
of  infamy  the  duke  her  husband  was  himself 
included  !  His  extravagance  and  his  debts 
were  the  pretences  on  which  the  daring  insinua- 
tions were  based ;  and  the  original  propagator 
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of  this  monstrous  slander  was,  as  our  readers 
will  readily  believe,  Sootus  the  Italian.  But 
thofle  who  were  not  in  the  secret  of  his  infamy  in 
▼ain  endeavoured  to  trace  the  author;  several 
persons  being,  however,  most  ready  to  propa- 
gate  the  vile  invention. 

It  was  the  fate  of  Anne  of  Saxony,  like  al- 
most every  other  princess  who  marries  out  of 
her  own  immediate  country,  to  be  followed  to 
that  of  her  husband  by  several  household  syco- 
phants, who  invariably  endeavour  to  breed  dis- 
content in  the  mind  of  their  mistress,  magnifying 
the  demerits  of  her  adopted  home,  decrying 
whatever  is  good;  and  when,  as  in  her  case, 
the  wife  happens  to  be  of  a  more  elevated  family 
or  haughtier  lineage  than  the  sovereign  she  is 
mated  with,  instilling  on  every  possible  occasion 
disparaging  comparisons  between  what  was  her^s 
by  the  chance  of  birth  and  that  which  she  has 
chosen.     Few  princesses  have  the  good  sense  to 
perceive  what  a  bad  compliment  is  concealed 
under  this  flattery;   and  there  was  certainly 
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much  in  the  situation  of  the  Duchess  of  Saxe^ 
Coburg  to  excuse  her  for  not  forming  an  excep- 
tion. But  when,  emboldened  by  her  facility  in 
permitting  such  liberties  as  those,  one  or  two 
sneaking  dependents  dared  to  insinuate  their 
belief  in  the  calumny  against  her  husband'^s 
honour,  her  indignant  refutation  was  propor- 
tioned to  her  knowledge  of  his  innocence.  E^oi 
had  she  not  had  such  fatal  proof  of  the  latter 
in  her  own  consciousness,  she  had  as  certainly 
repelled  the  outrageous  supposition.  And  no 
answer  could  be  ventured  to  her  solemnly-urged 
questions — "  How  could  a  prince,  a  knight,  a 
gentleman,  stoop  to  so  vile  an  act? — or  how 
could  it  be  necessary  for  Atm,  who  had  only  to 
express  a  want,  to  hint  a  wish*  and  all  that  was 
her's  on  earth,  not  merely  ornamental  bauUea, 
but  the  minutest  necessaries  of  life,  had  been 
laid  at  his  feet?'' 

Even  those  who  believed  the  monstrous  ca-> 
lumny  were  struck  dumb  by  this  reasoning. 
But  it  was  soon  turned  into  a  new  subject  of 
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pnuse  to  the  conscience-stricken  utterer,  who 
was  lauded  still  higher  than  ever  for  her  im- 
puted magnanimous  forbearance;    while  she, 
who  could  by  one  sentence  have  confessed  and 
established  the  truth,  dared  not  open  her  lips. 
It  was  then  no  wonder  that  she  was  miserable, 
joor  were  her  expressions  of  mental  anguish 
^^^SLggerated.    Few  things  are  more  distressing 
to  an  ingenuous  mind  than  the  necessity  of  sub' 
mitting  to  undeserved  praise.    And  when  it  is 
at  the  expense  of  another's  innocence  and  honour, 
it  must  be  excruciating. 

Unable  longer  to  bear  the  sight  of  her  hus- 
band, of  her  tyrant,  or  of  the  scene  of  transac- 
tions which  so  sunk  her  in  her  own  respect,  the 
duchess  at  last  resolved  to  remove  for  awhile 
from  Coburg.  She  availed  herself  of  the 
opportunity  afforded  by  the  Conference  of 
Cologne,  to  which  the  idle,  the  curious,  or  it 
might  be,  as  in  her  own  case,  the  unhappy, 
were  flocking  from  many  parts  of  (Germany,  in 
search  of  pleasure.    Obtaining  the  ready  per- 
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mission  of  the  duke,  she  resolved  to  invite  her* 
self 9  as  has  been  told,  for  a  few  weeks*  visit  to 
Baron  Von  Kriechlingen,  the  old  friend  of  her 
family,  whose  daughters  had  been  long  known 
to  her  as  children  ;  but  the  facility  thus  given 
of  meeting  again,  in  uncontrolled  intercourse^ 
her  beloved  and  confidential  friend  Agnes  de 
Mansfeldt,  was  the  chief  inducement  with  the 
duchess.  She  wrote  her  such  a  letter  as  could 
not  fail  being  answered  in  person.  And  it  was 
accompanied  by  the  invitation  which  Duchess 
Anne  had  solicited  for  her  friend  from  the 
baron^s  family,  and  which  they,  as  Agnes's 
relatives,  were  delighted  to  send  to  her. 

But  another  consent  was  required  before 
those  projects  were  put  in  execution;  and  it 
was  with  the  terror  of  a  slave  soliciting  a  hooa 
from  his  taskmaster  that  the  duchess  requested 
it  from  Scotus.  He  readily  granted  his  sanc- 
tion, for  her  plan  precisely  tallied  with  his  ovm* 
Having  secured  the  means  of  appearing  at 
Cologne,  in  the  style  which  would,  as  he  had 


AGNES    DK    MANSFELDT.  221 

good  reason  to  believe,  be  the  best  passport  to 
the  notice  of  the  elector,  he  had  a  double  mo- 
tive in  approving  of  the  duchess  taking  the  same 
destination.  He  thus  secured  her  against  the 
chance  of  any  betrayal  of  their  joint  secret,  to 
which  conscience  or  accident  might  lead  her 
were  he  away;  and  he  was  not  sorry  to  have 
such  a  fear-fettered  instrument  as  she,  to  aid  in 
whatever  design  might  spring  up  during  his 
Expedition.  And  among  the  half-formed  pro- 
jects in  which  he  indulged  were  some  connected 
with  that  incomparable  being,  whose  beauty, 
virtue,  and  talent,  was  the  never-ceasing  theme 
of  her  scarce  too  partial  friend^s  eulogiums. 
Thus  Scotus  knew  Agnes  before  he  saw  her 
even  ;  and  the  impression  he  so  accurately  ob* 
served  her  personal  charms  to  have  made  on  the 
elector,  during  the  period  in  which  they  both 
saw  her  for  the  'first  time,  determined  him  to 
obtain  her,  if  possible,  as  an  auxiliary  in  his 
schemes  on  her  susceptible  admirer. 

As  soon  as  Scotus  was  assured  of  Duchess 
Anne's  arrangements,  he  set  out  from  Coburg ; 
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and  he  found  at  Hamburg  many  lapidaries  and 
moneyera-— as  speculating  capitalists  were  then 
called-«-to  facilitate  the  oonyersion  of  a  portion 
of  his  ill-gotten  treasure  into  cash.  Purchases 
of  various  kinds,  horses,  carriages,  and  appard, 
were  quickly  made ;  and  a  retinue  hired,  propor- 
tioned to  a  rank  much  more  elevated  than  that 
assumed  by  the  adventurer,  who  now  dubbed 
himself  count,  and  took  airs  that  would  have 
been  unbecoming  in  a  prince.  He  had  soon 
insinuated  himself  into  the  good  graces  of  the 
commercial  world  of  Hamburgh.  Where  gain 
was  the  chief  object  of  men^s  lives,  he  who  had 
wealth  was  sure  of  respect,  or  what  passed  for 
such.  But  is  this  reproach  only  due  to  the 
Hamburgh  moneyers  of  the  sixteenth  century  ? 
How  many  puritanical  pretenders  to-day  seek 
out,  associate  with,  and  fawn  to,  the  basest  and 
meanest  of  mankind,  whose  means  allow  them 
to  pander  to  the  appetites  of  those  sordid  syco- 
phants who  at  once  feed  on  and  despise  them  ? 

The  next  move  in  the  great  game  now  played 
by  Scotus,  brought  him  to  Cologne.     His  pro- 
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gress  there  has  been  related.  The  effect  pro- 
duced on  the  duchess  by  the  written  announce- 
jooent  of  his  arrival,  by  her  passing  view  of  him 
in  the  procession,  and  the  threatened  certainty 
of  his  appearance  in  the  very  house,  which  was 
no  longer  one  of  refuge  from  his  presence  or  of 
relief  against  her  wretchedness,  have  been  also 
told.  And  we  so  conclude  this  retrospective 
episode  in  the  drama,  of  which,  after  all,  these 
were  not  alone  the  chief  actors. 

While  the  duchess  lay  in  all  the  tortures  of 
solitude,  and  her  friends  either  watched  over  or 
lamented  her  situation,  and  the  domestics  of  the 
establishment 'were  running  to  and  fro  in  va- 
rious directions,  and  the  whole  of  Kriechlingen 
house  was  in  confusion,  old  Karl  Kreutzer 
sat  in  the  well-stuffed  comfort  of  his  large 
leathern  chair,  close  to  the  iron  stove  of  his 
lodge,  and  in  an  atmosphere  that  would  have 
suffocated  any  less  salamandrine  personage  than 
a  German  house^porter. 

It  has  often  struck  us  as  a  question  of  cu- 
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rioiis  speculatioD— how  did  the  good  folks  of 
Germany  contrive  to  kill  thought  before  the 
introduction  of  tobacco  and  the  invention  of 

4 

pipes  taught  men  to  smother  it  and  smoke-dry 
their  own  intellects,  after  the  present  fashion  P 
It  is  a  problem  now  hard  to  be  solved.  But 
we  must  only  hope,  for  the  honour  of  the  olden 
time,  that  modem  dullness  was  a  parallel  im- 
portation with  that  of  "  the  Virginian  weed,*** 
and  that  there  was  vivacity  and  vigour,  of 
mind  and  body  both,  ere  our  King  James  blew 
his  '^  counterblaste  ^  against  that  ^^  precious 
stinke,  hateful  to  the  nose,  harmful  to  the 
brain,  hurtful  to  the  lungs,  an<t  in  the  black 
fumes  thereof  nearest  resembb'ng  the  horrible 
Stygian  smoke  of  the  pit  that  is  bottomless. ''^^ 

Karl  Kreutzer  was,  however,  as  stupid  an 
individual  as  one  might  meet  even  in  the  porter's 
lodge  of  a  German  baron  to-day ;  only  alive> 
but  that  keenly  enough,  on  the  one  particular 
point  of  his  own  interest.    And  while  he  now 

*  King  Jameses  works — ^^  A  Counterblaste  to  Tobacco.** 
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sat  niminadng  on  the  events  of  the  last  twelve 
hours,  he  mentally  cast  up,  as  was  his  wont^ 
the  debtor  and  creditor  of  his  day's  account, 
and  strove  at  last  to  strike  a  balance. 

"  So  !•'  soliloquized  he—**  so  !  The  day  is 
well  nigh  over — the  evening  has  set  in — and 
night  is  fast  coming  on.  Good !  and  what  has 
this  new  dav  done  for  Karl  Kreutzer  ?  I  am 
some  fifteen  hours  older  than  I  was  when  I 
rose  with  the  sun.  How  much  the  wiser  or 
the  richer  am  I  at  his  down-going?  Two 
golden  ducats  for  vails,  besides  what  I  may 
reckon  on  from  this  young  duchess  for  carrying 
her  the  letter.  Got  wot  what  it  was  worth  !  but 
the  messenger  who  bare  it — and  she  was  a  won- 
drous wild  one— gave  me  cause  to  hold  it  as  a 
missive  of  high  price,  if  so  be  it  the  happiness 
of  this  fair  lady  was  dependent  thereon.  But 
what  matters  that  to  me  ?  Is  it  my  place  to 
pry  into  the  secrets  of  the  house — masters  or 
visitors,  servants  or  followers  ?  no,  no ;  a  wise 
porter  has  always  an  open  hand  for  what  comes 

L  3 
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in,  and  a  dosed  eye  for  what  passes  out — ^and 
easy  it  is  to  pass  at  hie  blind  sidey  who  can 
blink  right  or  left  as  occasion  requires.  Is  it 
my  concern,  forsooth !  if  the  groom  of  the 
chambers  steals  forth  at  night,  and  returns 
with  a  gentle  tap  at  the  window  by  day-break  ? 
am  I  to  ask  whence  comes  it?  as  he  puts  a 
broad  silver  piece  on  my  palm  with  his  right 
hand,  and  places  the  finger  of  his  left  on  his 
closed  lips,  as  much  as  to  say  mum !  Would 
that  be  becoming  ?  Or  if  a  veiled  lady  enters 
softly  at  night,  and  trips  up  the  back  stairs 
towards  the  young  chaplain^s  attic,  would 
it  be  gallant  or  civil  to  say  aback !  when 
I  know  she  will  come  stealthily  down  ere 
cock-crow,  and  his  reverence  by  her  side^ 
to  give  her  a  blessing  as  she  passes  the  gate, 
and  me  a  guilder  or  two  as  I  cautiously 
draw  the  bolt  behind  her?  Am  I,  Karl 
Kreutzer,  a  censor  of  morals  to  wicked  Cologne  P 
alas  and  alack  !  I  should  have  a  hard  task  of 
it.    And  if  the  kitchen-boy  carries  out  the 
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market  panniers  as  heavy  as  the  oook  sends  them 
in,  is  it  my  place  to  look  under  the  covers  and 
count  fragments— or  am  I  to  ask  if  the  flask<« 
be  full  or  empty  which  the  cellar-man  take^ 
forth  in  his  broad  breeches-pockets — or  refuse 
the  cold  pastry,  or  pot  of  conserves,  or  the 
choppine  of  Rhenish,  or  bottle  of  Malvoisie, 
which  my  fellow-servaats  drop  in  the  lodge  as 
they  pass  by  in  token  of  old  kindness  ?  Is  a 
porter  a  thief-catcher,  or  an  informer,  or  a  spy  ? 
GaMewahrei  If  he  turn  such  a  meddler  and 
make-mischief  my  branch  of  the  Christmas 
tree  would  run  small  risk  of  breaking  down  !* 
What  is  it  to  me  if  the  young  Baron  Ulrick 
slips  into  the  courtyard  and  lingers  in  the  gar- 
den, after  he  has  taken  leave  at  night  and  is 
believed  by  his  uncle  and  aunt  to  be  safe  in  his 

*  Old  Karl  here  alluded  to  the  German  cuitom  which 
still  exists — ^most  amiably— of  hanging  presents  of  various 
kinds  on  branches  cat  from  the  tops  of  young  fir-trees, 
which  are  lighted  up  and  decorated  in  a  very  tasteful 
fiuhion,  in  every  house  from  palace  to  cottage  on  Christ- 
mas eve. 
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college  at  Bonn  ;  while  Frauline  Freda,  Hear- 
Ten  bless  her !  steals  out  to  keep  him  company, 
albeit  her  worthy  parents,  my  good  masters, 
fancy  her  listening  to  Pastor  Scragglekopft'^s 
lecture  at  the  congregation's  church  hard  by  ? 
Would  it  be  meet  for  me,  who  winked  at  the 
wild  doings  of  her  father  in  his  early  days,  to 
thwart  the  innocent  pleasures  of  the  daughter 
now  that  he  is  old  ?  Who  goes  there  ?  who 
draws  the  postern  bolt  ?^' 

^*  It  is  only  I,  good  Karl,  going  forth  in 
baste  for  drugs  to  the  pharmacy  in  the  Kirch- 
gasse  for  the  sick  lady  above,^'  said  the  out- 
goer,  one  of  the  varlets,  so  despatched  by 
orders  of  the  baroness,  for  some  medicament 
of  which  her  store  was  deficient ;  and  taking 
advantage  of  the  errand  to  carry  off  some  of 
the  day's  spoils,  for  sale  at  a  not  distant 
tavern. 

^'  And  a  marvellous  slow  gate  dost  thou  go 
at,  honest  Simon,^'  said  Karl,  half  aloud.  **  He 
who  halts  on  his  road  to  the  doctor  hurries  on 
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his  way  to  the  fiend,  saith  the  proverb — and 
methinks  that  large  bundle  under  thy  cloak  is 
a  sort  of  passport  for  thy  safe  journey  !  But 
never  mind  !     It  is  no  matter  of  mine  I 

*'  When  the  thief  creepeth, 
The  watchman  sleepeth,* 

as  the  old  rhyme  has  it.  And  God^s  mercy ' 
let  him  who  is  paid  for  it  look  to  it,  as  the 
saying  is.  No!  never  be  it  told  of  Karl 
Kreutzer  that  he  peached  against  his  fellows. 
Thirty  years  and  more  have  I  sat  in  this  lodge, 
and  never  wronged  my  masters  myself,  nor 
meddled  with  those  who  did.  GoU  in  Him-' 
mdl  I  can  sleep  with  a  clear  conscience." 

With  these  words,  Karl  betook  himself  again 
to  his  easy  chair,  which  a  keener  perception  of 
right  and  wrong  might  have  perhaps  made  an 
uneasy  one.  But  he  was  of  that  class  of  men 
who  deceive  themselves  with  as  little  remorse 
as  they  cheat  others,  or  let  them  be  cheated, 
when  their  own  interest  is  at  stake. 

Scarcely  had  the  porter  began  to  doze,  when 
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he  was  aroused  by  a  gentle  tap  at  the  street 
casement  close  to  the  postern,  such  as  he  had 
alluded  to  erewhile  as  the  return  signal  of  the 
truant  groom  of  the  chambers,  as  well  as  others 
of  the  household  night  wanderers. 

<'  Who's  there  ?^  briskly  cried  Karl,  without 
stirring  from  his  stet  or  moving  limb  or  muscle; 
long  habit  having  accustomed  him  to  sleep,  as 
it  were,  like  a  hare,  with  his  eyes  open,  and  to 
call  out  instinctively  at  the  slightest  sound. 

^<  Gome  hither,  kind  master  Karl  ?''''  said  a 
voice  at  the  window. 

<^  Aye,  aye,  it  is  ever  thus — kind  master 
Karl,  good  master  Karl,  honest  master  Karl, 
whenever  they  have  anything  to  ask  for.  But 
when  otherwise,  this  honest,  good,  kind  gossip 
of  their's  is  only  a  surly,  churUsh,  dogged  old 
fellow.  And  were  I  but  to  lose  my  place — 
what  would  it  be  then  ?^ 

"  Oood  Karl,  it  is  me— open  the  gate  !'* 

^^  And  who  the  fiend  are  you  ?^  said  the  old 
man  grumbling  as  he  left  his  seat  and  moved 
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towards  the  window.  <<  You  fonooth  !  I  am  ex- 
pected to  know  every  one,  am  I  ?  Here  it  was 
only  this  forenoon  that  an  ill-favoured  varlet  I 
never  before  clapped  eyes  upon  called  out  that 
he  was  my  friend  Caspar  Schott — while  a 
ragged-skirted  wench,  as  strange-faced  as  im- 
pudent, would  have  thrust  her  squalling  child 
into  my  lodge  for  old  acquaintance  sake !  and 
another — ^ 

**  Master  Karl  !^  said  the  voice,  and  a  gentle 
tap  accompanied  the  call. 

"  Well,  well,  I'm  coming  a'nt  I  ?  Walk  in 
and  tell  your  business,  be  ye  whom  ye  may,^ 
exclaimed  the  testy  Cerberus,  drawing  the  cord 
that  raised  the  spring-latch  of  the  postern,  and 
looking  at  the  same  time,  like  a  trusty  sentinel, 
from  the  one-paned  window,  to  mark  if  the  new 
comer  was  one  who  might  or  might  not  pass  at 
his  blind  side.  But  when  h^  caught  a  full 
view  of  the  old  woman  who  had  so  bribed  and 
so  frightened  him  in  the  morning,  he  started 
back  a  pace  or  two,  and  his  knees  knocked  to- 
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gether  as  she  stepped  into  the  lodge  and  closed 
the  door  behind  her. 

*^  Kind  Master  Karl,  I  told  you  we  should 
meet  again,^  said  she,  unceremoniously  seating 
herself  (in  a  very  unfeminine  posture  as  Karl 
thought)  on  a  low  stool  beside  the  stove. 

*^  Sit  down  in  your  chair,^  continued  she; 
and  Karl  obeyed  mechanically,  albeit  unused 
to  have  the  honours  of  his  strong-hold  done  by 
another. 

^^  And  now  that  you  are  seated  again  on 
your  throne  like  a  king,  let  me  look  at  your 
palm  that  I  may  see  what  good  will  betide  ye 
to -night."** 

Karl  had  a  particular  horror  of  chiromancy 
and  all  sorts  of  fortune-telling,  ever  since  an 
old  witch  had  prophecied  in  his  boyhood  that 
he  would  live  a  bachelor  and  die  a  beggar. 
The  first  part  of  the  prophecy  he  had  been  ever 
afraid  to  belie,  and  the  latter  was  a  subject  of 
perpetual  dread  and  growing  avarice.  No- 
thing but  his  expectation  of  gain  from  his  con- 
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nexion  with  the  old  woman  could  have  induced 
him  to  hold  forth  his  open  hand ;  and  while  \^e 
did  so,  he  said  in  a  plaintive  tone, 

^^  Grood  dame,  speak  no  ill  of  me  or  my  for- 
tune. I  hate  to  hear  bad  news,  all  king  as  you 
would  christen  me-— aye  as  much  as  the  mo- 
narch of  France  himself;  and  they  say  King 
Henry  has  just  put  down  the  Paris  almanacs, 
rather  than  suffer  their  predictions  to  go  abroad 
— and  a  good  example  it  is  for  the  world. 
Deal  gently  with  my  hand-lines  and  lineaments, 
kind  mother !  Don^t  tell  me  that  I  am  to  be 
hanged  or  drowned — I  like  not  to  look  forward 
on  a  violent  end ;  and  howbeit  I  must  die  in 
poverty,  let  it  be  at  least  on  a  pallet  of  clean 
straw.     There  r 

And  with  the  concluding  word  he  stretched 
forth  his  hand,  turning  aside  his  head  the 
while,  as  though  he  had  been  holding  out  his 
limb  for  amputation.  Nor  could  the  first 
cut  of  the  surgeon^s  knife  have  caused  a  more 
sudden  start  to  a  nervous  patient  than  did  the 


234  A6N£8   D£    MANSFSLDT. 

slap  on  the  open  palm  given  to  Karl  Kreutser 
by  that  of  his  companion  produce  in  him. 

<<  There  !^  exclaimed  the  operator,  echoing 
the  porter^s  word,  "  hold  your  fist  now  firm 
shut,  and  good  luck  will  be  sure  to  come  to  it."" 

Karl  religiously  performed  this  bidding, 
though  his  nerves  tingled  with  pain  from  fin- 
gers^ point  to  elbow;  and  he  stared  without 
speaking  a  word,  as  the  old  woman  went  on. 

"  Well  Karl,  you  did  your  business  like  a 
good  messenger  this  morning.  The  drug  work- 
ed well.'' 

^^  The  drug !  Gottbewahre  I  I  gave  no  drug 
—•I  deny  it — I  call  the  town  council  and  his 
highness  the  elector  to  witness,  if  she  dies  by 
foul  means  it  is  none  of  my  doing,^  cried  the 
terrified  porter,  the  dread  of  being  even  by 
implication  a  poisoner  overcoming  all  other 
fear;  and  as  he  spoke  he  attempted  to  rise, 
but  he  was  held  fast  by  a  strong  grasp,  his 
hand  opening  in  the  struggle,  and  two  double 
ducatoons,  with  a  small  billet  in  the  form  of 
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that  he  bad  deUvered  in  the  morning,  falling 
on  die  floor. 

'*  See,  see  man,  what  a  ahower  of  good  things 
fidls  fiom  your  own  hands.  What  are  you 
scared  at?  Drug  is  but  a  mystical  word 
that  means  letter  in  plain  speech,  so  take  up 
your  money,  and  that  other  gentle  missive, 
and  let  both  go  quickly  the  same  road  as  the 
last'' 

*<  Oh,  if  so  all  is  right — good  !  good  !^  said 
the  porter,  ever  convinced  by  the  explanation 
that  was  accompanied  by  a  fee.  */ 1  am  willing, 
worthy  dame,  to  do  the  service  that  is  so  nobly 
requited,  but  I  must  protest  against  false 
alarms.  I  am  easily  shaken  by  the  fear  of 
foul  play,  and  the  duchess  being  so  fearfully 
iU ^^ 

«'  What  do  you  say  ?— ill  9"^  cried  the  old 
woman,  grasping  the  porter's  arm. 

*^  Aye,  by  my  soul,  good  dame,  and  if  they 
speak  truly  through  the  mansion,  grievously 
ill.     I  hope,  I  hope  dame,  nought  of  evil  was 
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^x>nveyed  in  that  silk-bound  scented  billet— no 
poisonous  perfumes,  no  unction,  that  touching 
the  skin  takes  the  life — no*^ 

*'  Hush,  master  porter,  hush  1  Do  you  not 
hear  a  tap  at  your  street  window  ?" 

««  Body  o'  me  I  yes.  You  have  a  keen  ear 
for  a  signal  tap,  good  dame,  to  hear  it  before 
Karl  Kreutzer !"" 

While  the  porter  spoke,  his  companion 
sprang  from  her  stool  with  great  agility,  and 
hid  herself  behind  a  curtain,  which  hung  across 
the  alcove  that  contained  the  functionary's 
bed.  In  the  mean  time  Karl  pulled  his  string, 
opened  the  postern,  and  gave  admittance  to  a 
man  wrapped  in  a  dark  mantle. 

^^  Save  you,  master  porter  !^^  said  he,  with  an 
unbending  air,  and  at  the  same  time  keeping 
his  face  closely  concealed.  *^  These  are  busy 
times  ;  you  have  several  strangers  in  the  house, 
have  you  not  f 

^^  Many  more  than  I  wish  for,  and  some  that 
might  be  well  spared — ^no  oflPence,  sir  stranger,^ 
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replied  Karl,     *^  And  what  may  it  be  that 
brings  you  to  swell  the  number  ?^ 

"  We  are  alone,  good  fellow  ?*"  asked  the 
other,  in  an  authoritative  tone.  Karl,  wishuig 
to  meet  this  by  his  usual  self-important  style, 
and  at  the  same  time  held  doubly  in  check 
by  the  stranger''s  haughty  deportment  and  the 
fear  of  his  discovering  the  secrets  of  the  alcove, 
replied  to  one  question  by  a  few  others. 

*'  Do  you  see  any  one  else  here  ?  Have  you 
ever  heard  that  I  was  a  married  man  ?  Do 
you  suspect  me  of  concealing  a  listener  behind 
tbe  curtain  to  catch  every  stray  idler  that 
chooses  to  come  and  pump  me  for  news  ?** 

^^  No  offence,  no  offence,  master  porter  ;  it  is 
only  that  I  wished  just  to  obtain  your  good 
offices  with  regard  to  one  of  the  lady  visitors, 
who  now  abide  here.**^ 

^*  Why  as  for  that  my  master,  I  am  never 
unwilling  to  do  a  good  turn  (aa  there  are  those 
not  far  off  who  could  testify)  when  the  fair  sex 
is  concerned;  howbeit  I  have  ever  kept  clear  of 
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them  on  my  own  score-— but  there  maj  be  a 
fate  in  that/^  said  Karl,  softened  by  the  chance 
of  a  coming  douceur,  ''and  as  I  always  con- 
sider  " 

''  So !  so !  enough,  enough  !  wilt  thou  then 
undertake  to  deliver  this  secretly  to  What 
means  thy  grinning  P  Off  hands,  fellow  !'*  said 
the  stranger,  stepping  back,  his  sentence 
broken,  and  his  temper,  it  would  seem,  some- 
what  ruffled,  by  the  imperfect  winks  which 
Karl  dared  not  bring  decidedly  to  bear  on  the 
alcove,  and  by  the  downward  pluck  he  gave  to 
the  stranger's  mantle,  as  the  latter  thought  with 
a  design  of  uncovering  his  face. 

<'  Fellow  !  off  hands !  poiz  tauaend  I  Is  it 
thus  a  favour  is  to  be  required  ?  Is  that  lan- 
guage from  him  who  asks  to  him  who  is  ex- 
pected to  grant?  Gott  in  Himmel!  but 
the  world  is  turning  round,  and  the  wrong 
way,  methinks !  Moreover  this  is  no  time  to 
send  missives  to  a  lady  who  is  sore  sick. — 
Better  come    to*morrow;    no  one  may    now 
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approach  the  Duchess  Anne;  better  come  to- 


morrow.^ 


Of  this  speech  of  the  porter,  the  angry  parts 
were  all  affected,  and  the  latter  prompted  by  a 
wish  to  keep  the  communication,  which  he  took 
it  for  granted  was  for  the  duchess,  free  from 
the  reach  of  the  old  woman.  He  was  too 
stupid  to  recollect  that  there  was  another 
strange  lady  in  the  house. 

"  Verily,  my  honest  fellow,  thou  art  wroth 
with  little  reason,  and  thy  ire  overmasters  thy 
wit.  I  meant  not  any  offence-— nor  is  this 
missive  intended  for  the  Duchess  of  Saxe-Co- 
burg.  I  would  confide  it  to  thee  to  be  delivered 
to  Countess  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt.  Wilt  thou, 
take  charge  of  it?^ 

^^  O  hoi  The  Countess  Agnes!  oh,  that  is  a 
very  different  affair.  Aye,  marry,  that  I  will, 
for  she  seems  a  kind-hearted  lady.  She  smiled 
like  an  angel  when  I  went  up  to  the  balcony 
to-day  with  the  letter  for — hem!  hem!  When 
I  went  up  to  the  gallery*^- 
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*<  Well,  well  I  all  that  is  unimportant  now» 
Take  means  to  place  this  in  the  young  ooun* 
tess's  hands  by  noon  to-morrow,  and  you  will  do 
me  a  favour,  and  yourself  no  disservice.  Let 
this  be  the  token  !^ 

With  these  words  the  stranger  slipped  a 
piece  of  money  into  the  porter's  hand,  and  with 
a  hasty  and  haughty  adieu,  he  disappeared. 

''  Good  night!  Sleep  well  l^  said  Karl  as  the 
postern  closed;  and  ere  he  could  turn  round 
towards  the  alcove,  its  secret  tenant  had  nimbly 
darted  from  it,  and  snatched  the  letter  from  bis 
hand. 

*^  Hold,  dame,  hold  !  or  rather,  let  me  say» 
let  loose  your  hold— That  fair  missive^ 

*^  Peace  fool,  peace  !^  exclaimed  the  other, 
stamping  his  foot — aye  his!  But  our  readers 
have  already  detected  the  sex  of  this  mysterious 
person.  And  poor  Karl  Kreutzer  could  do 
longer  be  deceived  in  it,  as  he  looked  gaping  oa 
his  companion,  whose  tall  figure,  springing  up 
suddenly  from  his  former  stooping  posture. 
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appeared,  id  its  female  drapery,  gigantic ; 
whose  voice  sounded  like  the  explosion  of  a 
falconet;  and  the  grasp  of  whose  hand  seemed 
to  have  crushed  the  sinews  and  muscles  of  the 
electrified  porter*s  arm. 

The  keen  eye  of  the  stranger  darted  in  an 
instant  into  the  folds  of  the  paper,  which  he 
held  up  to  the  lamp  that  burned  on  the  table; 
and  he  saw  its  contents  with  a  glance.  He 
then  placed  it  in  KarPs  hand ;  and  uttering,  in 
a  most  impressive  tone,  an  injunction  to  deliver 
both  missives  with  the  greatest  care  and  speed, 
he  tucked  up  his  attire  in  the  compactest  man- 
ner, darted  through  the  postern,  and  disap- 
peared in  a  twinkling,  baffling  the  rapid  move- 
ment of  old  Earl's  thrust-out  head  and  the 
search  of  his  peering  eyes. 

**  Herr  Jenns  r  muttered  the  latter,  as  he 
withdrew  into  his  den,  **  well  might  Pastor 
Scragglekopft  say  in  his  discourse,  Yore  yes- 
terday, that  intrigue  and  mystery  would  spread 
tneir  dark  mantle  over  Cologne,  and  the  devil 
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hold  fast  the  coiDers  during  the  conference.  It 
is  come  to  pass,  it  is  come  to  pass !  The  holy 
man  spoke  the  words  of  truth — and  now  let 
every  one  look  to  his  own.  Then  what  can  this 
new  secret  be,  concerning  the  young  countess 
above  ?  It  feels  heavier  than  a  mere  missive, 
or  a  copy  of  love-lines  sent  by  some  crazy  poet 
for  a  compliment.  Let  me  see,  but  first  let  me 
look  at  the  fee — ^the  viaticum  as  the  chaplain 
laughingly  calls  his  little  present  to  pay  the 
travelling  expenses  of  these  adventuring  letters. 
It  felt  very  like  a  guilder — ^but  that  strapping 
masquerader  took  the  power  of  touch  out  of 
my  fingers  by  his  rude  grasp.  What !  a  broad 
doubloon!  Gott  in  Himmel!  but  I  thought 
he  was  a  brave  gallant,  that  proud-spoken 
cloak-wrapped  messenger.     Now  for  a  peep 

into  his who's  there  again?     In  the  name 

of  all  the  fiends,  who^s  there  ?     Is  there  to  be 

no  peace  for  me  to-night  ?  Who's  there,  I  say  ?^ 

"  Open,  Karl,   open  quickly !     I^m  out  of 

breath  with  running  from  the  pharmacy^ — open. 
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open!''    cried  the   servant   outside,   knocking 
loudly  on  the  postern  the  while. 

"  Running  from  the  pharmacy  !  running 
irom  the  tavemers',  lying  knave  r  muttered 
Karl,  as  he  leisurely  pulled  the  bolt-string, 
having  first  placed  the  two  letters  in  a  strong 
box,  for  after  examination.  «  Ah,  it  is  you, 
honest  Simon?''  continued  he,  as  the  varlet 
entered,  "  how  those  lazy  apothekes  keep  folk 
waiting.** 

"  Aye  that  they  do,  Karl— is  the  duchess  no 
worse  for  the  delay  P**  asked  the  breathless 
man,  passing  in  speed  towards  the  stair-case. 

'*  What  know  I  of  duchesses  you  dog  !  up, 
up  stairs  with  your  drugs.  If  she  is  the  worse 
for  tarrying,  ten  to  one  she  will  be  little  the 
better  for  taking.  Ah,  Gott  in  Himmel  I  may 
I  be  saved  from  the  two  great  curses  of  life^— 
fortune-telling  and  physic  f  But  Heaven  pre- 
serve this  duchess  meanwhile — she  has,  as  yet, 
been  no  thorn  in  the  side  of  honest  Karl 
Kreutzer;'*  and  so  muttering  into  the  broad 
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end,  as  it  might  be  said,  of  his  own  trumpet, 
this  gentle  note  of  self-praise  and  selfishness 
died  away,  without  even  an  echo  for  the  ear  of 
the  world.  How  many  a  more  important  indi* 
vidual  than  the  old  porter  is  this  moment,  even 
while  we  write,  silently  breathing  out  a  some- 
what similar  tribute  to  the  omnipotence  of  ego- 
tism ! 

Just  at  the  time  that  old  Karl  Ereutzer  was 
murmuring  this  illustration  of  the  universal 
principle,  the  Elector-archbishop  of  Cologne 
was  throwing  off  a  dark  cloak,  with  the  aid  of 
Walram  his  faithful  valet,  in  that  private  cabi- 
net in  which  he  had  held  the  interview  with 
Count  Nuenar. 

"  Thou  art  sure,  Walram,"  said  he,  "  that 
none  observed  me  going  out,  nor  as  I  entered 
by  the  private  way  ?*" 

^*  None,  your  highness.  I  watched  care- 
fully, and  led  off  one  or  two  stragglers  of  the 
household  who  lingered  in  the  west  corridor — 
none  others  were  in  the  way  of  observation.'*^ 
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**  Right,  Walram,  thou  hast  done  well — 
give  me  a  sober  suit  of  black  now,  I  must 
▼isit  the  nuncio  to-night.  Say  not  that  I 
have  been  abroad — thou  knowest  I  do  not 
wish ^ 

"  To  have  your  highness's  private  charities 
pryed  into— I  know  it  well.'*' 

'^  Ah  !  Walram,'^  said  the  elector  smiling, 
^*  thou  art  the  best  of  confidents.  Thou 
wouldst  persuade  me  that  thou  knowest  not 
ihy  secret  doings,  and  conceal  even  from  thy- 
self what  I  confide  to  thee.  Thou,  at  least, 
will  never  betray  me,  Walram  ?*' 

**  Gkxxl,  your  highness,  I  have  nought  to  be- 
tray— I  know  nothing  of  your  highness  that 
might  not  he  told  to  the  town  council,  and 
lauded  by  Johan  Hilpaert,  your  worst  enemy." 

"  Go  to,  Walram — ^you  flatter  too  well,'^ 
continued  the  elector,  as  he  pursued  the  opera- 
tion of  the  toilette.  ^'  So  !  this  grave  attire  is 
good  for  to-night ;  but  for  to-morrow^s  dinner, 
Walram^  my  last  new  suit  of  purple  and  gold, 
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and  all  my  rings — all  my  orders— remember. 
Walram,  all.^ 

"  Yes,  your  highness.^ 

"  Thou  knowest  the  whole  conference  feasts 
with  me — and  neither  proud  d'Arschot,  nor 
vain»glorious  Terranova  must  even  approach 
me  in  splendour  !^' 

To  these  last  words^  uttered  but  half  aloud 
and  even  that  unconsciously,  the  prudent  con- 
fident made  no  reply. 

^VAll  shall  be  ready,  your  highness.  And 
for  supper  at  Baron  Von  Kriechlingen's,  how 
will  it  please  your  highness  to  be  dressed  ?'* 

**  How  ?  as  at  dinner,  to  be  sure,— in  my 
most  proud  display  !'^ 

"  Your  highness — if  I  dare  remind  you  of 
it,  said  Hwas  a  private  supper-party.*" 

"  And  so  it  is,  Walram — so  private  that  I 
would  not  have  my  going  bruited  much  abroad. 
But  nevertheless,  I  would  appear  at  it  in  a 
blaze  of  splendour.  Yes  !  she  shall  see  me  as  Se- 
mele  saw  Jove,  but  not  be  consumed  like  her!^ 
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"  Your  highness  ?**  said  the  valet,  stepping 
dose  to  his  lord,  curiosity  overcoming  for  a 
moment  his  previous  caution. 

*^  I  spoke  not — or  if  I  did  Hwas  not  for  thee, 
good  Walram.  Has  Count  Scotus  taken  pos* 
senion  of  his  apartment  ?*^ 

''  Hb  has,  your  highness,  an  hour  gone." 

**  I  will  visit  him  there,'*  said  the  elector, 
waving  his^  hand  as  he  left  the  cabinet,  and 
went  into  a  narrow  passage  leading  to  the 
apartment  allotted  to  the  Italian^s  use,  which 
opened  out  upon  a  terrace  in  the  extensive  gar- 
dens of  the  palace. 

'^  He  might  as  well  have  spoken  it  outright 
at  once — I  shall  soon  know  the  secret,  be  it 
what  it  may,^  thought  Walram,  as  his  lord 
disappeared.  ^*  But  do  I  not  see  already  that 
a  new  amour  lifts  him  up  thus  above  his 
usual  bearing  ?  And  shall  I  quarrel  with  that  ? 
DO,  no,  the  flood-gates  of  generosity  are  ever 
open  when  a  rich  man  falls  In  love — ^and  he 
who  stands  close  by,  as  I  do  in  this  case, 
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has  only  to  hold  forth  his  nets  to  have  them 

filled  r 

During  this  pithy  soliloquy,  the  elector  had 
reached  his  guest's  apartment ;  and  entering, 
without  any  form  of  state  approach,  he  found 
him  sitting  in  a  loose  robe,  with  books  and 
papers  spread  on  a  table  before  him ;  while  his 
secretary  assisted  in  their  arrangement,  and  a 
couple  of  valets  were  busied  in  the  disposal 
of  various  rich  articles  of  dress  in  the  ward- 
robes around. 

After  a  few  complimentary  words  exchanged 
between  the  assiduous  host  and  the  well-pleased 
guest,  the  secretary  and  valets  having  respect- 
fully quitted  the  room — ^the  elector'^s  eye  was 
caught  by  an  enamelled  miniature  which  lay 
on  the  table.  He  felt  the  deep  blush  which 
suffused  his  face,  as  he  started  in  astonish- 
ment. 

^<  Does  your  highness  think  it  like  !*^  said 
Scotus,  carelessly. 

**  Count,"  replied  the  elector,  in  a  tone  be- 
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tweea  embarrassment  and  sternness,  '^  this  is  a 
strange  coincidence  r 

A  rapid  suspicion  darted  across  his  mind. 
Could  the  fair  being  who  had  so  fixed  his 
thoughts  have  conspired  with  this  Italian  to 
lead  him  into  an  intrigue  ? 

'^  Strange  ?  That  your  highness  should  find 
a  friend  willing  and  able  to  outstrip  your 
wishes  ?  Take  the  picture  and  wear  it — a  lock 
of  her  glossy  hair  is  within  the  enamelled 
cover."" 

*^Do  you  know  Countess  Agnes  de  Mans- 
feldt  ?^  asked  the  elector,  fixing  a  keen  glance 
on  Scotus. 

**  As  your  highness  does— I  saw  her  in  tiie 
balcony  to-day,  for  the  first  and  only  time.'*' 

^*  Then  let  me  ask — and  answer  me  fairly 
aod  frankly,  count — ^how  comes  it  that  you 
have  divined  my  thoughts.^  How,  that  this 
lovely  portrait  of  a  lovelier  model  lies  ready 
to  meet — to  fascinate  me  here  ?^ 

*'  How  is  it,  your  highness,  that  the  fair 
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original^s  thoughts  are  fixed  on  you  this  mo- 
ment ?  and  that  the  embroidered  heart,  pierced 
with  your  fond  device,  is  now  in  her  trembling 
hand  ?" 

'^  By  Heavens  this  is  too  much  !  There  is 
jugglery  in  this!^  exclaimed  the  elector,  start- 
ing back  still  another  step. 

^^  Jugglery  means  falsehood — Do  I  speak 
that  or  truth  ?"  calmly  replied  the  Italian. 

^^  How  know  you  of  that  foolish  present  ? 
How  have  you  this  divining  power  P  How  is 
it  you  thus  pierce  my  secret  thoughts  and  un- 
told actions?-  Tell  me,  Count  Scotus,  for  I 
must  be  resolved." 

^'  Am  I  a  man  to  be  thus  catechised  and  thus 
suspected.^  were  it  not  better  to  make  my 
power  of  use  ?  This  is  no  common-place  amour. 
Had  it  been  so,  a  less  agency  than  mine  might 
have  sufficed.*^ 

^^  Amour !  agency  !  These  words  are  misap- 
plied— I  disown  the  imputation  of  the  one — I 
require  not  the  other. *"• 
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*^  Yet  the  first  is  a  positive  fact — the  latter 
an  invincible  necessity.  Methinks  your  high- 
ness would  do  well  to  pause  awhile,  before  you 
reject  clear  evidence  and  predetermined  aid.*' 

«  Predetermined  T 

*^  Your  highness  must  feel  the  deep  convic- 
tion that  I  am  not  speaking  lightly — and  you 
cannot  believe  that  I  am  here  by  mere  chance 
at  such  a  crisis.     There  is  a  destiny — "*' 

^^  I  do  believe  there  is — and  if  I  am  its  sport 
you  may  well  be  its  instrument  !'^  said  the 
elector,  solemnly;  for  he  felt  one  of  those 
sudden  impulses  of  conviction  of  which  minds 
like  his  are  so  susceptible.  ^'  Hark  ye,  Count 
Scotus,^  continued  he,  <*  you  have  raised  a 
host  of  feelings,  a  crowd  of  thought,  that  had 
no  previous  existence.  You  have  blown  into  a 
flame  of  wondrous  intensity,  what  was  but  a 
mere  spark  of  passing  sentiment.  I  know  not 
how  this  is — I  know  not  rightly  my  own  feel- 
ings, your  influence,  nor  her  power.  I  am  in  a 
maze  of  perplexed  sensation,  and  spell-drawn 
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towards  a  solution  of  this  exciting  mystery. 
Whether  it  be  fate,  or  my  own  doing,  I  know 
not, — but  certes  you  have  discovered  or  I  be- 
trayed the  bud  of  an  incipient  thought,  which 
ripens  fast  to  full-blown  passion.  Be  it  so  !  I 
scorn  to  shrink  from  aught  that  may  betide.  I 
will  go  forward  in  this  path — and  judge  at 
least  with  my  own  heart's  conviction  of  the 
secret  workings  which  hurry  me  along.**^ 

^^  Your  highness  shall  want  no  guide  while  I 
am  with  you.**' 

^*  Good,  good  !  Be  it  so  again  !  To-morrow 
night  will  tell  me  more  of  this.  Will  you, 
count,  give  me  this-  almost  too  lovely  yet  not 
too  flattering  effigy  ?^ 

"  It  is  your  highnesses  own  —look  here  !*• 
with  these  words  Sootus  touched  the  spring  in 
the  back  of  the  miniature ;  and  there,  in  a  lock 
of  Agn^s'^s  hair,  was  evident  the  initials  of  her 
name  ingeniously  intertwined  with  those  of 
Ghebhard  Truchses,  in  gold-twisted  wire. 

."  ^Tis  wondrous  strange  I^^  said  the  elector. 
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taking  the  portrait.  He  gazed  on  it  awhile ; 
then  placed  it  in  his  bosom ;  and  after  a  few 
words  more,  retired. 

We  need  scarcely  add  that  Scotus  himself 
was  the  old  woman  who  preceded,  so  fortunately 
for  his  own  plans,  the  visit  of  the  elector  to 
Karl  Kreutzer^s  lodge.  And  it  will  be  as 
easily  divined  that  the  [>icture  of  Agnes  was 
obtained  among  Duchess  Anne*s  precious  trin- 
kets ;  and  that  the  Italian  s  ingenious  fingers 
had  worked  the  wire-drawn  initials  together,  in 
the  interval  of  his  retiring  from  the  dinner- 
party, and  his  going  out  at  night-fall  to  leave 
the  second  billet  for  his  unfortunate  victim. 
The  bustle  in  the  palace,  and  the  passing  to 
and  fro  of  his  attendants  with  luggage,  books, 
&c.  allowed  him  to  slip  out  and  return  unob- 
served, by  the  aid  of  ready-made  master-keys, 
with  which  he  opened  at  will  the  garden-gates, 
as  well  as  those  of  the  mansion  itself. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


The  supper  party,  so  anxiously  looked  for, 
took  place.  The  expectations  of  those  who 
reckoned  on  it  as  a  kind  of  touchstone  to  their 
hopes  and  their  designs  were  more  than  fulfilled. 
Ohebhard  Truchses  was  satisfied  that  he  had 
found,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  a  woaian, 
whose  beauty,  manners,  and  mind  were  all  on  a 
par  of  lofty  elegance,  yet  whose  pride  was  with- 
out arrogance,  whose  vivacity  without  conceit, 
and  whose  modestv  without  meanness.  Thus 
far  one  long  evening  of  familiar  intercourse 
enabled  our  hero  unerringly  to  judge.  There 
was  an  open  dignity  on  the  very  surface  of 
Agnes^s  demeanour,  which  might  be  read  like 
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an  unclasped  volume.  Truchses  did  not  pre- 
tend to  divine  at  once  the  secret  springs  of  her 
character.  In  fact  his  thoughts  did  not  dive  so 
deeply.  Who  for  the  first  time  in  society  with 
the  heing  whose  attractions  captivate  His  heart, 
dreams  of  fathoming  the  silent  channels  of 
ber's  ?  These  are  the  subjects  for  after-thought. 
To  imagine  an  immediate  inquest  into  them  is 
to  suppose  an  influence  which  no  woman  excites 
at  first  sight,  because  no  man  believes  himself 
to  be  at  once  in  love,  and  nothing  else  would 
justify  or  even  suggest  such  profound  inquiry. 
It  is  when,  after  repeated  meetings,  the  lover 
feels  himself  enthralled,  that  he  commences  an 
examination  which  reason  tells  him  to  be  neces- 
sary to  his  future  happiness.  But  then  it  is 
too  late.  His  mind  has  lost  its  analyzing  power. 
It  is  imbued  with  one  colour — rose,  as  it  has 
been  fragrantly  and  fancifully  called, — which 
tinctures  everything,  sometimes  falsely,  but 
still  happily^for  much  that  might  check  the 
ardour  of  a  mere  admirer  is  seen  through  pas- 
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sion'^s  prism^  in  soft-blending  hues  of  beauty. 
And,  blessed  construction  of  the  human  mind  ! 
this  is  not  merely  for  man^s  deception.  For 
the  mysterious  action  of  love  is  double ;  and 
while  it  makes  the  lover  see  perfection  in  defect, 
it  often  converts  the  faults  of  the  beloved  one 
into  solid  elements  for  mutual  delight — exciting 
indolence,  controlling  vanity,  and  concentrating 
a  thousand  vapoury  levities  into  one  pure  and 
chrystalized  affection.  And  what  unimagined 
faculties  does  not  lover's  radiance  bring  to  light  f 
But  this  is  perhaps  irrelevant — at  least  prema- 
ture. 

Ghebhard  Truchses  had  sought  this  meeting 
with  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt,  prepared  for  its 
result.  His  imagination  had  been  highly 
wrought.  He  knew  he  was  approaching  a  rare 
specimen  of  female  loveliness,  and  he  came  like 
an  idolater  to  the  altar  of  a  long- worshipped 
divinity.  He  believed  besides,  or  fancied  he 
believed,  that  an  agency  more  than  mortal 
urged  him  on.     And  he  was  not  left  in  solitude 


AGNES   DE    MAl^SFELBT.  28? 

widi  this  inspiring  abstraction.  Scotus  took 
care  that  the  notion  should  not  evaporate.  The 
night  of  self-enchantment  which  Truchses  passed 
alone  was  followed  by  a  day  of  artful  excite- 
ment^  on  the  part  of  him  whose  influence  he 
courted  rather  than  repelled.  His  morning 
labours  with  his  coadjutors  of  the  conference, 
his  dinner  duties  with  those  haughty  guests, 
engaged  without  occupying  his  mind,  and 
irritated  a  spirit  impatient  of  <x)ntrol  and  im- 
petuous in  action.  Every  hour  that  brought 
him  nearer  to  the  one  he  yearned  for,  was  like 
those  which  lead  a  captive  to  enlargement. 
And,  like  him  who  sees  through  prison  bars  the 
open  fields  of  freedom,  he  exaggerated  the  en- 
joyments from  which  he  was  held  back— if 
aught,  indeed,  can  over-rate  the  charms  of 
liberty  or  the  enchantments  of  love. 

Agnes,  in  her  turn,  felt  the  whole  force  of 
the  impulsion  which  had  hurried  on  her  enthu- 
siastic admirer.  His  animation,  his  energy,  his 
brilliant  display  of  dress  and  ornament,  the 
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flush  of  exdtement  in  his  tone  and  on  his  fea- 
tures, his  varied  knowledge,  brought  into  play 
through  many  channels  of  wit  and  eloquence, 
the  flattery  of  his  looks  and  manner,  rather 
than  his  words,  formed  a  combination  that  few 
women  would  be  able,  fewer  still  desirous,  to 
resist.  Agnes  acknowledged  to  herself  that  she 
had  never  met  a  man  of  such  brilliant  manners ; 
yet  she  was  as  unconscious  of  the  power  of  her 
own  attractions  in  drawing  him  out,  as  are  the 
magnet  islands  of  romance,  towards  which  some 
stately  vessel  hurries,  on  wings  swifter  than 
those  of  the  wind. 

But  Agnes  was  not  wholly  unprepared  for 
the  impressions  of  this  scene.  She  had  heard 
much  of  the  Elector-archbishop  of  Cologne. 
The  passing  view  in  which  she  saw  him  the 
previous  day,  the  evident  attentions  he  gave  to 
the  group  of  which  she  formed  one,  the  allusions 
of  Emma,  and  the  characteristic  hints  of  Ulrick 
had  all  had  their  efiect.  His  glowing  manner 
now  carried  her  along  with  him,  in  a  rapid  flow 
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of  animated  discourse.  He  sat  by  her  side  at 
supper ;  and  when  the  repast  was  finished  he 
attached  himself  to  her,  as  if  unconsciously,  in 
the  saloqn  to  which  the  party  withdrew.  The 
lead  in  conversation  was  ceded  to  him  by  all 
present,  in  right  of  his  talents  rather  than  his 
rank,  so  as  to  obviate  the  air  of  arrogant  supe- 
riority which  is  most  odious  when  it  seems  sanc- 
tified by  high  station.  Truchses  more  than  most 
men  blended  familiarity  with  dignity— because 
he  affected  it  less  than  most.  The  happy 
manner  which  reaches,  without  straining  for, 
the  level  of  high  breeding  is  a  gift,  a  talent 
that  may  not  be  taught,  any  more  than  an  ear 
for  music  or  an  eye  for  painting.  Our  hero 
had  it  in  perfection.  And  the  consequence  was 
that  every  one  was  at  ease  with  him— not  be- 
cause he  strove  to  put  them  so,  but  because  he 
made  no  effort,  either  for  their  sake  or  his  own. 
Nothing  is  more  vain  than  the  labours  of  the 
posture-masters  of  society,  whose  contortions  of 
cmidesoension  completely  embarrass  those  who 
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may  be  supposed  to  want  their  encouragement. 
It  is  awkwardness  of  mind  which  causes  a 
warped  manner ;  and  no  twisting  can  ever  set 
either  straight. 

Agnes  had  seen  high  society  from  her  child- 
hood up.  But  in  the  tone  of  that  semi-chi- 
valrous age  there  was  a  rudeness  that  revolted 
her;  why,  she  scarcely  knew,  for  it  was  an 
instinct  of  refinement  that  raised  her  above  the 
level  of  her  country's  manners.  Chivalry  was 
then  on  the  wane.  Religious  strife  had  roused 
a  deeper  tone  in  the  mind  of  Europe^  and  par- 
ticularly throughout  Germany.  War  was  now 
waged  on  more  solemn  inspirations  than  those 
of  gallantry;  and  champions  of  ''the  faith^' 
scorned  the  suavity  of  their  predecessors. 
Churchmen  and  statesmen,  on  the  other  hand, 
were  stern  in  principle  and  rigid  in  manners. 
Agnes*s  domestic  circle  formed  no  exception 
to  the  prevalent  tone.  The  ardent  elegance 
of  Ghebhard  Truchses  was,  therefore,  some- 
thing new  to  her ;  and  as  her  memory  hastily 
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recalled  the  most  distinguished  courtiers  of 
Saxony,  and  the  many  strangers  of  note  who 
had  appeared  there  at  intervals,  she  mentally 
gave  the  palm  to  the  accomplished  personage 
with  whom  fate  had  now  thus  thrown  her  into 
contact. 

Agnes  de  Mansfeldt  possessed  a  certain  pecu- 
liarity of  taste,  more  common  with  young 
women  than  may  be  obvious  to  those  shallow 
slanderers,  who  ascribe  to  some  vitiated  or 
sordid  motive  whatever  may  appear  an  aberra- 
tion from  the  beaten  track  of  female  common- 
place. She  had  ever  preferred  the  society  of 
men  of  middle-age  to  that  of  the  youthful 
danglers  of  the  Sector's  court.  She  had  ob- 
served in  those  latter  pretension  overpowering 
desert,  and  selfishness  stifling  decorum,  in  a 
degree  not  to  be  met  with  in  those  who  had 
seen  more  of  the  world,  and  made  it  a  study 
instead  of  a  sport.  With  greater  information 
and  less  levity,  she  found  that  the  latter  had 
more  skill  in  concealing  their  faults;  and  she, 


262  AGKES    DE    MANSFELDT. 

who  had  fonned  no  attacfameDt  of  the  heart, 
knew  not  as  yet  the  delight  of  finding  excuses 
for  the  errors  of  those  one  loves. 

Such  was  the  fact  with  regard  to  Agnes. 
She  had  never  received  any  serious  impressdon 
from  her  various  suitors.  Her  affections  were 
wholly  disengaged.  Several  circumstances^  one 
of  a  very  peculiar  character,  had  led  her  to 
consider  herself  out  of  the  possible  reach  of  any 
attachment  that  might  lead  to  marriage.  And 
any  other  never  came  within  the  scope  of  her 
imagining.  Her  intercourse  with  the  other  sex 
had,  therefore,  been  at  all  times  free  from  the 
restraints  which  embarrass  young  women  who 
look  to  a  wedded  establishment  in  life.  She 
was  neither  afraid  of  herself  nor  of  the  men  she 
so  unreservedly  listened  to ;  nor — what  is  still 
more  terrible  to  a  sensitive  and  delicate  nund— 
of  the  voice  of  scandal  misinterpreting  her  con- 
duct. 

This  absence  of  embarrassment  is  the  great 
charm  of  women,  when  not  degenerating  into 
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frivolity.  The  loveliest  fail  to  captivate  when 
evidently  acting  or  studying  a  part.  And,  with 
such  a  person  as  Truchses,  Agnes^s  manner  was 
so  utterly  unrestrained  that  her  various  attrac- 
tions had  most  ample  play.  His  rank  was  no 
cause  of  reserve  to  her,  who  had  been  ever  used 
to  hold  herself  on  a  level  with  princes  ;  and  his 
prof€89um  never  obtruded  itself,  but  in  those 
passing  reflections  which  made  her  think  it  a 
pity,  that  one  so  calculated  for  every  lay  bless- 
mg  should  be  as  much  debarred  as  she  consi- 
dered herself  to  be  from  the  greatest  of  all. 
But  this  thought  never  came  reflected,  as  it 
were,  from  any  image  of  her  own  situation. 
If  her  destiny  was,  even  in  this  early  stage, 
blended,  either  in  fancy  or  reality,  with  that  of 
Ghebhard  Truchses,  she  was  at  any  rate  uncon- 
scious of  it. 

During  this  memorable  evening,  Jerome 
Sootus  played  but  the  minor  part  of  an  ob- 
server. He  made  himself  in  no  way  prominent, 
except  by  assiduous  efforts  to  leave  the  prin- 
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cipal  personages  in  the  scene  as  much  and  as 
uninterruptedly  as  possible  together.  He  took 
care  to  amuse  and  occupy  the  whole  family  of 
Kriechlingen,  father,  daughters,  and  nephew. 
His  various  arts  to  this  e£Pect  were  closely  at- 
tended to  by  Count  Nuenar,  who  watched  all 
that  was  going  on,  in  his  usually  keen  and  un- 
impassioned  way.  The  persons  mentioned  com- 
posed the  whole  company.  The  baroness  was, 
as  usual,  confined  to  her  private  apartment , 
where  old  Spangenberg  kept  her  company,  par- 
took of  her  frugal  repast,  and  duly  read  her  to 
sleep,  before  he  retired  to  his  early  couch.  The 
Duchess  of  Saxe-Coburg  did  not  appear  at 
either  board  for  supper.  Under  the  excuse  of 
indisposition — for  she  had  in  truth  recovered 
from  the  sudden  attack  of  the  previous  day — 
she  wholly  absented  herself,  and  kept  strictly 
to  her  own  chamber. 

It  may  be  supposed  that  Agnes^s  curiosity 
had  been  greatly  excited  with  respect  to  Scotua. 
But  it  must  be  remembered  that  her  friend^s 
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eoafidenoe  had  only  gone  the  length  of  a  vague 
and  general  accusal  of  him.  Agnes  was  wholly 
ignorant  of  his  nefarious  conduct  respecting  the 
jewels;  and  she  could  not  help  making  some 
aBowanee  in  his  favour  (on  the  score  of  Duchess 
Anne^s  enthusiastic,  and  consequently  exagge- 
rative, turn  of  mind)  when  she  saw  his  footing 
with  the  elector,  and  heard  such  testimonials 
as  were  bestowed  by  the  baron,  and  more  par- 
ticularly by  young  Leckenstein,  on  his  prodi- 
gious knowledge  and  various  acquirements. 
His  bearing  towards  herself  during  the  whole 
evening  was  such  as  to  weaken  in  a  great  mea- 
sure her  previous  prejudice  against  him.  No^ 
thing  could  be  more  decorous  and  respectful, 
and  at  the  same  time  less  fawning  or  obstrusive. 
The  impression  was  altogether  in  his  favour. 
The  high  consideration  in  which  he  was  evi-. 
dently  held  by  the  elector  was,  in  spite  of  her, 
almost  enough  to  outweigh  all  that  she  had 
beard.  But,  in  fact,  she  scarcely  observed  or 
thought  of  him  at  all  after  the  first  bour.     He 
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seemed  but  as  a  shadow,  depending  on  that 
brilliant  substance  of  talent  and  accomplish- 
ments  after  which  he  moved.  Little  did  Agnes 
know  of  the  exulting  joy  with  which  he  marked 
the  progress  of  events.  Scotus  saw  clearly  that 
his  game  was  now  in  his  own  hands. 

We  abstain  from  entering  into  a  detail  of  the 
conversation  of  that  evening.  Important  as  it  was, 
as  the  opening  of  a  long  period  of  vicissitudes 
in  the  career  of  two  gifted  individuals,  it  never- 
theless  failed  to  bring  out  any  of  those  salient 
emotions  of  the  heart,  those  gushing  springs  of 
sentiment  which  leap  at  times  through  the  sur- 
face of  social  intercourse,  like  the  live  waters 
bounding  from  a  mountain's  breast.  The  whole 
of  that  evening  was  like  a  glow  of  sunshine, 
the  atoms  of  which  might  not  be  separated  from 
the  bright  and  genial  whole.  The  beings  thus 
brought  together  were  like  enchanted  creatures, 
walking  in  fairy-land,  through  bloom  and  fra- 
grnnce,  moved  by  some  soft  impulse,  scarcely 
felt  and  not  to  be  defined.    Yet  in  neither  did 
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it  produce  that  languid  inanity  which  sinks  to 
sleep  in  enjoyment^s  lap.  It  awoke  in  both  a 
feeling  of  mature  delight,  which  Agnes  had  not 
eiren  imagined,  and  which  Truchses  had  only 
dreamed  of,  as  some  far-distant  and  apochryphal 
paradise,  the  ways  of  which  he  was  not  destined 
to  explore. 

A  whole  month  passed  on.  How  many 
readers  will  applaud  our  abstaining  from  an 
attempt  to  trace  the  minute  progress  of  the  pas- 
sion, the  germs  of  which  had  been  so  early  de- 
veloped !  We  have  faintly  sketched  the  dawn 
of  the  bright  day.  But  the  many-shifting  hues 
that  light  lovers  heaven  when  the  sun  of  passion 
rushes  up,  defy  the  boldest  pencil  and  baffle  the 
keenest  gaze.  It  is  enough  to  state  that  the 
impassioned  elector  was  deep,  deep  in  love. 
Once  more!  but  with  sensations  wholly  dif- 
ferent from  those  of  any  previous  attachment. 
So  different  that  this  new  modification  of  his 
ruling  passion  appeared  to  him  one  totally  dis- 
tinct.    It  must  be  confessed  diat  in  his  fre- 
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quent  amours  he  had  never  had  other  than 
teDBual  designs.      The  monstrous  institutions 
of  the  church  to  which  he  belonged  having,  in 
its   unequal  war   against   nature,  forced   the 
priesthood   into  libertinism,   it  chose  to  slur 
over  the  offence  rather  than  obviate  the  tempt- 
ation.    Truchses  felt  that  love  was  a  necessity 
of  his  heart     From  its  legitimate  raptures  he 
was,  as  a  priest,  debarred.     His  station  as  a 
prince,  gave  unbounded  scope  to  its  illicit  ia* 
dulgence.     Woman  had  been  to  him  therefore 
a  pursuit— but   never  a  prey.      He  was  too 
proud  to  have  recourse  to  any  vulgar  influence 
of  power;  too  generous  to  feel  concession  in 
any  case  a  triumph.     He  was  at  once  the  most 
impassioned  in  sueing  and  most  humble  in  suc- 
cess.    If  he  was   driven  out  of  the  path  of 
virtue,  he  never  at  least  trod  that  of  dishonour ; 
and  he  threw  a  delicacy  into  intrigue  which 
made  it  more  dangeraus  than  open  vice. 

Agnes  de  Mansfeldt  produced  an  effect  on 
him  which  he  had  never  before  known.     None 
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of  the  elements  of  what  he  bad  previously  be- 
lieved to  be  love  seemed  mixed  with  his  new  feeU 
ings.  He  had  not  to  combat  any  violent  desires. 
He  bad  no  war  to  wage  against  dishonouring 
thoughts.  Not  one  rose  up  in  reference  to  her. 
He  was  as  though  transplanted  to  an  atmo- 
sphere pure,  calm,  warm,  and  bright,  free  from 
extremes  and  accidental  agitation,  where  an 
eternal  sunshine  lighted  an  undying  spring, 
and  serenity  was  buoyant  rather  than  volup- 
tuous. The  days  flew  rapidly,  but  not  too 
fast.  It  is  only  when  we  have  some  object 
to  gain,  or  some  phantom  to  pursue,  that  time 
appears  unseasonably  rapid.  But  Truchses^ 
existence  now  was  as  an  undefined  dream. 
He  asked  for  nothing  but  to  be  with  Agnes. 
When  with  her  he  thought  of  nought  besides. 
When  absent  from  her  he  felt  as  joined  to  her 
by  some  subtle  link  of  sympathy.  He  could 
not  analyze  it.  Who  could?  Yet  who  has 
not  felt  the  chain — as  light  as  gossamer,  yet 
stronger  than  iron  fetters  ? 
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And  SO,  Ohebhard  Truchses  was  now  really 
in  love — and  for  the  first  time,  at  seven-and* 
thirty  years  of  age !  This  may  appear  a  start- 
ling assertion  after  all  we  have  confessed  for 
him.  But  the  glowing  fancy  of  boyhood,  com* 
monly  called  first  love,  is  by  no  means  of  neces- 
sity it.  Many  such  flickering  lights  usurp  the 
title  that  belongs  only  to  that  steady  flame  which 
may  be  awakened  long  after  they  have  run  their 
meteor  course.  Those  impetuous  fancies  of 
early  youth  are  easily  distinguishecl  from  it. 
For  it  is  energetic  without  violence,  passionate 
without  coarseness,  tender  without  mawkishness, 
and  confident  without  audacity.  And  can  he 
who  has  felt  such  a  passion,  and  known  the 
ecstacy  of  its  being  returned,  ever  forget  one 
circumstance  of  his  bliss  .^  No,  no  !  The  chill- 
ing influences  of  time  and  absence  may  congeal 
all  other  feelings.  But  they  preserve,  while 
they  strengthen,  the  one  passion  shrined  in  his 
heatt — like  the  condensed  essence  unfrosen  in 
the    centre    of   a    flask,    though    surrounded 
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bj  ice  formed  of  the  wine^a   less  ardent  ele- 
ments. 

Daring  this  first  month  of  Ohebhard  Truchses* 
regeneration,  all  custom  of  his  former  life  was 
in  complete  abeyance,  all  notions  of  business 
paralyzed,  all  ambition,  jealousy,  and  vain  glory 
dead.  The  affairs  of  the  congress  were  totally 
unheeded.  His  own  concerns  unthought  of. 
The  intrigues  of  the  former  were  left  to  his 
rivals ;  the  cares  of  the  latter  to  his  friends. 
Nuenar,  Kriechlingen,  and  some  others  laboured 
hard  to  uphold  him  in  the  estimation  of  the 
citizens  and  the  chapter.  But  he  had  no  one  to 
plead  his  cause  against  those  envious  coadjutors, 
named  by  the  emperor  to  negotiate  with  him  in 
the  congress,  or  to  stand  his  friend  against  the 
torrent  of  plausible  complaint  consequent  on  his 
neglect  of  the  high  duties  entrusted  to  his 
charge.  He  made  one  or  two  efibrts  to  rouse 
into  a  watchfulness  of  the  trust  he  knew  himself 
to  be  forsaking.  But  the  chicaneries  of  diplo- 
macy threw   him   back  in  disgust;  and  after 
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aii^hile  he  gave  up  his  official  responsibilitiesy 
even  in  thought.  Every  day  saw  him  early  at 
Kriechlingen  House.  Every  night  brought 
him  late  to  his  palace.  While  at  the  former,  it 
seemed  to  him  as  though  an  angel  beamed  on 
him,  attended  but  not  rivalled  by  her  three 
seraph  friends.  MHien  at  home  he  had  always 
a  domestic  devil,  feeding  with  forbidden  fruit, 
and  whispering  unceasing  flatteries  into  his  too 
ready  ear.  Scotus  never  allowed  him  any  respite 
from  the  glosing  wiles  by  which  he  smoothed 
his  path  to  ruin.  To  ruin.''  was  it  not  the 
ItaUan^s  interest  to  keep  him  powerful  and 
great  ?     Patience,  good  reader. 

Of  Agnes,  her  feelings,  and  her  occupations, 
during  this  month  of  exquisite  monotony  we 
have  little  to  record.  The  chapter  of  her  life 
had  opened  at  a  new  page,  and  fate  was  about 
to  write  in  it  in  characters  acutely  legible. 
But  she  was  a  passive  agent  in  her  own  destiny. 
She  received  the  dector^s  visits — ^not  ostensibly 
paid  to  her — she  walked  with  him  in  the  garden^ 
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she  conversed  with  him  in  the  stdoon ;  and  she 
sang  to  him,  while  he  gazed  and  listened  as 
though  sight  and  hearing  formed  but  one  sense ; 
she  watched  him  while  he  read,  as  though  her 
eyes  took  in  the  author^s  meaning  more  through 
the  eloquent  expressions  of  the  reader*s  features 
than  through  the  inspiring  words  which  caused 
their  play.  And  thus  the  time  ran  on ;  the 
Duchess  of  Saxe-Goburg  and  the  two  sisters 
playing  subordinate  parts  in  the  oft-repeated 
scene,  and  the  former  agitated  by  a  host  of  emo^ 
timi,  growing  and  shifting  from  day  to  day,  to 
a  crisis  of  intensity  which,  with  its  causes,  will 
be  explained  in  the  proper  place. 


IS  3 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


May  was  now  ripening  to  maturity,  and 
lending  its  influence  to  the  growth  of  all  bright 
things  and  all  good  feelings.  The  sensation, 
which  wehave  just  striven  to  describecame clearly 
within  this  latter  category,  and  sudden  circum- 
stances soon  completed  what  the  regular  inarch 
of  Time  would  have  been  long  in  bringing  to 
pass. 

The  fine  weather  and  the  verdant  charms  of 
the  open  country  irresistibly  invited  abroad 
those  whose  sympathy  with  nature^s  beauties 
was  increased  by  the  isolation  which  night  be 
thought  to  have  checked  it.  For  several  weeks 
the  female  inhabitants  of  Kriechlingen  House 
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had  scarcely  left  the  precincts  of  its  gardens. 
Duchess  Anne  was  restrained  to  those  limits, 
and  even  to  their  infrequent  enjoyment,  by  the 
mysterious  slavery  on  the  tenure  of  which  her 
existence  seemed  to  hang.  Agnes  had  had  no 
wish  to  pass  them,  and  her  influence  on  her 
young  hostesses  was  such  as  to  lead  them  to 
yield  up  to  her  inclinations  for  retirement  even 
those  tastes  which  urged  so  many  into  the 
scenes  of  public  entertainment  which  abounded 
during  the  continuance  of  the  congress.  But 
the  sisters  bad  other  causes,  of  strictly  personal 
concern,  for  this  temporary  seclusion  from  the 
busy  world.  Fredolinda,  with  too  sensitive 
acuteness,  had  quickly  observed  the  fascination 
which  the  Duchess  of  Saxe-Goburg  involun- 
tarily began  to  exercise  over  her  cousin  Ulrick. 
Jealousy  soon  springs  up,  a  weed  by  the  side  of 
love,  in  the  warm  heart  that  is  joined  with  a 
weak  mind;  and  when  once  that  fiend  creeps 
into  paradise  the  fruit  of  knowledge  turns  to 
deadly  poison.     Poor  Freda  found  the  truth  of 
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this^  in  the  rapid  pang  which  struck  cm  her  90 
lately  happy  heart;  and  her  indolent  enthu- 
■iasm,  thus  checked,  soon  turned  to  brooding 
discontent.  She  made  no  complaint — sought 
no  consolation — ^kept  her  anxiety  to  herself — 
and  sighed  and  wept  in  silence. 

Emma,  late  so  unfixed  and  laughter-loving, 
had  also  shown  a  change  of  manner,  if  not  quite 
of  character.  An  air  of  importance  was  taking 
place  of  her  levity,  and  rising  above  that 
childish  nothingness  which  she  was  used  to 
affect  and  seem  proud  of.  Home  and  its  noise- 
less occupations  seemed  all  at  once  to  bound 
her  desires,  as  though  she  had  forgotten  all  the 
balls  and  concerts  and  assemblies,  on  the  an- 
ticipation of  which  her  fancy  had  so  long  fed. 
And  what  caused  this  marvellous  change— for 
better  for  worse— in  this  young  person  ?  not 
love  nor  jealousy,  certainly,  but  an  awakened 
sense  of  self-consequence— from  what  arising  ? 
From  the  marked  and  unceasing  attentions  of 
Sc9tus,  who  was  to  Emma  the  most  extraordi- 
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nary,  and  of  course  in  her  notioDf  the  most  in- 
teresting person  she  had  ever  met. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  explain  the  motives 
which  fixed  this  arch  villain^s  designs  on  this 
pretty  and  innocent  girl.  To  keep  her  out  of 
the  way  of  interfering  with  the  elector's  atten- 
tions to  Agnes,  was  his  early  inducement  for 
amusing  her  by  tricks  of  legerdemain  and  light 
arts  of  conversation  ;  and  her  evident  pleasure 
in  his  skill  led  him  on  to  deeper  projects,  which 
grew  readily  with  slight  encouragement.  In 
all  his  visits  with  the  elector,  he  devoted  him- 
3df  to  her;  and  her  gratified  vanity  met  his 
attentions  at  least  half  way. 

One  feature  in  the  social  arrangements  of 
Kriechlingen  House  was  the  absence  of  Duchess 
Anne  from  the  circle,  whenever  Jerome  Scotus 
was  of  it.  Whether  this  happened  by  accident 
or  intention  was  known  but  to  Agnes.  The 
sisters  grew  gradually  too  busy  with  their  own 
thoughts  to  lavish  much  attention  on  the  re- 
served conduct  of  their  high-bom  guest,  who 


278  AGKES    BE    MAN6F£LDT. 

was  left,  as  much  as  she  wished,  alone  with  her 
private  attendants. 

But  at  length  a  day  arrived,  breaking  this 
monotonous  round  of  seclusion,  fixed  on  by 
Ghebhard  Truchses  himself  for  a  party  which 
was  meant  to  be  merely  one  of  pleasure,  but 
which  was  destined  to  bring  into  play  some  of 
the  deeper  and  most  delicate  springs  of  passion. 
The  electoral  palace  of  Bruhl,   the  favourite 
residence  of  its  princely  occupant,  was  the  scene 
of  the  excursion ;  and  arrangements  were  made 
under  his  directions,  to  combine  all  that  was 
elegant  and  attractive  consistent  with  the  strict 
privacy   of  the   plan.     The  persons  included 
were  the  elector,  Nuenar,  young  Leckenstein, 
Scotus,    and    the    four    female    friends — for 
Duchess  Anne  announced,  with  an  assenting 
smile,  which  few  would  have  believed  decep- 
tive, that  she  was  happy   to  make  one.     To 
Walram,  the  elector's  confidential   valet,  was 
confided  the  care  of  the  preparations  previously 
ordered.     The  party  were   to  set  out  imrae- 
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diately  after  sunrise,  in  two  carriages  ;  one  to 
contain  the  elector,  the  duchess,  Agnes  and 
Scotus,  the  other  the  two  sisters,  with  Count 
Nuenar  and  Ubick.  Not  a  single  officer  of 
the  electQr^s  household,  those  usually  indispen- 
sable appurtenances  of  his  state,  was  permitted 
to  intrude,  and  barely  domestics  enough  at- 
tended to  watch  alter  the  wants  of  the  party. 

It  is  needless  to  describe  the  different  grada- 
tions of  feeling,  from  delight  to  despondency, 
with  which  this  excursion  was  looked  forward 
to  by  the  majority  of  the  eight  individuals  just 
named ;  or  to  point  out  the  exceptions  to  such, 
in  those  who  considered  the  thing  in  a  cold  and 
calculating  aspect.  But  of  all  the  party,  there 
was  certainly  not  one  who  felt  so  thorough 
a  sense  of  enjoyment  as  our  heroine.  The  sen- 
sations in  which  she  revelled  were  probably 
the  happiest  she  had  ever  known ;  and  because 
they  had  no  direct  ofagect,  no  palpable  design. 
Anxiety,  with  all  its  demon  train,  is  sure  to 
accompany  the  mind  that  looks  even   to  the 
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consummation  of  its  happiest  conceptions.  But 
Agnes  had  no  fixed  purpose  in  view,  only  one 
general  impulse  of  enjoyment  pervading  her 
mind  and  body  both,  and  giving  to  each  a 
buoyant  elasticity,  the  very  heaven  of  innocent 
sensation. 

Ere  the  sun  rose  high  enough  over  the 
summits  of  the  seven  mountains  to  look  down 
on  his  own  image  in  the  quivering  undulations 
of  the  Rhine,  Agnes  had  viewed  her  beam- 
ing face  and  quickly-attired  person  in  her 
mirror'^s  imperfect  reflection.  She  involuntarily 
smiled  at  her  own  beauty,  and  her  breast 
bounded  in  an  instinctive  sentiment  of  happi- 
ness. But  she  could  not  enjoy  herself  alone. 
Self-admiration  and  self-content  always  call  for 
sympathy.  It  is  only  the  self-despising  and 
dissatisfied  that  are  unsocial.  Agnes  wanted  to 
show  herself  to«  and  to  talk  with,  some  one  who 
both  admired  and  loved  her ;  and  knowing  that 
the  day-break  orisons  of  her  venerable  tutor 
were  by  this  time  far  on  their  road  to  Heaven, 
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she  resolved  to  surprise  him  by  a  visit  that 
might  gently  lead  his  thoughts  earthwards 
again.  She  crossed  the  corridor  with  tip-toe 
buoyancy,  and  tapped  at  old  Spangenberg^s 
door.     The  murmurs  of  his  voice  caught  her 


''  Ah,  still  at  prayer  !*'  thought  she.  ''  So 
much  the  better.  His  blessing  will  be  blended 
with  thanksgiving,  and  my  vanity  be  tempered 
by  his  devotion.** 

She  opened  the  door  softly;  but  had  only 
half  ratered  when  she  started  back,  on  seeing 
the  figure  of  a  man  sitting  beside  the  reverend 
pastor,  his  body  bent,  in  evidence  of  close 
attention  to  the  words  of  the  speaker.  Had 
this  new  comer  been  a  stranger,  Agnes  would, 
of  course,  have  retired.  Had  the  person  whom 
she  saw  and  instantly  recognised,  though  his 
face  was  turned  from  her,  so  burst  upon  her 
unexpectedly  a  short  month  before,  she  had 
rapturously  rushed  into  his  arms.  Now  she 
stood  as  though  speU-bound ;  and  the  current 
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r  ha  Tnns  sbnuik  freesiog  twcl 
ing  reservoir. 

Tbe  person  whose  appeanoce 
lis  change  on  our  beroioe  tun 

erceived  her  as  she  stood. 

"  Ha!  Agoes!"  cried  he,  riat)) 
nd  advancing  towards  her.  Bi 
y  her  confused  and  almoet  ten 
»pped  short,  and  added,  in  a 
•proach,  "  What!  listeningr 

This  latter  word  was  really  thi 
.gnes  heard.  Its  sound  broug 
;lf. 

"  Listaiing !"  repeated  she,  i 
jshed  from  her  heart  again, 
lieeks  and  brow.  "  If  your  sudi 
irprised  me  Ernest,  I  am  she 
asty  words.     I  tbou^t  you  km 

'*   I   thought    so   too,    my 
lonth    produces    mighty   chanj 
'ardon  me.  however;   it   was 
'hou    wilt   forgive    it   surely  ? 
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never  of  an   ungenerous   mood,   and  least  of 
all  to  me.^ 

All  this  was  true ;  and  Agnes  felt  her  resent- 
ment expire  under  the  breath  of  the  apology. 
But  that  self-formed  tact  which  springs  from 
the  necessity  of  deceit,  taught  her  to  feign  an 
anger  even  greater  than  she  had  for  a  moment 
felt.  She  made  no  reply  to  her  brother^s  ap- 
peal ;  and  as  he  advanced,  with  open  arms  and 
penitent  look,  she  shrank  back  and  turned  her 
head  away. 

"  Why,  how  is  this  ?'*  resumed  Ernest 
**  This  is  not  nature*s  doing,  Agnes.  Either 
thou  didst  listen  at  the  door,  and  thus  looked 
guilt  at  my  reproach,  or  some  powerful  feeling 
worked  within  thee,  to  show  such  unquiet  signs 
at  my  unlooked  for,  my  unwelcome  visit.*^ 

Agnes  was  now  really  piqued  by  these  taunts. 
But  hypocrisy  was  still  at  work  i  Fearing  to 
over«act  her  part,  she  suppressed  what  she  had 
erewhile  assumed ;  and  in  the  short  space  of  a 
few  minutes  she  performed  a  more  varied  series 
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of  deception  than  she  had  ever  been  guilty  of 
in  the  course  of  as  many  years.  At  every  step 
she  felt  humiliated  and  confused.  She  had  yet 
to  learn  the  pleasure  and  the  pride  of  conceal- 
ment, as  regards  emotions  whose  chief  value  is 
secrecy,  and  to  which  betrayal  is  little  less  than 
death. 

^*  Ernest/^  said  she  with  somewhat  recovered 
serenity,  ^*  this  is  a  strange  meeting  for  those 
who  parted  as  we  did,  who  have  lived  so  long 
in  love  and  confidence  together,  who  have 
pledged  such  vows  as  bind  us  to  each  other. 
How  is  this  ?  MHience  come  you  ?  and  why 
are  you  here  abruptly,  to  take  me,  as  it  would 
seem,  by  surprise,  to  load  me  with  reproach, 
and  to  provoke  retort  —  is  this  the  way  in 
which  we  ought  to  meet  ?^ 

^*  No,  Agnes,  no !  It  is  not  so  the  Count  of 
Mansfeldt  should  find  his  sister.  But  ask  me 
not  why  it  is  so.  Turn  your  inquiries  inwards. 
Your  own  heart  must  answer.  Mine  is  this 
moment  choked  with  grief  and  anger— I  tell 
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you  flo  at  once.  The  vow  you  have  invoked  is 
brok^i — in  thought  if  not  in  deed.  Our  solemn 
pact  is  violated — there  is  no  faith  in  you  !^ 

These  words  were  uttered  with  violent  em- 
phasis. The  speaker  showed  a  terrible  reality 
of  agitation.  His  pide  cheeks  and  lips  com- 
pressed conveyed  an  expression  of  sentiment  as 
sorrowful  as  language  could  do.  Agnes  trem- 
bled inwardly;  but  no  visible  weakness  betrayed 
her. 

**  Is  it  not  so  ?^  continued  the  brother, 
•<  speak  !  are  not  my  reproaches  just  ?  Have  I 
not  good  right  to  feel  and  to  act  thus?^ 

**  No,'"  replied  Agnes,  firmly. 

^<  No  f"  echoed  he,  "  canst  thou,  then,  be  so 
quickly  sunk  in  shame  as  to  deny  it?  By 
Heavens,  then,  I  will  seek  elsewhere  for  the 
confession,  even  in  the  throne-room  of  thy 
princely  paramour !  This  instant  too»-^the  ho- 
nour of  our  race  impels  me.^ 

*'  The  madness  of  your  brain  l^  exclaimed 
Agnes,  laying  her  hand  firmly  on  his  arm,  as 
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he  attempted  to  rush  past  her.  The  tcHie  in 
which  she  spoke  affected  him  more  than  the 
gesture.  He  stopped  and  looked  full  in  her 
face.  He  read  there  a  whole  volume  of  indig- 
nant energy  and  virtuous  agiution. 

^*  Yes,^  continued  she,  "  madness  alone  could 
prompt  this  outrage,  to  me,  yourself,  and  our 
whole  line,  undishonoured  until  now  by  these 
foul  words.  No,  Ernest,  you  shall  not  pass 
me.  Here  you  must  stay  till  you  amply  un- 
fold the  meaning  of  your  bold  and  boisterous 
slander.  And  well  it  is  that  our  v^oerable 
friend  is  present  at  this  scene,  which  no  one 
could  credit  on  my  unwitnessed  word.  Good 
pastor,  will  you  explain  this  abrupt  arrival, 
this  cruel  treatment,  and  if  you  know  it  the 
cause  of  such  wild  change  in  him  who  is  my 
brother  bom,  and  the  sworn  guardian  of  the 
honour  he  now  dares  to  impugn." 

"  By  Heavens,  I  marvel  at  thee,  Agnes!'* 
cried  the  brother,  gazing  at  her,  his  arms 
folded  and  his  attitude  fixed,  as  she  rushed  to- 
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wards  old  Spangenberg,  who  had  remained  silent 
in  his  large  chair  during  the  rapid  sc0:ie.  **  I 
marvel  at  thy  beauty  and  thy  boldness  both. 
Some  magic  has  been  done  with  thee.  Nought 
else  could,  in  the  short  space  since  our  last 
parting,  have  added  to  thy  charms  or  changed 
thy  temper  so.  Can  this  be  the  meek,  the 
placid  canoness  of  Gerrisheim  ?  The  open- 
minded,  honest  daughter  of  De  Mansfeldt? 
Ah,  Agnes,  increased  development  of  beauty 
is  dearly  paid  for  by  a  change  of  character  and 
a  sacrifice  of  principle  r 

A  flush  spread  broadly  on  Agnes^s  face.  It 
was  mixed  up  of  vanity  and  shame.  Pride  or 
resentment  did  not  this  time  mingle  in  the  dye. 
The  pleasant  flattery  and  the  deep  reproach  fell 
on  a  conscious  mind— and  told.  She  burst  into 
tears,  not  wholly  bitter.  She  saw  love  in  her 
brother^s  look,  and  heard  sorrow  in  his  voice, 
and  their  combined  appeal  was  irresistible. 

*^  Ah,  dearest  Agnes,  my  more  than  sister,^ 
exclaimed  he,  passing  his  arm  round  her  and 
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pressing  her  towards  him,  **  how  must  I  inter- 
pret this  emotion  ?  Is  it  remorse — is  it  a  return 
to  old,  genuine  feeling — is  it  affection  so  long 
perverted  and  frozen  in  thy  heart — ^now  unpri- 
soned  in  a  gushing  thaw  ?  Speak  to  me,  Agnes, 
and  set  me  at  rest,  for  thou  hast  caused  me 
much  misery.^' 

*^  Supposing  that  I  had,  Ernest,  you  seein 
disposed  to  pay  it  back,'"  said  she,  ^^  but  I 
have  caused  you  none.  You  wrong  me.  Some 
fantasy  possesses  your  brain.  Why  will  you 
not  explain  this  cruel  mystery  ?^ 

''  Well,  then,  I  will  explain,  if  still  thou  art 
resolved  to  seem  ignorant.  I  at  least  mil  be 
frank.  Whatever  betides,  it  shall  not  be  my 
fault.*' 

With  these  words,  Ernest  de  Mansfeldt  led 
his  sister  forward  and  closed  the  door.  He 
then  addressed  Spangenberg. 

**  Kind  pastor,  your  love  for  our  house  and 
for  us  will  pardon  my  begging  the  use  of  this 
chamber  for  a  brief  space,  will  it  not  P^ 
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Yea,  yea,  my  children.  I  will  retire  to 
my  sleeping-room  and  leave  ye  to  yourselves. 
He  who  has  for  half  a  century  shared  the  castle 
of  a  noble  prince,  may  well  yield  bis  anti-room 
for  half  an  hour  to  his  patron's  children."^ 

**  Now  we  are  alone,  Agnes,  left  to  ourselves, 
but  are  we  ourselves  again  ?  Has  my  presence 
broken  the  spell  which  drove  me  from  thy 
heart  and  made  thee  other  than  thou  wert  ? 
Are  the  feelings  of  this  etter  still  thy  feelings  ? 
Oh,  what  a  mighty  influence  must  have  been 
at  work  to  have  ever  made  them  thine  !  Look 
here — ^is  not  concealment  now  worse  than  cri* 
minal,  is  it  not  vain  P^* 

Agnes'^s  eyes  glanced  rapidly  over  the  letter 
which  her  brother  held  towards  her  as  he  spoke. 
It  was  half  open,  and  she  thought  she  saw  her. 
own  hand-writing.  She  read  a  few  words. 
She  knew  they  were  not  her'^s.  She  blushed 
and  trembled.  Her  brother's  eye  was  fixed 
sternly  on  her.  She  met  his  stare  by  a  quick 
and  steady  gaze. 
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^^  Ernest,  you  are  imposed  on.  This  is  a 
piece  of  jugglery.     I  never  wrote  that  letter.*' 

"  Canst  thou  deny  thine  own  hand- writing  ?" 

"  Dare  you  accuse  me  of  such  words  as 
those .'^  For  shame,  for  shame,  my  brother! 
Where  was  your  Mansfeldt  blood — ^your  manly 
sense — ^your  honest  confidence  ?  Perish  the  vile 
scrawl,  and  with  it  your  more  vile  suspicions  !'* 

This  appeal  was  irresistible.  The  brother, 
convinced,  confounded,  repentant  and  indigo 
nant,  examined  word  by  word  the  false  docu- 
ment with  her  whose  sentiments  it  blasphemed. 
It  was  a  letter  to  the  address  of  the  elector- 
archbishop,  breathing  confessions  of  unseemly 
boldness,  and  couched  in  language  too  unequi- 
vocal for  doubt.  The  hand-writing  was  so  like 
that  of  Agnes  that  no  difference  could  have 
been  told  between  the  real  and  the  false.  The 
cover  was  endorsed  with  the  words  **  From  my 
beloved  one/'  and  the  initials  G.  T.  were  affixed. 
Agnes  had  seen  the  elector^s  writing-^aye  and 
received  some  of  it,  in  light  notes  of  courtesy 
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and  oomplimeDtary  verses,  for  Ohebhard  wove 
couplets  and  paid  compliments  at  times. 

*^  So,  then,  I  have  wronged  thee,  Agnes ! 
But  the  atonement  will  cost  dear  to  this  mitred 
profligate,  who  has  forged  thy  name  and  would 
blast  thy  reputation.  This  hour  shall  see  thee 
revenged." 

*^  Hold,  Ernest,  hold  !  you  are  wrong  in  all 
ways.  His  highness  the  elector  could  not  do 
any  act  of  basen6ss.^ 

«  What !  wouldst  thou—** 

*<  Nay,  nay,  my  brother,  cease  this  impetuous 
obstinacy.  I  know  the  forger  of  the  letter  and 
of  the  elector^s  signature.  His  motive  I  cannot 
divine." 

*^  Tell  me  his  name  instantly." 

^*  No,  Ernest.  This  unwonted  violence  is  of 
bad  augur  for  the  calm  consideration  of  a  case 
like  this.  His  highnesses  name  involved,  his 
honour  trifled  with,  we  must  proceed  with  the 
utmost  delicacy." 

^*  And  thy  name^  Agnes,  thine  honour  !  art 
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they  as  nought  ?  art  thou  so  absorbed  by  con- 
siderations for  this  libertine  prelate  that  thou 
thinkest  of  him  alone?  Good  sister,  we  quit 
Cologne  together  to-day/* 

To-day  r 

Aye,  Agnes.  That  start,  that  emphasis, 
that  palor— and  now  that  flush  all  add  force  to 
my  resolve  and  speed  to  its  execution.  Prepare 
for  our  journey  home.'' 

Such  had  been  the  tone  of  authority  at  all 
times  usual  to  Count  Ernest  de  Mansfeldt  in 
his  conduct  to  his  sister.  She  had  always  sub' 
mitted  to  it  as  a  thing  of  course.  She  had 
never  questioned  the  dictation;  but  yielded, 
from  habit  and  want  of  a  motive  for  resistance, 
a  common  case  even  with  strong  minds  domi- 
neered over  by  weak  ones.  But  now  a  great 
change  had  taken  place  in  the  character  of 
Agnes.  Why,  she  knew  not  yet,  for  she  was  not 
conscious  of  the  influence  which  love  was  work- 
ing in  her.  But  no  dictation  save  that  of  the 
mighty  passion  now  for  the  first  time  deve- 
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loped  had  evermore  a  chance  of  ruling  her. 
She  had  been  shocked  by  her  brother's  abrupt 
order  for  departure,  but  by  no  means  shaken. 

**  I  cannot  possibly  leave  Cologne  to-day, 
except  for  an  excursion,  already  fixed  on,  to  the 
elector^s  country  palace  at  Bruhl,^'  said  Agnes, 
in  a  tone  of  most  unusual  decision. 

^'  Indeed  1^  exclaimed  her  brother.  **•  Are 
then  my  suggestions  (he  would  have  said  orders) 
of  no  weight  with  my  sister  ?" 

*'  Not  when  balanced  against  the  deference 
owing  to  a  sovereign  prince,  and  the  courtesy 
to  my  dear  friend  the  Duchess  of  Coburg  and 
my  kind  relatives  and  hostesses.'" 

**  Then  /  shall  make  one  of  this  party ;  or, 
without  me,  you,  Agnes,  shall  not  be  of  it/^ 

^^  Of  it  I  shall  be  most  assuredly,  kind 
brother;  and  I  know  that  the  arrangements 
render  it  impossible  that  you  can  find  a  place."^ 

Ernest  looked  and  felt  astounded,  as  these 
words  so  calm  and  so  decided  fell  upon  his  ear. 
He  had  tact  enough  to  observe  that  his  empire 
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was  overthrown ;  but)  quite  taken  by  surprise, 
he  wanted  courage  for  a  vigorous  attempt  to 
replace  it.  His  instant  and  only  resource  was 
a  cunning  subserviency-— that  instinct  which 
holds  with  common  men  the  place  of  bold  saga- 
city in  great  ones,  and  for  which  success  too 
often  gains  the  meed  that  the  latter  alone 
should  procure. 

"  Well,  Agnes,'*  said  he,  "I  must  not  con- 
test with  thee  this  point  of  etiquette,  or  force 
my  company  on  thee  or  thy  friends.  But,  un- 
less thou  art  prepared  to  throw  off  my  guar- 
dianship altogether,  thy  visit  to  this  dangerous 
place  must  come  to  a  speedy  close,  for  the  sake 
of  our  common  honour  and  our  mutual  happi- 
ness. And  now  reveal  to  me  the  name  of  him 
who  has  dared  to  counterfeit  thy  writing  and 
compromise  thy  reputation.'*' 

^<  I  have  no  doubt  of  Count  Scotus  being  the 
base  impostor.*" 

"  And  who  may  he  be — this  count  ?^ 

**  Who  I  know  not,  but  he  is  the  elector^s 
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guest — a  false  and  dangerous  one  I  had  good 
reason  to  believe)  even  before  this  treachery. 
You  shall  know  more  of  him,  my  brother,  in  due 
season — ^But  now  I  must  bid  thee  good  mom- 
ing,  for  the  time  of  our  departure  is  at  hand. 
When  I  return  at  night  we  shall  have  much  to 
tell,  of  what  has  passed  during  our  month^s 
separation.^^ 

^*  How  often  hast  thou  thought  of  me  the 
while,  Agnes  ?^ 

A  blush  of  conscious  change  answered  the 
implied  reproach.  But  Agnes  was  at  once  an 
adept  in  her  new  character.  She  huiried  over 
the  diflSculty  thus  thrown  in  her  path.  A  smile, 
an  embrace,  a  light,  ambiguous  phrase  or  two 
formed  all  the  reply  to  Ernesf  s  serious  ques- 
tion. In  a  moment  more  he  found  himself 
alone ;  and  Agnes  soon  joined  her  expectant 
friends,  and  with  them  was  quickly  borne  from 
Kriechlingen  House  in  the  elector  s  carriage, 
which  was,  even  before  the  time  appointed,  in 
waiting  at  the  rendezvous. 
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^an  to  another  conference,  in  which  a  few 
gleams  of  additional  light  were  thrown  on  the 
domestic  doings  of  the  family  in  general,  but 
^Wch  afforded  no  clue  to  the  particular  details 
^A^gnes's  new  connexion,  the  absorbing  sub- 
ject  of  her  brother's  doubts  and  fears. 
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As  Ernest  beard  his  sister'*s  light  leave-taking, 
marked  her  as  she  quitted  the  chamber  with 
unembarrassed  air,  and  then  saw  her  leave  the 
house  and  enter  the  carriage  with  all  the  ease 
of  independence,  he  felt  confounded.  She,  his 
long  subservient  creature — beloved  ^twas  true, 
but  still  at  all  times  held  in  thraldom— so  yield- 
ing heretofore,  now  all  at  once  beyond  control, 
how  could  the  change  have  happened  ?  What 
portion  of  the  mystery  was  to  be  unraveled,  and 
by  whom  ?  On  what  foundation  was  the  forged 
epistle  built  ?  How  far  had  this  intercourse 
with  the  elector  gone?  These  and  a  dozen 
more  bewildering  thoughts  rushed  across  the 
anxious  brother.  To  resolve  his  doubts  was  no 
easy  matter.  He  had  no  acquaintance  in  Co- 
logne but  the  old  and  almost  doating  pastor ; 
and  from  the  vague  answers  already  given  by 
Spangenberg  to  his  rapid  questionings  he  had 
little  hope  of  any  decisive  information  in  that 
quarter.  To  it  however  he  was  obliged  again 
to  turn.     And  he  quickly  summoned  the  old 
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man  to  another  conference,  in  which  a  few 
gleams  of  additional  light  were  thrown  on  the 
domestic  doings  of  the  family  in  general,  but 
which  afforded  no  clue  to  the  particular  details 
of  Agnes's  new  connexion,  the  absorbing  sub- 
ject of  her  brother^s  doubts  and  fears. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


In  the  meanwhile  the  party >  meant  to  be  one 
of  mere  pleasure,  moved  on  towards  Bruhl. 
But  how  changed  were  the  feelings  of  her  in 
whose  honour  it  was  imagined,  from  those 
with  which  she  had  contemplated  it  a  short 
hour  before !  We  have  shown  our  heroine'^s 
presence  of  mind,  in  at  once  asserting  her  own 
will,  in  rejecting  the  interference  of  Ernest,  and 
in  escaping  from  the  possible  recurrence  of  its 
assumption.  But  in  all  this  she  was  like  a  bird 
fluttering  gracefully  away  from  the  falcon  it 
has  for  a  moment  baffled  by  an  ingenious  turn. 
She  trembled  in  her  very  heart,  lest  some  new 
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attempt  should  catch  her  on  the  wing ;  and  she 
never  felt  secure  till  the  carriage  stopped  at  the 
palace,  and  the  impatient  elector  took  his  place 
within  it.  Then  the  feeling  of  safety  and  suc- 
C0UT9  the  finest  test  of  love  when  in  the  presence 
of  the  beloved  one,  returned  in  its  full  force. 
Agnes  did  not  attempt  to  analyze  it.  nor  could 
she  have  done  so  if  she  would.  It  was  enough 
that  her  nervous  throbbing  ceased.  Her  cheek 
felt  warm  again.  Her  eye  wandered  no  more, 
as  if  in  search  of  what  it  would  not  wish  to 
meet.  And  for  awhile  she  was  as  she  was  wont 
to  be  in  Ghebhard's  presence,  calm,  confident, 
and  elate.  She  looked  into  the  ardait  expres- 
sion of  his  face  as  he  sat  before  her.  She  let 
her  hand  linger  in  his  friendly  pressure.  She 
drank  in  his  cordial  greeting.  All  else  was  for- 
gotten in  that  luxurious  lapse  of  thought,  in 
that  almost  lapse  of  feeling.  Or  is  it  that  her 
mind  was  concentrated  in  one  sensation,  so  strong 
as  to  merge  all  others  in  it  P  No  matter !  We 
have  now  no  time  for  theories.    Our  heroine^s 
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character  is  wound  up.  No  check  must  be 
giveu  to  the  moral  mechanism  that  is  thus  set 
in  motion. 

And  wild  and  varied  is  that  mechanism  of 
the  human  heart,  self-impelled  and  inscrutable ; 
acting  in  an  eternal  round  of  mystery,  unknown 
even  to  those  whose  very  being  it  regulates ! 
The  confident  delight  of  Agnes  was  soon  suc- 
ceeded by  a  powerful  revulsion.     A  flash  of 
thought  brought  back  the  painful  scene  from 
which  she  had  just  escaped,  and  awoke  a  thou* 
sand  associations   which  had  for  weeks  been 
slumbering.    A  vague  notion  of  danger,  an  un- 
defined sense  of  guilt,  took  sudden  possession 
of  her  mind.     Her  looks  glanced  towards  the 
elector,  and  as  instantly  shrunk  away  in  alarm. 
A  delicious  dread,  a  mingled  sense  of  fear  and 
happiness,  next  rushed  upon  her.     Her  colour 
came  and  went.     Her  bosom  heaved.     Tears 
started  to  her  eyes,  and  as  quickly  ebbed  back 
again.    All  was  for  awhile  delirium.    She  strove 
but  vainly  to  collect  her  scattered  thoughts,  and 
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to  enter  into  details  of  self-examination.  What 
did  she  indeed  feel  ?  In  how  far  had  she  con- 
ceived, though  worlds  could  not  have  made  her 
utter,  the  sentiments  of  the  forged  letter? 
Had  she  then  broken  her  vow  so  solemnly 
pledged,  *'in  thought  though  not  in  deed?'' 
What  was  to  be  the  result  of  Ernest's  visit  ? 
must  she,  oh,  must  she  leave  Cologae?  Such 
were  the  perplexing  queries  forcing  themselves 
upon  her,  but  in  vain.  Mingled  with  them, 
and  stifling  them  as  they  arose,  was  the  mur- 
mured melody  of  the  elector'^s  voice,  pouring 
out  the  ardent  nothings  of  general  conversation, 
all  condensed  into  realities  by  the  look,  the 
tone,  the  gesture,  which  endows  even  common- 
place with  intense  and  solemn  meaning.  Gheb- 
hard's  spirits  were  mounted  to  a  more  than 
usual  height.  He  was  in  that  mood  of  warm 
loquacity  that  calls  for  no  reply.  He  talked 
as  without  design.  But  he  was  all  the  while 
labouring  for  the  consummation  of  a  great 
purpose,  and  gaining  it  unknown  to  himself. 
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Agnes^s  heart  was  quite  his  own.  He  had 
oooquered  it  unwittingly.  It  had  surrendered 
without  a  summons. 

There  were,  as  the  arrangements  for  the 
party  have  already  explained,  two  other  per- 
sons in  the  carriage.  Duchess  Anne,  who  sat 
cold  and  trembling  by  the  side  of  Agnes, 
gazing  in  £Eiscinated  terror  on  Scotus  who  oc- 
cupied with  the  elector  the  opposite  places. 
They  had  assumed  the  bearing  of  persons  un- 
known to  each  other.  The  elector  was  not 
aware  of  their  connexion.  Agnes  had,  at  her 
friend's  request — surged  by  her  tyrant's  orders 
— forborne  to  mention  it  to  Ohebhard ;  and 
she  was  now  too  much  absorbed  in  her  own  re» 
flections  to  give  any  interruption  to  the  farce 
of  strained  politeness,  which  Scotus  carried  on 
in  his  well-assumed  character  of  a  stranger  to 
the  duchess. 

The  distance  between  Cologne  and  Bruhl  was 
short,  but  it  was  slowly  traversed.  Ohebhard 
bad  sent  orders  to  his  coachman  not  to  hurry. 
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He  liked  his  posture,  placed  before  her  be 
loved,  her  silk  robe  rustling  at  his  casual  toucb, 
her  warm  breath  almost  mingling  with  his  own, 
as  he  leaned  towards  her  in  respectful  anima- 
tion. An  hour  had  nearly  expired  before  they 
reached  the  country  seat  which  the  impassioned 
elector  meant  for  an  Elysium.  There  and  then 
only  the  course  of  his  enjoyment  met  a  check, 
for  he  observed  an  air  of  embarrassment,  and 
as  he  thought  of  anxiety,  in  Agnes.  Struck  by 
the  sudden  dread  of  illness  or  disquietude 
having  assailed  her,  he  hastily  expressed  his 
apprehensions.  She  was  not  sorry  for  his  in« 
quiries,  for  she  had  for  some  time  been  reflect- 
ing with  reproach  and  pain  on  her  hasty  meeting 
with  her  brother,  and  her  cold  and  haughty 
tone  in  their  short  conference.  The  habit  of 
old  usage  came  back  in  all  its  force ;  and  she 
had  made  up  her  mind  to  avow  to  the  elector 
her  somewhat  unsisterly  abandonment  of  her 
brother's  society,  and  to  request  his  leave  to 
return  at  once  to  Cologne.     A  few  sentences, 
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not  less  graceful  or  touching  from  the  tone  of 
self'-accosation  in  which  they  were  uttered,  an- 
swered Ohebhard^s  questions  and  admitted  the 
truth  of  his  fears.     He,  with  prompt  gallantry 
entered  into  all  Agnes^s  feelings,  but  would  not 
hear  of  her  closing  proposition.    He,  on  the 
contrary,  insisted  on  dispatching  back  the  car* 
^^riage,  with  Walram  and  a  pressing  invitation 
for  Emest^s  presence.     Whatever  he  felt  of 
disappointment  at  the  intrusive  necessity  of  this 
measure,  he  did  not  let  it  mar  the  graciousness 
of  his  manner.     The  promptitude  and  warmth 
with  which  he  made  the  suggestion,  which  in 
his  case  was  a  command,  made  Agnes  thrill 
with  new  admiration  and  new  pride— for  she 
had  already  reached  that  pitch  of  attachment 
which  makes  every  praiseworthy  action  of  its 
object  a  source  of  self-esteem  and  self -applause. 
The  second  carriage,  with  Nuenar  and  the 
younger  members  of  the  party,  close  followed 
the  first.     The  groups  were  quickly  broken 
into  couples,  as  they  entered  the  spacious  and 
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splendid  gardens,  and  prepared  to  walk — for 
an  appetite,  in  the  common  parlance  on  such 
occasions,  but  some  of  the  party  gained  none 
on  this  particular  morning.  We  have  said 
that  they  sogn  formed  themselves  in  pairs. 
Needs  the  reader  be  told  the  names  of  each  ? 
One,  at  least,  may  be  divined.  And  all  who 
have  gone  this  far  with  Ohebhard  and  Agnes 
are  now  prepared  to  follow  them  into  the  maze 
of  winding  paths  ingeniously  cut,  for  the  pecu- 
liar happiness  of  lovers  and  the  greater  ease  of 
their  communings,  through  the  groves  which 
deeply  bqrdered  the  gardens. 

Scarcely  had  they  entered  one  of  those  shady 
labyrinths,  Agnes  leaning  on  her  companion's 
arm,  and  moving  on  resistlessly  wherever  he 
led,  than  she  felt  in  redoubled  force  all  those 
sensations  of  mingled  alarm  and  delight  which 
the  sudden  stopping  of  the  carriage  and  the 
interchange  of  general  conversation  had  for  a 
while  suppressed.  The  solitude,  the  warm  air 
of  the  morning,  the  fragrance  of  flowers  and 
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shrubs,  the  chirpings  of  birds  and  the  hum  of 
insects  all  combined  to  produce  that  voluptuous 
nervousness  which  is  constitutional  to  early 
love.  Andy  as  if  to  give  tone  and  harmony  to 
all,  a  nightingale,  untired  by  hours  of  moon- 
light practice  —perhaps  rocked  to  sleep  on  its 
branch  and  dreaming  of  its  own  melody — 
poured  forth  a  thrilling  strain  which  vibrated  in 
Agnes^s  heart.  Never  was  woman  more  fitly 
formed  or  placed  to  receive  lovers  first  confession. 
Nor  must  it  be  thought  that  all  this  com- 
bination was  mere  chance.  Ohebhard  Truchses 
was  not  so  young  a  lover  as  not  to  have  cal- 
culated time,  place,  and  circumstances  for  the 
direct  avowal  of  his  afiection.  He  remembered 
well  that  in  his  boyish  days,  when  passion  ran 
riot  in  his  heart,  its  fervid  outbreak  on  un- 
toward occasions  had  more  than  once  perilled 
the  success,  which  was  after  all,  perhaps,  mainly 
owing  to  the  fiery  ardour  of  youth.  He  knew 
himself  now  double  the  age  of  her  who  had 
raised  this  new  emotion  in  him.     He  loved  her 

b3 
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more  intensely  than  he  had  ever  before  loved. 
But  from  thirty  downwarda  (would  it  might 
be  reckoned  the  other  way  ! )  men  calculate  in 
proportion  to  the  force  of  their  attachment. 
They  imagine  probabilities  of  failure  which 
never  rise  on  a  young  man^s  brain.  He  pro- 
ceeds as  it  were  by  instinct,  and  every  step  he 
takes  is  rather  the  effect  of  accident  than  de- 
sign. But  they  deliberate  on  each  detail. 
They  weigh  their  words.  They  watch  for  op- 
portunities. And  it  is  thus  that  so  many  young 
women.  especiaUy  of  my  heroine's  stamp,  are 
attracted  and  caught,  they  know  not  why  or 
how,  and  to  the  great  wonderment  of  shallow 
observers,  by  suitors  discrepant  in  various  ways 
besides  the  mere  disparity  of  years. 

And  to  the  lover  who  thus  enters  into  the 
daring  adventure,  with  all  the  odds  against 
him,  what  are  the  chances,  what  the  compensa- 
tion ?  The  impetuous  burst  of  boyish  fancy  is 
incomparably  less  interesting  than  the  deli- 
cate,  yet  manly,  march    of  matured  passion. 
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Whoever  has  felt  the  first  may  be  allowed  to 
imagine  the  latter:  to  picture  to  himself  the 
fuIl-growQ  mind,  with  reason,  taste,  and  senti- 
ment united,  choomng  its  object,  and  firmly 
careering  on  its  way ;  each  day  growing  bolder 
and  tenderer,  but  not  less  wise;  bringing  out 
the  development  of  the  heart  it  would  make 
its  own;  fostering  its  timid  virtues,  yielding 
to  its  young  caprices,  training  its  tendril 
fancies,  losing  gradually  all  separate  identity 
in  their  clustering  foliage;  till  at  length  the 
patron  st^m  and  the  encircling  parasite  become 
as  one,  nourished  by  the  same  sap,  and  mutu- 
ally supporting  and  embellishing  each  other  in 
undivided  sympathy. 

Such  is  the  progress  of  a  successful  passion 
between  beings  of  unequal  ages  but  of  similar 
natures,  undefaced  by  violent  disputes,  and 
those  odious  reconciliations,  every  one  of  which 
steal  something  from  lovers  original  stock. 
And  if  failure  meets  the  man  of  mature  age 
who  ventures  on  the  conquest  of  young  beauty. 
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plexiDg.  To  be  possessed  by  a  strong  pas- 
sion without  any  direct  purpose,  was  a  cu- 
rious phenomenon  in  such  a  man ;  and  it  was 
natural  that  he  should  impatiently  labour 
to  define  bis  sensations.  To  do  this  effectually 
it  was  necessary  to  ascertain  how  Agnes  felt 
towards  him ;  and  he  had  resolved  to  explain 
to  her,  in  as  far  as  he  could  himself  understand 
it,  the  state  of  his  mind.  How  to  open  the 
subject  was  the  intricate  point.  He  had  fixed 
the  time  and  chosen  the  place,  and  had  even 
arranged  some  intended  form  of  language ;  but 
had  it  not  been  for  the  sudden  arrival  of  Ernest 
de  Mansfeldt  and  the  effect  it  produced  on 
Agnes,  it  is  possible  that  all  had  been  forgot- 
ten, and  that  the  excursion  to  Bruhl  had  ended 
in  another  day  of  vague  enjoyment,  as  little 
decisive  as  all  those  which  had  gone  before. 

A  dozen  times  during  as  many  minutes  did 
the  eloquent,  self-confident,  and  hitherto  un- 
daunted Sector  endeavour  to  commence  a  con- 
versaticH)  with  his  young  and  for  the  moment 


>*  ^iTs^s  iz  m^ssrELJkr 


.aBiuauiuiL — Que  s  txsl.  Her  erideDt 
kiirr  ri'^  inn  3u  ccim^«  Nothing  but 
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ritai»  5»ic  a  iuiio£B  r^ecdoQ  told 
Jn*  9::^  itrsn^c  znaaccs  time,  aod  that 
It  ^^nn*  j£  "Ds  -wxrun^  imc  a>  Walmn  not  to 
luT"^  JB  j:^  «^aniL  jijun^  oe  Mazksfeldt  would 
HM1I  jrrr*^.  x  le  jc%fyw£  lis  sincjaaos  at  all. 

•*  T.f^*  .r^i.'VJiTmai  :ze  eLactor.  **  be  must 
Hw«  ^  nr-T-  *  jmt  le  iir"n:i:zitiri!T  stopped  as 
lis  ixtis^i  :3i*  vor^  Ai^es,  mored  bv  an 
jtts«K?Ti^  Tinuuis^*,  jlTXswi  his  arm  firmly, 
luu  a  4rjn«:^«  Jt^  ft  nnricn^  his  protection, 
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'^  \  iu  iar  *li^  ^Tiseiiw.  tinea  ?"*  said  he  in  a 

v:%:v  ^*  ir^nr  anij-Liinr  bcc  fvill  of  piathos,  "  or 

jf  -*sfeC  iiis^  <nniiin^  ^uist  acw  will  be  unwel- 

^  I   >  «r  actrric  a^'w.  jc  thSj  mocneat,  while 
^vu  «v   "n^r   mf-J*  nxoed  Agoes,  blushing 
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deeper  and  speaking  more  faintly  at  every 
word — **  I  am  sure  I  ought  not  to  fear,  yet  ** — 

•*  Yet  you  do  fear — and  what  or  whom  ? 
This  unwished-for  relative? — forgive  me  if  I 
mistake  you  or^' — 

'^  No,  no,  not  you,"^  interrupted  Agnes,  with 
a  look  of  beaming  confidence.  ^'  But  I  dread 
my  brother *s  coming.  I  could  not  resist  your 
proffered  invitation  for  his  presence^  but  I 
should  not  have  permitted  it — I  should  have 
returned  to  Cologne.**^ 

'*  And  leave  me  to  the  cruel  disappointment 
of  your  absence  !  and  change  this  day  of  pro- 
mise into  total  gloom !  By  what  reasoning,  on 
what  grounds  can  you  decide  thus?  you  answer 
not.  I  see  that  some  more  than  ordinary  feel- 
ings agitate  you.  What  has  been  said  or 
done  ?  This  tyrant  brother  is  the  cause  of  all  ? 
Tell  me  what  it  is.  Am  I  not  worthy  of  your 
confidence,  of  your  friendship  ?*' 

"  Fully,  fully  !  oh,  do  not  doubt  my  feeUngs 
towards  you,  nor  be  unjust  towards  him.     He 
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<«^fa  imoeii  d&at  22s  vidi^ieii^  was  identified  witb 
h^V  TV  iimex3Mcted«  anilrramt  of  avows], 
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mvt:  «iC  mr.^2kaasi^  tkn^hts,  which  left  no 
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<ii«tUl  SMt  inainsc  m  InaL  anon  Urn,  though 
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she  longed  to  mark  the  confirmiug  expression  of 
his  features.  Yet  with  eyes  averted  and  filled 
with  luxurious  tears,  she  thought  she  saw  his 
bright  and  burning  gaze  piercing  her  hearths 
depths.  She  placed  one  hand  before  her  swim* 
ming  eyes.  The  other  still  rested  in  his.  It 
was,  like  his,  ungloved — Heaven  knows  by  what 
accident — and  the  soft  and  warm  return  of 
pressure  which  his  met  sent  eloqutnt  tinglings 
through  every  nerve  of  his  frame. 

^*  Oh,  answer  me,**  continued  he,  and  one 
arm  wound  tremblingly  round  her  full  yet  taper 
waist.  No  wasp-like  and  whale-boned  parody 
on  womaa*s  fair  proportions  repulsed  his  half 
embrace;  but  the  solid  charms  of  nature^s 
workmanship  yield  to  his  touch,  as  Agnes 
gently  shrunk  away.  Awakening  to  a  sense  of 
her  situation,  she  exclaimed, 

^^  Spare  me,  in  pity  spare  me  !  This  is  to 
you  but  sport — the  repetition  of  an  oft -acted 
scene.  To  me  it  is  torture — ^it  is  the  first  time 
I  have" 
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She  paused. 

"  Go  on,  go  oo>  most  lovely — ^but  no,  I  will 
use  DO  phrase  that  might  seem  flattery — this  is 
DO  season  for  ambiguous  words.  It  is  the  first 
time  thai  you  have — what,  Agoes  ?  Fiaish  the 
utterance  of  that  sentence.  It  is  one  of  Kfe 
or  death  to  me.  It  is  the  first  time  you 
have" — 

Loved!    was  the  plainly-told  but  still  un- 

uttered  word,  implied  in  the  gushing  flood  of 

tears,  which  Agnea  could  not  and  did  not  strive 

to  COTitrol.     The   suppressed  emotions  of  the 

whole  morning  thus   found  vent.     She   wept 

freely,  for  vanity  whispered  nothing  to  check 

her  tears,  and  the  increasing  force  of  Gheb- 

hard's  firm  yet  respectful  pressure  seemed  to 

>o6^  the  springs  from  which  they  flowed. 

And  had  she  but  looked  upon  his  face  would 

le  have  mistaken  for  an  unworthy  and  vain- 

lorious  expression  the  triumphant  smile  that 

t  it  up  P     No  woman  ought,  at  any  rate,  to 

ive  such  a  construction  to  the  inspiring  yet 
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humble  consciousness  of  joy,  which  every  man 
most  revel  in  in  such  a  moment. 

'<  Agnes,'**  said  Qhebhard,  in  his  manliest  yet 
mildest  tone,  and  placing  himself  beside  her  on 
the  bench  to  which  she  suffered  him  to  lead  her, 
**  dearest  Agnes,  be  calm  be  re-assured,  You 
have  nought  ungenerous  to  fear  from  me.  I 
ask  no  further  words — I  urge  you  to  no  con- 
fession. I  affect  no  false  humility,  yet,  as  Ood 
may  judge  me,  I  sink  with  shame  at  my  own 
unworthiness  of  all  that  is  thus  revealed  to  me 
in  this  rapturous  moment !  But  still  I  see  the 
truth,  in  wonderment  and  gratitude.  Why, 
how,  or  wherefore  I  have  gained  this  influence 
I  ask  not.  But  how  a  being  like  you,  so  sensi- 
tive, so  beautiful — ^nay,  nay,  shake  not  your  head 
so  doubtingly,  it  is  no  flattery,  it  is  the  genuine 
heart  that  speaks — how  such  a  one  as  thou  art 
— ihoUy  dearest, — ^may  I  use  the  tenderer  word? 
thanks,  thanks  for  that  assuring  pressure! 
How  thou  couldst  so  long  escape  whole-hearted 
is  a  marvel,  only  to  be  outdone  by  what  I  now 
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wittiefis  in  this  blessed  hour.  Thou  lovest  me, 
then!  Yes?  Is  it  so?  Sweet  hand,  that 
speaks  so  to  me,  thus  I  thank  you  !*" 

And  the  fair  member  so  apostrophifled,  the 
acting  delegate  of  Agnes^s  inmost  feelings,  was 
pressed  to  the  now  silent  but  not  less  eloquent 
lips  of  her  lover. 

^'  Bountiful  heaven  1*^  exclaimed  he  again, 
still  holding  the  willingly  imprisoned  hand  as 
he  stood  upright,  '*  what  unimagined  blessingii 
have  you  kept  in  store  for  me!  How  have  I 
deserved  this?  Oh,  never  yet — but  I  will,  I 
will  grow  worthy  of  the  boon.  In  the  bright 
sunshine  of  this  open  morning,  under  this 
pleached  dome  of  leaf  and  blossom,  amidst  the 
incense  of  flowers,  and  before  nature's  altar,  I 
vow  myself  to  the  service  of  true  virtue,  in  the 
person  of  this  its  living  type!  Never  again 
shall  an  unworthy  thought  stain  the  mind  sanc- 
tified henceforth  by  the  breath  of  her  pure 
spirit !  Ah,  Agnes,  couldst  thou  but  read  the 
heart  thus  vowed  to  thee !     It  is  all  thine  to  do 
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with  as  thou  wilt,  for  anything  but  to  adore 
thee  not.  Ask  not  that  of  me.  I  never  could 
unlove  what  I  have  once  loved,  and  never  loved 
anything  as  I  love  thee.  Speak  to  me  then — ^if 
not  words,  at  least,  in  sighs.  They  are  the 
soul^s  true  eloquence.  Look  on  me.  Let  those 
eyes  shower  light  and  dew  together,  that  my 
heart  may  send  out  its  fragrant  thanks,  like 
incense-breathing  flowers,  nourished  at  once 
by  the  moisture  and  the  warmth  of  heaven.^ 

The  impassioned  elector  knelt  before  the  idol 
of  his  devotion.  His  warm  breath  almost 
realized  a  portion  of  his  fervid  words.  Agnes 
felt  as  if  it  came  from  his  heart  and  penetrated 
even  to  her*s.  The  elector  did  not  venture 
more.  The  flushed  cheek  on  which  he  breathed 
fdt  nothing  beyond  that.  He  dared  not,  what- 
ever he. might  have  desired,  imprint  a  kiss  on  it. 
He  trembled,  but  it  was  from  fear  not  coldness. 
No  pagan  worshipper  could  have  felt  more  in* 
tensely  or  more  purely  before  the  statue  of  his 
goddess.    It  is  hard  fo  say  how  much  further 
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he  might  have  gone,  had  Agnes  still  let  her 
silence  give  new  scope  to  his  excited  feelings. 
For  silence  is  to  the  lover  what  darkness  is  to 
the  glow-worm.  But  speak  to  the  one,  let  in 
light  upon  the  other  and  the  ardour  and  the 
lustre  is  checked  though  not  extinguished. 

A  prompt  sense  of  her  situation  brought 
Agnes  to  herself,  dried  her  tears,  and  gave  her 
back  the  power  of  speech. 

**  Rise  up,  rise  up,*^  said  she,  '^  you  are 
hurried  beyond  what  is  fitting  to  you,  and  far 
beyond  what  I  merit.     I  am  covered  with  con- 
fusion, that  you  should  so  demean  yourself  to 
one  so  lowly.     Pray,  pray  let  us  walk.     I  am 
now  quite  recovered  and  composed.     Yet  do 
not,  I  implore  you,  suppose  that  I  have  not 
felt  acutely  and  with  painful  pride,  every  word 
you  uttered.     How  little  did  I  imagine  this 
scene !     What  would  I  not  have  given  to  have 
escaped  it — for  your  sake  more  than  my  own. 
You  have  not  deserved  to  suffer — and  alas! 
what  else  but  suffering  is  there  now  for  either?^ 
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**  Silence  those  self-accusings,  sink  those 
fears.  Give  hope  and  happiness  fair  play. 
Evil  cannot  come  of  aught  in  which  thy  virtue 
fonns  a  part ;  and  oh,  believe  me,  Agnes,  that 
I  shall  not  be  henceforward  all  unworthy  of  the 
fellowship.  I  feel  as  though  new  born,**'  an- 
swered Ghebhard. 

They  were  again  slowly  walking  in  the  se- 
questered alley.  Agnes  leant,  without  prudery, 
yet  not  quite  firmly,  on  the  elector  s  arm,  which 
closely  but  still  gently  held  her^s  to  his  side. 
There  was  in  his  words  and  manner  something 
that  subdued  every  discouraging  feeling  which 
she  would  have  been  glad  at  the  moment  to 
have  strengthened.  In-  as  far  as  reason  could 
act,  it  was  repugnant  to  all  that  she  listened  to. 
She  felt  it  to  be  sophistry.  She  saw  nothing  but 
misery,  even  if  there  was  no  guilt,  in  the  passion 
to  which  the  elector  gave  a  headlong  course. 
But  there  was  a  fascination  in  all  he  said,  which 
paralyzed  the  exercise  of  her  judgment.  The 
frankness  with  which  he  had  interpreted  her 
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emotions,  the  generosity  which  spared  her  the 
utterance  of  what  she  could  not  conceal,  the 
humility  with  which  he  spoke  of  himself — ^he, 
whom  she  looked  on  as  so  superior  to  all  other 
men — all  this  overpowered  her.  Her  admira- 
tion of  him  grew  each  instant  stronger.  But  it 
was  no  matter  what  he  might  have  said  or  done 
while  she  was  in  that  mood.  It  would  all  have 
turned  to  his  advantage.  Love  for  another  is 
awfully  blended  with  self-love.  Right  or 
wrong,  we  are  instinct  with  the  necessity  of 
upholding  to  ourselves  those  with  whom  we  are 
compromised,  and  fully  and  deeply  did  Agnes 
feel  herself  committed  to  Truchses  now.  If  he 
was  generous  in  claiming  no  avowal  of  aflec- 
tion,  she  was  honourable  in  admitting,  both  to 
him  and  to  herself,  that  she  had  implied  it 
amply.  She  scorned,  at  any  consequence,  to 
disavow  the  silent  admission  of  her  love,  the 
consenting  pressure  of  her  hand.  The  treaty 
was  ratified  as  soon  as  signed.  She  sought  for 
no  loop-hole  of  escape. 
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New-born  I  would  not  wish  you,^  replied 
abe»  with  a  faint  smile,  to  Ohebhard^s  last  sen* 
tenoe.  '*  It  was  in  your  own  natural  character 
I  knew  you,  and—" 

Another  pressure  of  his  hand,  returned  by 
her*s,  fiUed  up  the  pause — <*  and  loyed  you^ 
would  have  been  added,  if  that  hand  had  but  a 
voice. 

*'  Yes,  it  is  as  yourself,  as  nature  and  cir- 
cumstances have  formed  you,  rich  in  such  high 
and  bright  accomplishments*  that  you  have 
dazzled,  delighted,  and  won  me.  Your  former 
fiiults  I  know  not.  I  have  seen  none.  Hence- 
forth I  will  not  see  them.  But  be  unchanged. 
Work  no  forced  miracle  upon  yourself,  and 
fuicy  it  my  doing.  Be  faulty  still  if  indeed 
you  were  so  ever.  Perfection  would  not  have 
chosen  me — and  it  would  soon  discard  me, 
should  it  take  the  place  of  the  more  natural 
errors  through  which  I  have  been  loved  and 
would  be  stilL** 

No  false  shame  checked  our  heroine  as  she 
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spoke.  She  was  not  a  trifler.  Having  passed 
the  limits  of  reserve,  and  being  awhile  hurried 
down  the  current  of  feeling,  she  gave  an  unre- 
stricted flow  to  thoughts  which  were  too  pure  to 
prompt  concealments 

*^  Thau  art  indeed  perfection,  as  near  as 
woman  can  be  !"  exclaimed  Ohebhard,  ^<  and  do 
not  women  come  close  to  it?  Generous  and 
good,  without  one  sordid  thought,  and  even,  as 
thou  dost  now,  lowering  themselves  to  man*s 
level,  whom  nothing  can  raise  to  their^s !  Oh, 
how  far  you  are  above  us,  Agnes,  all  thy  divine 
sex  !  so  far  that  I  am  lost  in  wonder  at  my  ever 
having  dared  to  love  and  hoped  for  a  return.'* 

^^  And  yet  how  many  a  time  have  you  said 
this,  and  felt  it,  in  the  same  phrase,  and  with  all 
the  frank  sincerity  I  will  not,  cannot  doubt  !^ 

'^  Agnes,  I  dare  not  deceive  thee  if  I  would. 
I  have  loved  ere  now — ^no  matter  how  often  or 
how  well.  But  never  by  my  soul  as  I  love  now! 
If  not  new  born,  at  least  my  nature  is  new 
moulded.    All  my  former  passions  were  for 
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myself  alone — ^this  is  of  thee  and  with  thee. 
They  could  bum  on  for  ever  in  a  spurious  light, 
separate  and  unretumed.  But  Mt9,  if  not  re^ 
turned,  could  not  exist.  It  had  died  in  the  first 
beam  of  thy  perfection,  had  it  not  even  then  be^ 
oome  a  portion  of  thee,  as  comets  absorbed  by 
the  sun  still  live  in  the  very  splendour  which 
consumes  them/' 

^^  It  is  thus  I  have  been  led  captive ;  and 
thus  I  glory  in  my  slavery,'*  said  Agnes,  her 
animated  looks  directed  fully  on  her  companion. 
*<  This  ardent  language,  all  exaggerated  as  it 
is,  has  for  weeks  been  the  aliment  of  my  heart. 
I  have  lived  on  it  and  loved  it,  even  when  it 
spoke  not  so  openly  .of  love.  The  noble  senti- 
ments so  warmly  expressed,  the  too  flattering 
adulation  lavished  on  me  by  a  mind  like  your*s, 
the  ambitious  hope  that  I  had  made  an  im. 
presdon  different  from  others— though  Heaven 
can  vouch  how  far  short  of  this  I  had  reckoned 
CD  it — all,  all  must  be  considered.  If  then 
I   return  the  feeling   I  have  inspired,  oh,  do 
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not  deem  me  too    easily  won  —  too  unfemi- 


nine *' 


'^  I  cannot  hear  such  words  as  these,"  ex- 
claimed the  elector.  "  Speak  aught  else  and  I 
will  listen  to  thee  for  ever.  Unfeminine !  Thou, 
a  model  of  woman's  grace  and  dignity  I  Too 
easily  won  !  Agnes,  feel  easy  on. that  score.  A 
passion  such  as  mine,  so  felt,  so  urged,  was 
irresistible.  This  is  no  conquest  on  my  part ; 
view  it  not  in  such  a  light.  It  was  but  a  plead- 
ing for  mercy  and  for  life.  Enchanted  by  your 
attractions,  it  was  I  who  sank  captive  at  thy 
feet ;  and  in  condescending  to  raise  me  up  thou 
art  elevated  not  debased.*^^ 

<'  Well,  well,  let  it  be  so.  The  gilding 
lightens  the  chain !'' 

*^  Oh,  could  I  but  express  in  one  large  word 
the  ample  scope  of  my  love  for  thee,  Agnes — 
could  I  condense  into  one  moment  the  age  of 
grateful  servitude  I  would  pay  thee,  how  would 
this  overflowing  heart  be  relieved !  Language 
may  not  tell,  life  cannot  stretch  far  enough  to 
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describe  or  to  fulfil,  the  deep  debt  I  owe,  but 
never  may  repay  thee.^ 

*^  Alas,  alas  !  where  will,  where  can  all  this 
end  i^  exclaimed  Agnes,  stopping  and  clasping 
her  hands  together,  as  though  some  fearful 
flash  in  far  perspective  had  suddenly  broke  on 
her.  The  elector,  struck  like  an  eagle  on  his 
sunward  flight,  ceased  at  once  his  rhapsody, 
and  placing  his  hand  on  his  forehead  as  if  to. 
cc^ect  his  careering  thoughts,  he  repeated  with 
wild  emphasis  the  last  word  which  fell  from 
Agnes. 

'«  End  r  echoed  he. 

**  Oh,  yes,  in  what  can  it  all  end  ?  That  is 
the  one  only  question  we  should  ask  or  solve. 
Are  we  not  rushing  on  to  absolute  madness.^ 
Can  I,  ought  you,  go  further  ?  Have  you  for- 
gotten your  state  and  station,  and  must  I  not, 
for  both  our  sakes,  rouse  you  from  your  delu- 
sion ?  Have  I  not  now  indeed  violated  my 
vow,  both  in  thought  and  deed?  Ah,  my 
brother^s  reproach  was  scarcely  premature  !^ 


30  AGKE8   DK   MANSFKLDT. 

*^  Thy  brother  I  I  had  quite  forgotten  hiiii» 
said  Ohebhard,  starting  and  looking  around, 
though  the  untoward  object  had  burst  on  their 
solitude.  '*  And  what^  then, — surely  Agues 
thou  now  needest  no  concealment  with  me^ 
What  is  this  mysterious  pledge  which  he,  it 
would  seem,  has  so  rudely  recalled  to  thee  ?^ 

The  elector  made  this  inquiry  in  a  tone  far 
different  from  that  in  which  he  had  urged  his 
questions  previous  to  the  conversation  we  have 
imperfectly  related.  His  mind  seemed  now 
absorbed  by  thoughts  of  much  more  import 
than  any  connected  with  Ernest  de  Mansfddt. 
Yet  he  listened,  though  in  comparative  indif- 
ference for  Agnes's  answer. 

**  In  truth,^  said  she,  **  it  was  a  vow  more 
strange  in  the  making  than  in  the  breaking. 
Yet  having  made  I  am  guilty  in  having  broke 
it;  and  as  you  were  the  cause — ^the  unwitting 
cause— of  my  perjury,  it  is  but  fair  that  I 
should  tell  you  its  extent." 

There  was    something   in  Agnes*s  manner 
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whidi  prored  that  she  did  not  lay  great  stress 
on  her  offence. 

<<  Thoa  art  abaolTed,  even  before  oonfessioD,** 
aaid  he ;  and  despite  of  her  anxious  air  and  his 
abi^raction,  they  exchanged  a  smfle.  Their 
love  was  too  young  to  be  so  easily  overcast* 
Hope  broke  at  intervals  through  the  douds 
even  of  Agnes's  presentiment.  And  as  for 
Ohebhard,  there  was  always  a  rainbow  in  his 
most  gloomy  sky. 

They  continued  their  walk,  unconscious  of 
time  and  forgetful  of  place ;  and  Agnes,  be- 
ooDiing  by  degrees  more  calm  and  confident, 
related  to  Truchses  some  passages  of  early  life 
between  her  brother  Ernest  and  herself,  which 
had  ended  in  his  exacting  and  her  submitting 
to  a  solemn  engagement  that  she  was  never  to 
listen  to  a  confession  of  love  from  any  man 
without  his  consent,  and  never  to  marry  during 
his  lifetime  This  strange  contract  between 
brother  and  sister,  for  he  engaged  on  his  part  to 
observe  the  same  conditions,  had  actually  been 
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entered  into.  It  was  a  somewhat  bojririi  and  a 
totally  girlish  adventure ;  but  Ernest  was  sere^ 
ral  years  his  sister^s  senior,  and  he  had  arrived 
at  complete  maDh<x)d  without  proposing  the 
retraction  of  the  puerile  engagement.  £ven  on 
that  very  morning,  as  has  been  seen,  he  seemed 
to  hold  to  it  as  something  sacred.  It  had,  as 
has  been  before  alluded  to,  exercised  a  consi- 
derable influence  on  Agnes  through  her  earlier 
days,  and  had  greatly  weighed  with  her  when 
she  decided  on  becoming  a  canoness  of  GFerris- 
helm.  But  little  chance  had  it  of  standing  an 
hour  in  the  way  of  the  real  passion  it  was  meant 
to  check.  It  was  only  necessary  for  Agnes  to 
be  loved  and  to  love,  to  let  the  spurious  vow  of 
celibacy  vanish  into  air.  During  her  few  weeks 
intercourse  with  the  elector  it  never  rose  to  her 
thoughts.  Her  brother  s  reproach  had  revived 
its  recollection.  Her  dread  of  the  consequences 
of  her  new-formed  attachment  again  tnade  her 
recur  to  it,  and  a  morbid  feeling  of  self^-aocusal 
would  have  converted  its  breach  into  a  crime; 
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but  it  was  only  in  the  moment  of  violating  it 
that  she  discovered  its  flimsy  texture,  and  even 
while  revealing  it  to  Ghebhard,  she  in  justice 
to  her  good  sense  felt  it  necessary  to  treat  it 
lighdy. 

Not  so  the  elector.  He  heard  her  recital  in 
aatonishmenty  displeasure,  and  jealousy.  Of 
Agnes's  entire  purity  he  had  not  a  shade  of 
doubt.  But  there  was  something  startling  to 
his  feelings  in  such  a  compact,  forced  on  an  in- 
ixioent  and  unconscious  girl  by  a  brother  to 
whom  the  rights  of  primogeniture  gave  such 
authority.  A  loathing  of  this  ambiguous  rela- 
tive rose  upon  Ghebhard*s  mind.  At  the  very 
best  he  considered  him  as  a.  harsh  selfish  man, 
who,  from  some  wayward  sentiment  difficult  to 
define,  had  thrown  himself  and  his  dubious  at- 
tachment  on  the  path  of  his  sister^s  happiness, 
and  who  would  no  doubt  meddle  in  all  ways  to 
disturb  it,  if  its  indulgence  and  security  inter- 
fered with  his  own  views.  It  was  in  this  mood 
that  Ghebhard  was  prepared  to  listen  to^  the 
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sequel  of  Agnes^s  ^^  confessioD/  which  made 
him  acquamted  with  the  rapid  and  stirring 
scene  that  had' passed  between  the  brother  abd 
sister  that  very  morning.  She  suppressed,  how- 
ever, some  of  the  particulars,  fearing  that  their 
abrupt  avowal  might  lead  to  some  scene  of 
violence.  She  admitted  that  Ernest's  coming 
to  Cologne  was  caused  by  a  letter  calumniating 
and  falsifying  both  her  conduct  and  the  elector  « 
honour.  But  she  said  nothing  of  the  forgery, 
nor  did  she  make  any  allusion  to  Scotus.  But 
Ghebhard  heard  enough  to  inflame  him.  Boil- 
ing with  indignation  on  more  accounts  than  one, 
he  had  begun  to  give  utterance  to  his  feelings, 
when  he  was  disturbed  by  a  low  whistle — ^half 
shrillness,  half  melody — the  well-known  signal 
of  his  discreet  valet^s  approach,  whenever  his 
master  walked  in  shrubbery  or  reposed  in  bower 
— with  a  lady  by  his  side. 

**  Ha,  Walram  !  already  returned !  com^ 
forward  r  cried  Truchses,  and  his  familiar  was 
quickly  before  him,  with  obsequious  air  and 
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'^  The  oouBt  is  in  the  gankiis»  your  high- 
nesg.'' 

Agnes  cast  her  eyes  timidly  round  at  this 
reply.     Truchses  asked  impatiently, 

^^  And  finally,  where  and  what  doing  is  Count 
Jerome  Scotus?^^ 

*^  He  met  me  at  the  entrance  of  this  grove, 
and  has  turned  aside  upon  the  terrace  with 
Count  Ernest  de  Mansfeldt,  whom  I  was  lead- 
ing in  all  haste  to  your  highnesses  presence.*** 

^^  Kind  Scotus  P  murmured  the  elector ;  and 
a  speaking  smile  showed  Walram  how  his  "  all 
haste^  was  understood  and  approved.  The 
valet  resumed, 

"  I  trust  your  highness  and  the  Countess 
Agnes  are  satisfied  that  it  was  not  my  fault  if 
I  made  not  more  speed  in  my  commission.  But 
I  thought  it  would  have  been  unseemly  to  dis- 
turb the  noble  traveUer  while  he  was  in  com- 
muning with  his  host  Baron  Kriechlingen,  and 
your  highnesses  clemency  may  perhaps  hold  me 
blameless  if  the  carriage  spring   did  become 
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Agnes  listened,  but  replied  not.  Half  in- 
voluntary, half  willing,  she  yidded  her  judg- 
ment for  awhile  to  the  guidance  of  her  lover^s 
enthusiasm.  And  the  'past,  the  }M:e8ent,  and  the 
future  formed  an  arch  of  promise  to  her  mind^s 
eye — ^which  was  dazzled  and  deceived,  because 
it  would  be  so. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Basok  Kkibchlimrkn,  at  all  times  ao  et 
riser,  was  up  even  sooner  than  usual  on  acca 
of  the  disturbance  caused  in  his  mansion  by 
preparationB  for  this  excursion  to  Bruht ; 
learning  of  Ernest  de  Mansfeldt's  arrival 
hastened  to  find  him  in  old  Spangenberg's  ap 
ment,  and  to  force  upon  him  all  the  tortui 
honours  of  hospitality  and  cousinship.  It 
with  infinite  difficulty  that  his  anxious  gi 
could  lead  him,  and  confine  him,  to  the  tt 
uppermost  in  his  mind.  But  by  direct 
guned  all  that  the  old  but>n  himself  knew  a 
the  constant  intercourse  between  the  elector 
the  ladies  of  the  family,  sprinkled  with  a 
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wild  and  distorted  notions  of  Scotus,  in  keeping 
with  what  has  been  long  since  told  of  the 
baron'^s  early  impressions  abont  him.  Ernest 
was  not  able  very  accurately  to  estimate  the 
real  character  of  the  person,  whom  all  his  pre* 
judices  were  enlisted  against  by  Agnes's  hurried 
denunciation,  and  who,  in  the  language  of  his 
host,  figured  as  something  between  a  magician, 
a  demon,  and  a  philosopher. 

*^  Keep  clear  of  him,  I  tell  you  again,  my 
young  friend,*'  growled  the  baron,  with  a 
roving  glance,  and  a  cautioning  gesture,  as 
though  Scotus  was  an  invisible  witness  of  the 
conference  or  might  have  dropped  into  the  room 
from  any  chink  or  cranny,  ^*  far  wide  of  him,  if 
you  have  any  fear  of  hocus-pocus,  or  do  not 
wish  your  pocket  picked,  or  your  doublet  or 
hosen  made  the  receptacle  for  stolen  goods. 
But  if  you  want  words  of  wisdom,  original  or 
quoted,  or  if  you  require  knowledge  of  aught 
that  has  passed  for  centuries,  from  an  eye-wit- 
ness and  a  shrewd  memory,  cultivate  this  count. 
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—He  u  a  very  devil  ii 
cousiQ  Ernest — let  me  c 
have  not  seen  you  since  y 
rwy-cheeked  boy,  tbougl 
are  now  lank,  and  lean,  an 
a  vengeance — row,  I  thii 
you  what  sort  of  a  person 
iNeh?" 

*'  I  shall  turn  your  ii 
kind  kinsman,  should  c 
itadf,'"  answered  Ernest, 
more  than  overpraised  by 
□or  greatly  enlightened 
given  of  the  Italian's  acco 
the  boroQ  had  time  to  en 
further  explanations,  th 
was  announced,  aud  his 
vered.  Ernest,  though  ] 
OD  various  accounts,  fell 
intrude  himself  into  the  p 
pretty  plainly  told  him  I 
to  be  out  of  place.     Kri< 
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hesitation,  and  took  upon  himself  to  answer  for 
his  giiest 

"  To  be  sure,  to  be  sure,  worthy  Walram, 
my  kinsman  the  young  count  will  hasten  to  pay 
his  dutiful  respects  to  his  highness.  C!ome 
cousin  Mansfeldt,  don^t  stand  head-breaking, 
nor  worrying  your  brain  for  fine  words  in  which 
to  answer  the  elector^s  gracious  summons.  Your 
personal  appearance  will  be  the  best  reply — 
though,  Grod^s  sooth  !  it  will  not  be  the  wm^e 
of  a  little  embellishing.  That  fustian  jerkin 
and  greasy  hosen  show  hard  riding — ^you  did 
well  to  choose  them  of  dust-colour — and  those 
brown  tanned  boots  have  mud  enough  in  every 
wrinkle  from  knee  to  instep  to  do  honour  to  an 
imperial  post  courier.  The  count  will  be  ready 
to  take  a  place  in  his  highnesses  carriage,  Wal- 
ram,  ere  old  Karl  Kreutzer  can  open  the  pos- 
tern and  let  it  into  the  court-yard."** 

The  electoral  valet  (a  fair  German  title)  re- 
tired  to  give  orders  to  the  inferior  functionary 
whose  business  it  was  to  take  care  of  the  vehicle 
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and  look  to  the  tpringt— 
our  readers  with  the  tec 
particular  executioD. 

"  Now,  Ludwjg,^  col 
dressing  the  fierce  aod 
man  who  had  done  for  t 
penooal  attendance  duri 
years,  "  now  get  ready 
refreahing-bout,  which  li 
closet ;  to  lose  no  time 
basin,  and  fetch  a  doub 
lay  forth  a  three-ell  to 
Himmel !  sdr,  man,  stir  I 
and  gnaried  as  the  brant 
die  orchard  hedge." 

The  «enrant  hobbled 
witb  one  hand  by  his  i 
the  other  hauled  out  De 
tioQ  of  the  small  aud  m< 
■erved  the  purposes  < 
lumber-closet  to  the  roU] 
of  the  mannon.      Em 
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brought  up  from  the  stable ;  and  a  suitable 
change  of  apparel,  after  his  ablutions  were 
completed,  metamorphosed  him  into  the  well- 
dressed  representative  of  a  noble  house. 

"  Aye,  now  it  may  be  fairly  said  you  look 
like  what  you  are,  good  cousin,^  said  the  baron, 
eyeing  him  keenly  from  top  to  toe  as  he  came 
forth  from  the  den.  ^<  That'*s  a  brave  suit,  and 
the  elector  looks  sharp  to  externals  let  me  tell 
you.  You  are  marvellously  changed  by  soap 
and  water,  Ernest,  marvellously.  Yet  you  are 
not  the  fine,  good-looking  boy  that  I  knew  you 
a  dozen  years  ago.  Potx  tauaend!  I  might 
almost  fancy  you  were  changed  at  nurse  !  Some 
men  require  dress  to  do  them  justice ;  and  you 
I  may  say  without  flattery,  are  one  that  de- 
pends in  great  measure  on  his  tailor.  What  a 
pity  it  is  you  have  such  a  scanty  growth  of 
beard.  Those  lantern  jaws  would  well  become 
a  pair  of  frizzled  whiskers,  and  a  full  moustache 
would  hang  gracefully  upon  your  rabbit-mouth. 
But  never  mind,  you  are  a  Mansfeldt,  of  many 
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words  unintelligible    to    the  echos  of   poste- 
rity. 

De  Mansfeldt  would  have  gladly  quitted  the 
vehicle  and  walked  to  Bruhl,  when  Walram 
announced  the  breaking  of  .the  spring,  so  great 
was  his  impatience  to  arrive  in  time  to  snatch, 
as  he  still  hoped,  his  sister  from  the  danger 
revealed  in  Kriechlingen^s  last  words.  But  the 
assurance  that  a  few  minutes  would  suffice  to 
repair  the  accident,  and  the  feeling  that  it  would 
be  unseemly  to  join  such  a  party  in  such  dust- 
covered  plight  (which  the  baron  pronounced  so 
unbecoming)  decided  him  to  wait  as  patiently 
as  he  could.  And  finally,  after  a  good  hours^ 
delay,  he  found  himself  in  the  gardens  of  Bruhl. 
Under  Walram'^s  guidance  (which  had  most 
assuredly  led  him  a  considerable  circuit  from 
any  direct  chance  of  breaking  in  on  the  elector 
and  his  fair  companion)  he  proceeded  towards 
the  grove  which  formed  the  scene  of  Ghebliard's 
and  Agnes^s  conversation,  when  he  was  met  and 
saluted  by  a  man  of  remarkable  and   distin- 
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guulied  mien,  richly  attired,  ai 
for  an  o£Scial  personage  of  the ' 
suite.     Walram  bowed  low  aot 

"  I  trust  I  may  without  ol 
Diously  address  Count  Mansfel 
being  of  this  day's  party  at  ] 
Gtraoger,  with  an  iosinuating  th 
smile. 

"  And  to  whom  am  I  indel 
nour  of  so  courteous  a  recep 
frank  recognition  ?" 

'*  I  am  Count  Jerome  Sooti 
guest,  and  I  trust  I  may  aay  hii 
by  his  highness  to  receive  yoi 
my  poor  powers  of  entertainmc 
your  fair  sister  have  completi 
ramble  in  yonder  wood." 

ScotuB  paid  no  attention  U 
which  Emest  received  the  annc 
name,  nor  did  he  seem  to  not 
betrayed  by  the  brother  at  the  i 
up  of  the  sentence. 

VOL.  ti.  D 
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paM  OD,  sir,  to  find  the  Gounlcn 
snsfeldt,  aod  throngli  her  iotroduc- 
Klector  of  Cologoe,"  said  Ernest, 
ing  forward. 

me.  Count  Mansfeldt,  in  saying 
be.     Gallantry  and  decorum  for- 

i  ribaldry  is  unseemly,  here  or  else- 
the  name  of  my  sister  is  called  in 
indst  on  being  led  to  the  arcb- 

Uanafeldt,  I  am  not  his  servant — 
1  willing,  nay  anxious,  to  serve  you 
r." 

8  spoke  this  sentence,  which  b^^ 
y  tone  that  instantly  sank  into  one 
;rvile  earnestness,  be  laid  his  hand 
Teldt's  arm.  The  latter  shnddered 
h  and  at  the  piercing  sternness  of 
's  glance.  He  felt  as  though 
the  spot.  The  spell  of  old 
n'g     superstitious    hints     was     on 
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him.  He  strove  to  shfike  off  the  doul 
influeiKe,  Bod  sud  with  assuoied  indifii 
enoe, 

"  The     family    of    Mansfeldt    needs 
service,  sir,  fears  no   danger,  and   defies   ; 
slander." 

"  Yet  this  hurried  journey — this  itnpaUc 
haste— this  nervous  excitement  was  caused  ] 
a  mere  letter.^ 

"  Which  was  written  by—" 

*'  Me  !  I  confess  myself  the  author — ai 
deeply  do  I  congratulate  myself  in  the  suocf 
of  my  stratagem." 

"  Congratulate !" 

"  Aye,  Count  Mansfeldt,  and  you  will  t 
long  join  in  the  feeling.  I  have  proffered  s< 
vice,  but  I  have  anticipated  the  offer  by  t 
act." 

"  Strange  service  this  to  bring  me  fn 
Franconia,  post-haste,  by  a  forged  libel  on  i 
Bister^B  honour,  which  you  now  unblushing 
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u 


And  justify.  I  knew  you  not,  remember, 
and  I  felt  that  some  most  powerful  induce- 
ment was  required  to  make  you  act  with 
speed  and  secrecy.  Am  I  not  justified  by 
success  ?  You  are  here,  and  your  sister  is  not 
yet  lost." 

^^  Not  yet !  Count  Scotus  I  lose  time  in  this 
strange  parley.  I  cannot  now  sift  motives.  I 
must  see  Agnes  on  the  spot,  where  is  she  ?" 

^<  You  risk  nothing  by  listening  to  me  and 
depending  on  her.  You  are  either  time  enough 
or  too  late.  They  have  been  alone  these  two 
hours  past." 

^'  This  is  too  bad — it  distracts  me  quite  !  oh 
why  is  not  my  brother  Christopher  here,  to  aid 
me  in  this  perilous,  this  dishonouring  emer- 
gency." 

"  Be  satisfied — he  is  on  his  road." 

"His  road  hither?^ 

"  Yes.  A  counterpart  of  the  letter  which 
brought  you  is  ere  now  in  his  hands  in  Paris. 
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And  if  he  fkhsste  your  spirit  and  your  sense  of 
right  he  will  ere  long  join  im  to  effSect  this  great 
deliverance.'" 

"  This  is  all  mockery — insult  almost.  What 
right  have  yon,  sir,  to  mix  yourself  in  my 
family  affSurs  ?  What  possible  claim  have  we 
on  a  total  stranger  ?" 

^'  I  can  bear  this  and  more,  Count  Mans* 
feldt.     You  are  young. ** 

^  There  is  small  difference,  methinks  in  years 
between  us,  but  even  were  it  greater — '* 

Emest^s  sentence  was  cut  short  by  his  ob- 
serving the  awfully  strange  expression  of  his 
companion's  countenance,  on  which  a  smile  of 
mingled  grief,  contempt,  and  pride  strug- 
gled, or  rather  harmonized,  with  a  haughty 
frown  that  seemed  the  type  of  some  remote 
unfathomable  recollection,  rather  than  a 
ripple  on  the  troubled   waters    of    immediate 

thought. 

'  Scotus  took  de  Mansfeldt,  with  authoritative 
familiarity,  under  the  arm,  and  said, 
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^^  Let's  walk  oo  this  terrace  awhile.  Keep 
your  mind  tranquO,  all  is  right.^ 

Ernest  made  no  resistance ;  and  Walram, 
who  had  at  a  distance  marked  the  scene,  then, 
moved  slowly  oo  in  search  of  his  master. 

^^  Count  Mansfeldt,'*  resumed  Scotus,  in  the 
peculiar  solemn  yet  not  oppressive  tone,  which 
was  at  all  times  prodigiously  effective  with 
those  whom  he  mystified  and  who  could  be 
played  upon,  ^^  You  know  of  course  the  tradi- 
tionary legend  of  your  house,  relating  to  a  visit 
paid  once  at  ^ansfeldt,  in  winter,  storm,  and 
midnight,  by  a  strange  wounded  man,  who,  suc- 
coured by  the  then  lord  of  the  castle,  Count 
Pplrath,  the  Bold,  your  far-back  ancestor — ^for 
it  was  in  December  1263,  suddenly  disappeared, 
without  a  clue  to  his  discovery ;  but  leaving  in 
token  of  gratitude  a  small  portrait  of  himself, 
and  one  of  two  twin  brilliants  of  great  price, 
which  he  had  worn  on  each  of  his  two  little 
fingers,  his  only  ornaments?  You  remember 
the  tradition  ?^ 
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You,  for  instance,  are  not  at  all  like  Connt 
Polrath  the  Bold;  but  your  voice" — this  was 
said  with  emphasis,  but  as  if  the  speaker  thrown 
off  his  guard,  was  summoning  up  a  recollection 
rathor  than  striving  to  make  an  impression — 
^'  Your  voice  is  such  that  I  could  fancy  it  the 
very  same." 

Ernest  shuddered  as  the  Italian  spoke,  and 
before  he  had  time  to  recover  himself,  the  latter 
hastily  exclaimed, 

^^  Ha !  here  comes  the  elector  and  Countess 
Agnes.  Now  one  word  more  for  your  guidance 
and  consideration,  I  have  some  faint  power  of 

* 

reading  men^s  thoughts — I  can  answer  for  his 
this  moment.  He  intends  to  recant  his  religion, 
renounce  his  state,  and — marry  your  sister!*^ 

A  deadly  paleness  spread  over  Ernests^  face. 
His  agitation  was  excessive.  He  could  scarcely 
move;  and  he  did  not  even  essay  to  speak, 
when  Truchses  came  forward  with  an  unembar- 
rassed air  leading  Agnes  by  tlie  hand,  and  cor- 
dially offering  his  own  to  his  stranger-guest,  as 


the  siBter,  deep  b 
ber  brother's  em 
o(  introductiun. 
joiDed  the  tired' 
who  were  all  as 
mented  tent,  pit 
adjoining  lawn. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


The  elector  carried  everything  before  him 
by  the  impetuous  brilliancy  of  his  manners  that 
morning.  De  Mansfeldt's  agitation,  Agnes^s 
anxiety,  the  deep  suffering  of  Duchess  Anne, 
and  the  minor  disquietudes  of  the  rest  were  as 
though  swept  away  or  levelled  to  a  general  tone 
of  enjoyment,  as  Truchses  gave  full  scope  to 
his  enthusiastic  mood.  Sootus,  who  never 
sought  to  rival  his  host  in  a  display  of  talent, 
was  still  a  powerful  auxiliary  when  he  chose  to 
exert  himself  on  an  occasion  like  this ;  and, 
thus  seconded,  the  elector's  talents  for  conversa- 
tion were  all  brought  into  better  play  by  the 
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of  host  this  day,  though  it  all  at  times  sat  well 
on  him.  He  appeared  without  study  to  divide 
his  attentions  equally  anoong  his  guests.  Al- 
most all  were  astonished  at  the  absence  of  the 
exclusive  devotion  which  he  generally  paid  to 
Agnes,  and  it  was  attributed  to  various  causes 
by  the  different  observers ;  but  with  the  excep- 
tion of  Nuenar,  it  excited  no  particular  concern, 
for  all  the  rest  were  busy  in  their  own  personal 
thoughts.  His  were  fixed  entirely  on  his  fa- 
vourite project  of  the  elector's  convo-sion.  He 
had  for  some  time  set  his  hopes  on  Agnes  beio^ 
the  means,  through  Heaven*s  grace,  of  their 
accomplishment.  He  was  much  puzzled  and 
distressed  by  the  apparent  check  now  given  to 
his  friend's  idolatry,  for  he  had  no  experience  of 
a  lover^s  feelings,  and  he  was  too  cautious  to 
seek  an  explanation  from  others.  Sootus  he 
hated,  while  from  the  reasons  betrayed  by 
Kriechlingen,  he  tolerated  and  encouraged  him : 
and  there  was  no  one  else  with  whom  he  could 
venture  to  commune  on  this  delicate  subject. 
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Young  Ulrick,  for  whom 
private  tiims  in  the  gocdei 
oourse,  pursued  the  advanti 
his  BtteDtkniB  to  Duchess  . 
loved  with  her  eyes,  and  ca 
movenient  and  word  of  the  I 
her  unbounded  admiratioo. 
o^ected  by  her  fickle  coi 
tion  in  the  kind  sympathy 
de  ManaTeldt,  in  a  maze  of  i 
his  congenial  sphere  of  pri 
less  dazzled,  and  in  his  owi 
by  the  elector's  whole  bearii 
varieties  of  feeling  were  all 
object — the  means  of  imi 
Agnes  from  this  dangerous  i 

The  repast  which  we  call 
the  Germans— a  more  met 
keeping  people— name  the 
in  consequence  of  the  lat 
served  an  hour  beyond  the 
interval  was  filled  up  as  wi 
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mated,  and  the  party  being  somewhat  tired  by 
their  late  promenades,  had  taken  possession  of 
one  of  those  sloping  banks  which  abounded  in 
the  pleasure-grounds,  and  seated  or  reclining 
on  the  grass  and  moss  they  enjoyed  the  deli- 
cious freshness  of  the  air,  which  played  through 
a  grove  of  young  beech-trees,  that  formed  a 
shelter  from  the  sun.  Deep  feeling  was  con- 
cealed by  light  talk ;  and  thoughts  which  were 
indelible  were  fluttered  over  by  words  as  volant 
as  the  birds  above  the  thinkers^  heads. 

The  elector  maintained  his  cautious  bearing 
towards  Agnes.  He  was  beside  her  at  times, 
appaiently  more  by  chance  than  by  design,  and 
he  now  lay  near  her  feet,  leaving  her  to  inter- 
pret through  his  eyes  what  was  passing  in  his 
heart.  Ernest  was  a  little  aloof,  closely  watch- 
ing; and  Scotus  was  slyly  hovering  about, 
giving  to  each  of  the  party  by  turns  a  ready 
phrase,  for  his  words  were  always  to  the  purpose 
— >and  that  was  to  manage  all  present  for  the 
furtherance  of  his  several  designs. 
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shall  be  Saint  Agnes,  and  whose  grand  master 
his  highness  the  elector!" 

'*  A  happy  thought  !^  exclaimed  Truchses, 
springing  up  and  placing  the  sprig  which 
Agnes  gave  him,  not  in  his  hat  but  in  his 
bosom.  *^  Nuenar  you  haye  immortalized 
yourself  by  this  bright  notion.  Come  ladies 
all,  and  gentlemen,  this  moment  shall  see  the 
creation  of  the  order  of  the  heath-bell.  The 
statutes,  the  dignities,  and  the  decorations  shall 
all  be  regulated  in  fit  time  and  place.  But 
now  for  the  consecration  !  Count  Sootus,  why 
do  you  look  out  there  so  intensely  ?  Are  you 
deaf  or  insensible  to  our  cbivalric  proposals  ?^' 

*^  Not  so,  your  highness.  I  hear  and  sym- 
pathize; and  iYaith  your  infant  institution 
seems  not  likely  to  want  knights,  if,  like  the 
ancient  order  of  the  Crolden  Flower  founded  by 
Sir  Tristram  of  old— and  as  to  the  foundation 
of  which  I  might  be  probably  considered  no 
Ignorant  authority— all  errant  adventurers  be 
admitted.      See,   see,  your  highness,   what  a 
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By  chivalry  no  r  cried  Truchses ;  I  am 
well  pleased  at  the  visit,  be  it  from  whom  it 
may.  I  ^ould  that  all  mankind  were  witness 
to  my  happiness — ^but  not  that  they  knew  its 
causes'^  was  added  in  a  soft  murmur  to  Agnes, 
by  whose  side  he  stood.  *'  Let  the  gates  be 
opened,  and  the  welcome  given,  and  the  tables 
spread  !  Who  is  there  to  see  my  words  ful- 
filled ?^ 

.  Nuenar  and  Leckenstein  stood  forward  as 
the  elector  spoke.  But  his  eye  fell  on  Scotus, 
who  made  no  offer  of  service,  yet  looked  as  if 
he  wished  to  be  employed. 

^^  Thanks  my  good  friends,  I  see  that  with- 
out a  suite  even  1  am  in  no  want  of  servitors. 
Count  Scotus,  I  will  impose  this  office  upon 
you.  And  by  my  troth  I  think  you  are  most 
fit  for  parley  with  those  unbidden  guests,  for  I 
can  fancy  them  nought  but  some  troop  of  Ita- 
lian actors,  perhaps  the  Venetian  comedians  the 
Gli  Gelosi^  from  Blois  ?     That  would  be  luck 
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iodeed  ?    You  have  seen  the 
count?" 

"  I  was  present  at  their  fin 
u  the  Hotel  de  Bourbon,  th 

"  And  they  were  followi 
were  they  not  P" 

*'  Your  highnefls  may  rei 
at  the  best  preachers  in 
would  Dot  succeed  in  drawii 
gratis  as  tlie  GH  Gehai  h 
four  sous  a  head."' 

"  There  is  do  irreverenc 
that  the  French  are  a  pet 
Would  that  these  visitors  a 
country  men." 

"Tis  little  likely.  80 
alarmed  at  being  taken  priso 
nots  00  their  way  to  Paris 
sworn  never  to  leave  it  agai 
expected  that  King  H«iry 
pay  their  ransom." 

**  Why  no,  count,  if  the  ' 
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and  it  may  haye  been  the  8coti,  make  my  royal 
cousin  and  good  friend  King  Henry  suffer  at 
the  rate  of  thirty  thousand  crowns  a  night 
at  dice  and  primero,^^  said  Truchses,  laugh- 
ing. 

^^  If  princes  will  have  pleasure  they  must 
pay  for  it,"  replied  Scotus,  with  a  sideway 
smile,  as  he  bowed  and  walked  away  to  execute 
his  mission. 

'*  Yes,  these  Italians  have  made  his  majesty 
of  France  know  the  value  of  their  services,^ 
said  Truchses. 

"  Their  pricey^  added  Nuenar,  "  and  I 
trust*  that  other  sovereigns  will  take  w«ming 
by  his  folly,  and  fervently  do  I  hope,  in  all  due 
submission  to  your  highness,  that  no  vagabond 
set  of  trans-alpine  mountebanks  is  now  come  to 
raise  contributions  on  the  electoral  purse." 

**  Tut,  tut,  Addphus !  Let  cynical  and 
stinting  economy  be  forgotten  for  to-day  at 
least.  So,  here  comes  Walram  with  tidings  of 
the  strangers.     In  good  truth  that  fanfare  is 
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bravely  blown ;  they  i 
peters." 

"  Id  his  higfaness's  pre 
bamKny,"  said  Nuenar 

"  Yes,  he  has  set  us 
thinks  Count  Nuenar,  1 
chord,"  replied  the  yc 
sly  glance  at  cle  Mansfc 
Tously  the  elector's  ei 
Agnes. 

"  He  is  not  yet  wot 
We  must  give  him  the 
and  it  is  Htrange  if  he  be 
the  concert. " 

At  this  moment  Wal 
■peed,  and  was  met  by 
who  asked  the  names  a 
comers. 

"  May  it  please  yoi 
given  at  the  gate,  which 
as  the  doubtful -looking 
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**  He  did  wrong,  Walram,  I  keep  open 
house  to-daj.*^ 

**  Was  Prince  Henry  of  Liegnitz — ^ 

'^  And  plenty  of  loose  company  in  his  tnun  I 
warrant  him.  So,  this  is  our  unbidden  guest  is 
it  ?  'Tis  well  that  the  electoral  treasury  is  not 
kept  at  Bruhl,  or  it  might  scarce  suffice  to  fill 
the  begging-box  of  his  highness.^ 

**  Besides  whom  are  Ritter  Heinrick  Von 
Sweinishen,  Baron  Koller,  Herr  Zircheo, 
and  several  other  captains/**  continued  the  me- 
thodical valet,  not  noticing  his  master's  inter- 
ruptions. 

**  A  goodly  company  indeed,^  resumed  the 
elector.  ^*  Heaven  grant  that  the  larder  be 
well  stocked,  or  a  miracle  will  be  needed  in 
favour  of  those  hungry  marauders!  Back, 
Walram,  quick,  and  give  orders  that  the  whole 
provender  be  put  forth.  Let  tables  be  laid  in 
the  garden  under  the  smaller  tent  for  those  cap- 
tains, and  a  cover  placed  at  my  own  for  his 
Highness  Prince  Henry.    Wcjll,  Count  Scotus, 


what  Bays  my  worthy  and  wa 
Li^nitzF  you  have  given  h: 
ing." 

"  His  highness^B  impatience 
small  delay,**  replied  the  Iti 
quickly  forward. 

*'  Well,  what  doea  he  want 

"  Verily,  his  wants  seem  m 
pressing  of  them  being  a  dinne 
and  his  train  are  almost  fa 
asks  to  be  presented  with  > 
state — but  still  it  would  ap 
dignity — to  the  Elector-archli 

*'  Then  my  kind  friend  Nue 
you  to  accompany  back  Count 
of  this  roving  representative 
faim  there  is  nather  elector  w 
to-day,  but  that  if  he  will  stt 
fofon,  by  any  title  be  chooi 
Ghebhard  Truchses,  knight- 
heath-bell,  he  is  welcome  to 
and  chivalry  can  afford  him/ 
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*'  Not  aUj  I  hope.  Pray  let  me  intimate  that 
the  strong  box  of  the  order  forms  no  part  of  its 
present  possessions.^ 

^'  Say  what  you  please,  Adolphus.  Be  as 
prudent  as  you  can ;  but  I  fear  I  must  lay  my 
account  to  have  some  contributions  levied  on 
my  purse.  No  !^^  continued  he,  as  his  two  re- 
presentatives retired  to  fulfil  their  mission.  ^'  I 
can  have  no  better  chance  of  escape  than  the 
elector-palatine,  the  Elector  of  Mayence  my 
neighbour,  or  the  various  other  princes  whom 
this  sovereign  mendicant  has  so  deeply  mulcted 
during  his  many  months^  rambles.  You  have 
heard  of  his  adventures,  Duchess  Anne  ?*" 

0 

^^  Scarcely,^  replied  the  duchess,  with  a  lan- 
guid indifference.  "  Prince  Henry's  quarrels 
with  his  subjects,  and  his  being  summoned  to 
Prague  by  an  imperial  decree,  reached  me  as 
common  news  a  year  ago  at  Goburg.  His  escape 
to  Augsburg,  and  his  visit  to  John  Casimir  at 
Heidelberg,  were  buzzed  afterwards  in  my  ears ; 
but  all  such  matters  have  been  long  of  little  at- 
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traction  to  me,  as  your  highnei 
lieve." 

**  Remember,  dear  duchess,  '. 
highness  to-day.  A  poor  knig 
the  rites  of  hospitality  to  bis  f 
know  no  better  entertain ment, '. 
before  his  coming,  than  a  sket 
wanderer''E  doinga  since  he  left  E 
a  respite  to  his  worn-out  sub 
shall  have  him  here  instantly ; 
myself  curious  to  see  him." 

"  There  is  no  danger  in  hin 
highness  ?"  siud  Emma,  timidl 
little  of  her  old  air  of  not  ungrao 

"  Fear  nothing,  Emma,  the 
had  his  teeth  drawn  and  his  els 
fore  he  let  him  loose  from  H 
served  Leckeustein ;  and  a  few 
and  answers,  not  more  compi 
what  went  before,  prepared  th< 
approach  of  the  strange  bfdng  wl 
subject. 

VOL.  II.  E 
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^*  Here  he  comes !  I  wonder  what  title  he 
has  chosen,^^  said  the  elector. 

'^  The  wild  huntsman  would  not  be  amiss,^ 
observed  de  Mansfeldt,  endeavouring  to  chime 
in  with  the  humour  of  the  rest,  who  all  looked 
towards  the  stranger. 

<^  Or  Sir  Orson  of  the  hairy  coat,^  exclaimed 
Ulrick,  laughing  outright;  while  the  ladies 
gazed,  half  in  wonder  half  in  alarm ;  and 
Truchses  could  scarcely  command  a  decent  dis- 
play of  gravity. 

Nuenar  and  Scotus  now  approached,  usher- 
ing with  great  solemnity  the  renowned  Prince 
of  Liegnitz,  and  eight  or  ten  of  his  followers, 
all  like  himself  fit  types  of  the  strange  and  ad- 
venturous life  they  had  for  some  time  led. 
This  principal  personage  of  the  group  was  a 
man  somewhat  about  thirty  years  of  age,  but 
so  disfigured  by  a  profuse  beard  totally  im- 
trimmed,  that  it  was  difficult  to  guess  accu- 
rately his  standing  in  the  world,  or  to  form  a 
judgment  at  first  sight  of  the  expression  of  one 
half  of  his  face  at  least    The  upper  part  was 
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coarse  and  unintellectual,  but  a  bold,  random 
glance  from  sharp  blue  eyes  spoke  vivacity, 
while  a  compressed  and  narrow  brow  threw 
a  dash  of  fierceness  to  complete  the  picture. 

A  fantastically-shaped  cap  of  some  animal's 
skin,  with  a  plume  of  many-coloured  feathers 
was  doffed  as  he  came  near,  and  a  thick  crop  of 
curled  and  tangled  hair  looked  like  an  under- 
cxnt  of  nearly  the  same  materials  as  the  outer 
covering ;  a  doak  of  fur  hung  loosely  on  one 
shoulder,  his  doublet  was  of  leather,  buttoned 
close  to  his  chin  and  trimmed  with  fox-skin ; 
his  hosen  were  of  the  same  stuff  as  the  doublet, 
aod  a  pair  of  huge  unwieldy  boots  rolled  in 
many  wrinkles,  reached  half-thigh  up  ;  a  rapier 
damghskg  at  his  side  and  a  pair  of  huge  pistols  and 
a  dagger  stuck  in  his  broad  belt,  from  which 
hung  at  one  side  a  leathern  bag  in  shape  of  a 
purse,  but  looking  very  lank  and  flabby,  com- 
pleted his  costume  and  accoutrements.  His  suite 
was  composed  of  men  almost  all  young,  and  none 
beyond  the  earliest  verge  of  middle  age.    Reck- 
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less-looking  fellows,  who  had  aU  the  air  of  leaders 
fit  for  some  band  of  condoitieriy  such  as  were 
then  straggling  about  various  parts  of  Germaoy, 
in  a  vagrant  search  for  employment  or  plunder* 
**  Most  noble  knight,  commander  of  the 
heathbell,  and  in  the  honour  of  it  and  every 
other  order  of  chivalry,^  said  Nuenar  with  a 
most  stoical  steadiness  of  muscle,  '<  allow  me 
to  introduce  into  the  heart  of  this  fair  and  gal* 
lant  company,  the  high  and  puissant  Count 
Orump  Von  Dampfnoodlo,  who  with  his  band 
of  knightly  followers,  seeks  repose  and  refresh* 
ment  for  themselves  and  their  steeds ;  but  who, 
in  consideration  of  the  yet  unendowed  and  in- 
fant age  of  the  order,  waive  all  pretence  to 
the  usual  largesse  accorded  to  errant  knights 
and  military-freebooters.'''  This  last  word  was 
merged  in  a  whispered  intimation  by  the  speaker 
that  he  had  sworn  that  the  elector  was  without 
a  single  groschen  in  his  pockets,  and  stipulated 
that  no  attempt  at  extortion  was  to  be  made. 

«<  Fair  knight,'*  said  Truchses,  with  a  pro- 
digious command  of  countenance,  while  the 
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ladies  were  all  obliged  to  turn  aside,  and  Ulrick 
was  forced  to  smother  his  laugh  behind  a  rose- 
bush, **  in  the  name  of  the  brotherhood  and 
sisterhood  of  our  young  order,  I  bid  thee  and 
thy  gentle  company  warm  welcome,  and  offer 
thee  such  poor  fare  as  we  may  be  able  to  cook 
up  in  a  hurry,  with  plenty  of  wine  to  wash  away 
jour  fatigues,  and  drown  your  cares  if  you  have 
any,  which  Heaven  forfend.^ 

*'  Great  commander,^  replied  the  prince, 
taking  up  the  cue  of  the  reciprocal  incognito^ 
and  with  a  free  and  easy  adaptation  of  his  new 
character,  which  showed  he  had  some  humour, 
and  had  not  rolled  over  the  world  without 
gathering  some  of  the  moss  of  marmers  at 
least — '^  gladly  do  we  accept  this  generous  sum- 
mons, and  infinite  joy  has  the  fragrance  of  your 
kitchen  communicated  to  our  nerves  olfactory, 
and  potent  flavour  doth  it  promise  to  our  pa- 
lates. We  hope  the  bright  and  beautiful  por- 
tion of  this  goodly  company  will  pardon  our 
dast^x>vered  encumbrances,  and  take  us  for 
what  we  would  be  rather  than  what  we  seem." 
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<^  Your  hand,  sir  count,"  said  Trudisea, 
stretching  forth  his  own,  which  was  heartily 
grasped  by  bis  guest ;  and  a  mutual  look  was 
as  significant  an  admission  of  their  several 
stations  as  the  most  formal  exchange  of  sove- 
reign recognition. 

The  elector,  keeping  up  the  mock  heroic  tone 
of  ancient  chivalry,  presented  each  lady  to  the 
prince  by  her  own  proper  name,  except  Duchess 
Anne,  whose  dignity  required  the  substitution 
of  some  humbler  title ;  and  the  male  portion  of 
the  party,  on  either  side,  went  through  the 
ceremony  of  introduction.  Various  interchanges 
of  light  and  lively  sallies  followed  up  the  first 
opening  of  their  intercourse;  and  even  before 
dinner  was  announced  the  elector  and  his  friends 
were  satisfied  that  the  new  comer  was  at  least  a 
man  of  observation,  tact,  and  enterprise,  and 
that  several  of  his  followers,  under  rough  exte- 
riors, had  the  bearing  of  men  accustomed  to 
good  company. 

Prodigious  execution  was  done  at  the  dinner- 
tables.     Henry  of  Liegnitz  had  no  small  appe- 
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tite,  and  a  loDg  ride  had  provoked  its  utmost 
exertioDs.  His  followers  were  at  all  times  ready 
to  do  honour  to  such  a  bountiful  repast,  as 
even  in  the  hurry  of  this  occasion  there  was  a 
certainty  of  being  provided  with  at  any  of  the 
elector  s  establishmaits.  Wine  always  flowed 
freely  wherever  Truchses  presided ;  and  long 
alter  the  ladies  of  the  party  retired  from  the 
pflindpal  teut  to  wander  in  the  gardens,  where 
diey  were  soon  joined  by  the  male  portion  of 
their  company,  loud  laughter,  songs,  and  bois- 
terous talk  told  that  the  occupants  of  the  cap- 
tain's table  were  still  engaged  in  their  *'  pota- 
tions pottle  deep."^ 

Agnes  and  her  friends  had  been  greatly 

■ 

amused  by  the  strange  specimen  of  princedom. 
He  had  all  the  flu^t  egotism  of  a  clever  and 
not  over-delicate  adventurer,  and  a  rough  and 
ready  humour  flavoured  his  various  anecdotes, 
the  verity  of  which  no  one  thought  it  advisable 
to  scrutinize.  The  elector,  always  inclined  to 
make  allowance  for  even  great  faults,  and  to 
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give  more  credit  to  even  small  merits,  was  not 
niggard  in  his  applause  of  Prince  Henry'*s  so- 
cial qualities,  and  evidently  strove  to  keep 
down  all  recollections  of  a  disparaging  nature. 
As  his  hospitality  was  unstinted,  so  was  his 
cordiality  unrestrained.  Whatever  stains  might 
have  sullied  the  character  of  any  of  his  guests, 
they  were  never  reflected  in  the  bearing  of  the 
host.  Manners  like  his  could  not  fail  to  pro- 
duce their  usual  effect,  even  on  Henry  of  Lieg- 
nitz;  and  all  the  better  feelings  of  his  nature 
were  aroused  in  favour  of  the  man  who  received 
him  with  so  little  guile  and  treated  him  with  so 
much  frankness. 

Good  cheer  and  old  wine  are  amazing  soft- 
ners  of  hearts  that  are  often  callous  to  mere 
moral  agencies.  But  when  the  secret  spring  of 
feeling  in  the  breast  of  a  rough  nature  is 
reached  in  the  moment  of  convivial  confidence, 
there  is  generally  an  overflowing  gush  that 
carries  away  all  ordinary  selfish  or  sordid  pre- 
possessions.    So  it  was  on  the  present  occasion, 
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as  may  be  gathered  from  the  following  conver- 
sation, which  took  place  between  Ghebhard 
Trucfases  and  bis  guest>  when  at  the  request  of 
the  latter  they  left  the  others  for  a  while  and 
straggled  into  one  of  the  by-paths. 

^*  Well,  my  good  host,  and  kind  oompcer/'' 
said  Prince  Henry,  *^  we  may  now  at  length 
fling  aside  our  masquerade,  ai^d  speak  as  be* 
comes  two  independent  sovereigns,  hand  in 
hand  and  face  to  face.  This  is  a  pleasant  farce 
that  we  have  been  playing;  but  I  much 
doubt  if  your  highness,  notwithstanding  all 
your  lay  and  theological  lore,  can  form  a  no- 
tion of  the  serious  purpose  which  brought  me 
hither,  or  of  the  subject  I  am  now  about  to 
broach  T 

Ghebhard  thought  he  could  form  a  very 
shrewd  guess ;  but  he  made  no  answer,  nor  did 
he  suffer  a  look  to  escape  him  which  might 
wound  the  feelings  of  his  guest.  He  had  some- 
thing in  his  nature  which  prevented  his  accom- 
panying even  alms-giving  with  an  air  of  con- 
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tempt ;  and  the  Prince  of  Liegnitx  had  not  yet 
come  to  that. 

^*  Yes,  by  the  mass! — ^pardon  my  favourite 
oath,  though  as  a  Lutheran  I  admit  it  does  not 
roll  glibly  off  my  tongue — yes,  my  very  rever- 
end, and  right  hospitable  archbishop-elector, 
and  cousin,  it  is  a  matter  of  moment  that  I 
would  now  confide  to  you;  and  much  it  be- 
hoves you  to  have  all  your  wits  at  work,  to 
meet  the  exigency  of  the  case.^ 

^*  What  can  be  the  amount  he  means  to  ask 
for?''  said  Truchses  to  himself.  ^*  I  am  ready 
to  listen  with  all  attention  to  your  highness's 
proposals,^  said  he,  aloud,  ^*  and  you  shall  not 
find  me  niggard  in  proportion  to  my  means.^ 

'*  I  am  glad  to  hear  so  brave  a  sentiment 
from  you  cousin,  for  in  Ood's  truth  it  is  no 
trifling  drag  that  will  be  made  on  your  resources; 
but  as  I  am  not  a  man  of  many  words  nor 
a  prince  of  false  promises,  I  will  come  at  once 
to  the  pith  of  my  business  with  you.  You  have 
heard  a  great  deal  of  me  no  doubt,  my  cousin  ? 
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Yes !   and  not    much    good,  you   would  an- 


swer." 


^*  I  would  not  so  answer.  Prince  Henry, 
even  had  calumny  or  ill  nature  warranted.*^ 

*'  You  might  without  offending  me,  cousin. 
I  have  lived  too  long  on  the  rinds  and  parings 
of  the  world^s  courtesy  to  look  for  the  kernel 
now.  I  have  from  various  causes,  somewhat 
by  my  own  fault  perhaps,  and  not  a  little  by 
the  injustice  of  others,  been  forced  to  do  many 
things  I  would  rather  have  left  undqne,  and  I 
have  left  marks  on  my  career  that  I  would  wish 
blotted  out.  But  no  matter.  What  is  done  is 
done.  Yet  some  atonement  for  past  folly  may 
be  found  in  present  fairness.  It  is  well  bruited 
througli  Germany  how  I  have  quarrelled  with 
my  subjects,  broke  from  the  emperor'^s  arbitra- 
tion, and  flung  myself  on  the  resources  of  my 
own  genius.  The  many  shifts  I  have  made  are 
no  secret.  But  you  have  yet  to  learn  that  I 
have  been  across  the  frontier  into  France,  and 
have  engaged,  head  and  shoulders  deep,  to  aid 
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the  Prince  of  Conti  in  his  rebellion  against  King 
Henry." 

"  Indeed.'' 

^^  Yes  indeed,  I  have.  My  gallant  force  of 
Reitres,  four  thousand  strong— when  I  succeed 
in  raising  them-^shall  assuredly  join  the  Hu- 
guenot array,  unless,  as  may  be,  some  native 
German  prince  require  my  aid,  and  then  I  shall 
hold  myself  free  from  all  foreign  engagements, 
for  one's  own  country  is  like  one's  flesh  and 
blood — it  must  be  looked  to  first." 

"  Well,  prince,  I  will  follow  the  good  ex- 
ample you  set  me.  You  fairly  own  yourself  a 
friend  to  heretics,  a  foe  to  the  church,  and  en- 
gaged in  a  hostile  league  against  my  friend  and 
ally  the  King  of  France.  I  cannot  therefore 
aid  your  enterprize  to  the  value  of  a  single 
groschen,  nor  give  my  countenance  to  the  rais- 
ing  of  a  man  in  my  territory.  But  if  a  private 
loan  for  your  personal  purposes  be  needed,  as 
far  as  my  treasury  permits  you  may  command 
it.'^ 
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'*  The  Elector  of  Cologne  does  not  belie  his 
fame.  This  is  what  I  call  plain  speaking  and 
fair  dealing.  Far  different  from  your  sneaking 
neighbour  and  fellow-dignitary  of  Mayence, 
who  refused  me  plump,  on  both  private  and 
public  grounds,  but  proffered  a  palty  present  of 
fifty  crowns  to  my  cavalier  cavalcadour,  the 
Ritter  Sweinishen,  for  the  sake  of  his  father^s 
memory  forsooth  !^ 

^^  But  in  other  quarters  you  have  been  more 
lucky  ?'^ 

'^  Not  much  more  so.  The  spirit  of  gene- 
rosity has  left  the  princes  but  not  to  settle  in 
the  people.  While  the  Count  Palatine  Richard 
of  Rheinfels  threw  dust  in  my  eyes  with  fine 
promises,  but  not  a  kreutzer  into  my  purse, 
the  b^garly  burghers  of  Frankfort  refused  a 
small  advance  of  four  thousand  crowns,  though 
I  and  my  train  had  spent  all  our  ready  cash  in 
their  town  and  bought  goods  on  credit  to  double 
the  amount  required."*' 
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^^Unreasonable  dogsP  exclaimed Truchses, 
with  a  smile. 

^*  And  the  result  of  all  is  that  we  are  now  in 
serious  straits.  Were  it  not  for  two  thousand 
crowns  a  month  paid  me  by  the  Prince  of  Conti, 
my  captains  might  starve  and  my  recruits  be  in 
open  mutiny.  But  now,  by  the  mass  !  a  brighter 
day  seems  dawning.^ 

"  How  is  that  ?^ 

'^  How  ?  Why  that  your  highness,  I  know, 
will  take  us  all  into  your  service.*** 

"  What,  I,  Prince  Henry  ?  I  who  am  at 
peace  with  all  men,  and  who,  if  of^>osed  by 
some  turbulent  and  obstinate  subjects  in  my 
views  of  reform  and  the  rooting  out  abuses,  am 
nevertheless  in  close  alliance  and  amity  with  the 
emperor,  the  pope,  and  all  the  confederate  po- 
tentates of  Europe !  Alas,  prince,  you  bring 
your  gallant  levies  and .  fair  offers  to  a  bad 
market.^ 

**  Alas,  and  alas,  elector !  that  so  noUe  a 
nature  as  your*s  should  repose  on  such  hollow 
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aod  treacherous  support.  There  is  not-— and  I 
saj  it  on  good  grounds— one  of  those  dear  allies 
of  your^s  who  is  not  leagued  for  your  ruin,  as 
firmly  as  CondC)  Conti  and  Navarre  against 
that  profligate  spendthrift  Henry  of  France. 
Intrigues  which  you  are  too  generous  to  sus- 
pect and  far  too  weak  to  cope  with,  are  every- 
where on  foot  against  you.  You  are  beset  with 
dangers,  ready  to  burst  forth  all  around  you. 
You  must  rouse  up  and  meet  the  storm  with 
vigour  and  desperation — and  if  you  do,  Henry 
of  Ldegnitz  may  be  no  mean  support.  Such  as 
I  am  I  offer  myself  to  you,  free,  without  cost 
or  charge;  for  by  the  soul  of  honour  within 
me  I  had  rather  fight  in  your  cause  for  nothing 
than  serve  another  for  high  pay  and  rich 
booty  !'' 

The  elector  was  much  struck  by  this  speech. 
The  revelations  it  conveyed  were  startling.  But 
he  did  not  take  it  all  for  granted.  His  san- 
guine and  confiding  temperament  was  not 
prone  to  believe  every  hint  of  treachery,  or 
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threat  of  evil ;  and  the  authority  for  the  pre- 
sent forewarning  was  but  loose  to  say  the  best 
of  it 

**  You  are  startled  but  not  convinced,  is  it 
not  so  ?  You  would  rather  take  me  as  your 
guide  on  a  foray  than  your  counsellor  in  a 
closet?^  asked  the  prince,  with  swaggering 
ndiveti, 

**'  In  truth,  prince,  this  matter  is  of  such  se- 
rious import  that  some  proof  must  be  forth- 
coming ere  I  can  quite  confide  in  your  opi- 
nion.**' 

**  Weigh  my  words,  then,  and  you  will  not 
find  them  light  ones.  I  have  said  enough  to 
put  you  on  your  guard.  Events  will  soon 
speak  trumpet-tongued  to  you.  Be  assured  I 
have  not  travelled  through  Grermany  with  my 
eyes  shut  nor  my  ears  stopped — I  know  the 
truth  of  my  statements.  "^ 

*^  How  could  I,  of  all  men,  have  provoked 
such  falsehood  and  hostility  ?*^ 

<«  By  being  frank  and  friendly.     You  are 
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hated  because  eavied — envied  because  talented, 
geDeroaSy  and  confiding.  Wisdom  someCimes 
speaks  out  of  the  mouths  of  fools  as  well  as 
children.  Therefore  do  not  dei^ise  a  warning 
which  may  save  your  sovereignty »  though  it 
proceed  firom  one  who  has  nearly  lost  his  own 
in  spite  of  all  warning.  We  must  talk  this 
over  at  more  leisure,  good  elector,  and  I  stake 
my  life  on  being  able  to  give  you  proofs  of  all 
I  have  put  forth,  and  roore.*^ 

**  I  shall  see  you  soon,  prince  ?^' 

*'  Whenever  you  like.  I  must  now  muster 
my  troop,  ere  your  highnesses  Rhine  wine  over- 
sets them  quite,  and  proceed  to  Cologne,  where 
my  boats  with  a  portion  of  my  new  levies  ai*e 
by  this  time  arrived.'^ 

'^  You  have  then  gathered  some  recruits 
already  ?  Of  what  sort  are  they,  prince  ?  Raw 
troops  or  disciplined  ?  and  their  creed  ?^' 

^*  These  thick-coming  questions  augur  at 
least  that  your  highness  is  alive  to  my  warning. 
Trust  me  the  men  I  have  under  my  orders  are 
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of  the  right  stamp  for  deeds  of  life  and  death. 
Two  thousand  veterans  of  bone  and  smew,  who 
have  waded  knee-deep  in  war,  good  christians 
all  of  them,  considering  all  men  as  brothers  no 
matter  of  what  persuasion,  and  ready  to  cut 
the  throats  of  papist  or  protestant  impartially 
in  honourable  warfare,  for  whatever  employer 
pays  them  best.'^ 

'^  A  prepossessing  picture,  prince  !  and  how 
have  you  disposed  of  this  large  force  ?"* 

*'  They  are  scattered  in  various  towns  along 
the  Rhine— -in  pledge,  since  truth  must  out,  for 
their  keep,  their  clothing,  and  accoutrements — 
but  ready  at  a  day's  notice  to  concentrate  on 
Cologne,  when  the  tug  of  war  begins,  and  the 
funds  for  paying  their  debts  are  forthcoming."" 

*<  Enough  of  this  for  to-night,  kind  prince. 
You  will  come  to  me  to-morrow  at  the  palace  ? 
In  the  meanwhile  you  shall  find  no  obstacle  in 
the  way  of  your  proceedings.  But  what  you 
have  said  is  secret.*^ 

*^  As    the   grave !     and    now    good-night ! 


AGNES   DK   MANSFELDT.  91 

FiniBh  your  day  of  pleasure,  brave  ardibiahop. 
To-morrow  will  be  one  of  bimness.*" 

The  two  sovereigns,  who  had  thus  opened  a 
negotiation  of  serious  purport  with  such  small 
formality,  soon  separated.  Liegnitz  collected 
his  captains,  made  his  adieu,  and  wended  his 
way  towards  Cologne,  his  trumpets  sounding 
parting  salutations  to  his  host,  whose  generous 
farewell  was  not  confined  to  words,  a  large  do- 
nation to  the  adventurers  proving  his  gratitude 
for  their  chieftain^s  profiered  services,  and  giv- 
ing the  lie  to  Nuenar'*s  niggardly  provisions  and 
provisoes. 

Ohebhard  Truchses  possessed  in  an  eminent 
degree  that  vigorous  quality  of  mind  which 
enables  one  to  discard  or  fly  from,  for  a  season, 
a  momentous  train  of  thought,  and  to  deliver 
oneself  up  to  the  temporary  indulgence  of  ano- 
ther, less  serious  but  as  absorbing.  He  was 
awoke  as  it  were,  from  a  long  dream  of  politicid 
security  by  his  conversation  with  the  Prince  of 
Liegnitz.     He  saw,  in  a  glance  and  to  its  full 
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extent,  the  possible  danger  of  his  situation,  and 
he  felt  his  dignity,  his  honour,  his  pride  all  in- 
volved in  the  necessity  of  a  prompt  solution  of 
the  question  at  stake.  But  he  felt  as  keenly 
the  force  of  that  other  involvement  in  which  his 
heart's  best  affections  were  compromised.  Am- 
iMtion  was  not  forgotten  while  love  was  brought 
to  memory.  But  the  latter  was  in  the  ascend- 
ant ;  and  Truchses  resolved  that  for  that  night 
at  least  its  paramount  interests  should  not  clash 
with  those  of  any  other.  No  sooner,  therefore, 
had  the  noise  of  the  horses'*  hoofs  died  away  on 
the  chaussie^  and  the  last  vibration  of  the 
trumpets  were  blended  with  the  echo  of  that 
which  preceded  them — distance  producing  on 
sound  the  same  effect  which  time  does  upon 
thought-^than  the  elector,  resuming  at  once 
his  morning^s  character,  and  returning  to  the 
enjoyment  of  his  day's  chief  delight,  gave  to  all 
who  were  with  him  the  notion  of  a  man  whose 
mind  knew  no  care  and  whose  happiness  no 
bounds.     Giving  a  free  rein  to  his  words,  he 
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launched  forth  into  a  new  display  of  oonver- 
sational  power,  ran  over  in  review  the  events  oi 
the  day,  sketched  in  lively  colours — but  with 
no  tinge  of  gall— the  manner,  appearance,  and 
character  of  his  late  guests,  and  completely 
succeeded  in  giving  to  most  of  those  who  re- 
mained the  semblance,  if  not  the  complete 
reality,  of  a  sympathy  with  all  he  said  and  felt. 

The  sun  was  now  down,  the  evening  breeze 
stole  out  to  fan  the  drooping  and  drowsy  flowers, 
the  nightingales  already  flooded  the  air  with 
melody.  It  was  nearly  time  to  end  the  too 
short  day  and  return  to  town.  Another  walk 
into  the  wooded  depths  of  the  pleasure-grounds 
— malingering  lounge  round  the  lake — a  farewell 
to  the  sleeping  swans  ^and  it  was  dark. 

^'  Nowy"  said  the  elector,  **  we  are  ready. 
Let  the  carriages  be  brought  forth  !^ 

A  change  in  the  order  of  the  places  occupied 
in  the  morning  became  necessary  for  the  ac- 
commodation of  de  Mansfeldt.  Truchses  settled 
the  matter,  promptly  and  without  consultation 
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with  any  one.  He  yielded  his  own  seat  to  Ernest, 
and  found  for  himself  a  ready  space  between 
the  two  ladies.  The  horses  set  out  at  a  steady 
walk.  The  pitchy  darkness  required  flambeaux- 
bearers  in  front,  and  they  could  not  be  out- 
paced. The  torch-light  threw  its  sombre  co- 
louring on  the  trees  which  lined  the  road,  aind 
was  reflected  back  on  the  gilded  ornaments  of 
the  harness  and  the  carriage.  But  within  the 
vehicle,  the  curtains  of  which  were  close  drawn, 
not  a  single  gleam  could  penetrate;  and  it 
might  have  been  supposed  from  the  deep 
silence  there  that  each  of  its  occupants  slept 
soundly  or  had  lost  all  waking  consciousness  In 
the  dark  depths  of  thought.  But  for  two  of 
the  party^  at  least,  there  was  no  slumber  and 
but  little  thought.  Their  minds,  unreached  by 
ordinary  sensations,  throbbed  in  a  vague,  deli- 
rious extacy—- but  not  alas !  apart  from  mortal 
feelings.  The  inscrutable  connexion  of  sensa- 
tion with  sentiment  was  complete,  and,  for  the 
time,  indulged  in  all  the  divine  purity  of  pas- 
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sion.  His  arms  were  clasped  round  her  waist. 
Her  burning  cheek  lay  dose  to  his.  Lips  met 
and  lingered  long  together,  in  sacred  silence. 
Two  hearts  were  joined  for  ever  by  the  holy 
import  of  that  solemn  pledge. 

The  carriage  stopped. 

'*  Ha !  what !  where  are  we  ?"  cried  the 
elector. 

^*  In  the  court-yard  of  Kriechlingen  House. 
Your  highness  slept,^  said  Scotus. 

<'  Thank  Heaven  I  did  not  dream  !'^  replied 
Ghebbard,  promptly  recovering  from  his  trance 
of  ecstacy ;  and  as  the  lights  flared  in  upon  the 
party,  his  eyes  rested  on  the  almost  convulsed 
yet  inexpressive  face  of  de  Mansfeldt,  who 
seemed  transfixed  on  the  seat  before  him.  That 
was  a  moment  of  triumph  worth  a  world  to  a 
mind  like  that  of  Truchses.  He  said  or  looked 
nothing  of  what  he  felt.  But  he  laughed  deep 
in  his  heart,  at  the  baffled  brother  who  dared 
to  cast  a  thought  between  him  and  the  object  of 
his  adoration. 


96  AGKS8    DE   MAV8FBLDT. 

The  leave-takings  were  brief.  The  ladies 
were  safely  deposited  in  the  care  of  the  old 
baron  who  waited  to  receive  them.  The  elec- 
tor's carriages  drove  rapidly  off.  The  foar 
female  friends  were  soon  in  their  separate  cham- 
bers. Just  as  Agnes  reached  her^s,  her  brother 
stepped  across  the  corridor,  and  said,  in  mani- 
fest agitation, 

<*  Now,  for  our  interview.  I  would  speak 
with  you  Agnes  !*' 

**  To-morrow,  then,  to-morrow,  to-morrow," 
replied  she,  hastily  escaping,  without  even  a 
look  accompanying  her  words,  the  last  of  which 
was  cut  short  by  the  rapid  closing  of  her  door. 

The  elector  arrived  at  his  palace  in  a  whirl 
of  wild  sensation.  He  quickly  passed  into  his 
private  room.  He  made  no  request,  according 
to  his  wont,  for  Scotus^s  company  to  supper. 

^^  Wine,  Walram,  wine  !^  were  the  only 
word^  he  uttered.  And  when  the  obsequious 
valet  had  placed  some  flasks  and  a  large  goblet 
of  Venetian  glass  upon  the  table,  he  silently  re- 
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tired ;  nor  did  any  call  disturb  him  from  his 
watch  in  the  anti-room,  till  the  dawn  glimmered 
through  the  loflty  and  curtained  casement. 

And  what  a  glorious,  night  had  Truchses 
passed,  alone,  enwrapped  in  the  absorbing  ar- 
dour of  passion.  How  often  did  he  change  his 
posture  during  those  delirious  hours.  How 
deeply  did  he  quaff,  how  wildly  calculate,  how 
thoroughly  enjoy  !  Throwing  off  his  day-dress 
trappings,  and  in  the  freedom  of  his  loose  toilet 
robe,  he  paced  the  room,  flung  himself  into  a 
seat,  or  stood  at  intervals  before  the  large  mir- 
ror, and  gazed  on  his  flushed  and  fevered 
image,  as  though  he  sought  for  the  reflection  of 
his  inmost  heart. 

The  following  translation  of  an  almost  ille- 
gible manuscript,  handed  down  in  traditional 
illustration  of  my  heroes  feelings  and  undoubt- 
edly in  his  hand-writing,  tells  all  that  can  be 
now  known  of  what  he  alone  thought  of  and 
wrote  of  on  that  memorable  night  :— 

VOL.    II.  F 


98  XQVZB   D£   If  AN6FELDT. 

L 
^^  Yes  I    'Twas  a  day  of  happiness,  for  none, 

Not  the  most  golden  are  without  alloy ; 
And  through  the  age-like  hours  at  times  there  shone 

A  lightning  flash  of  most  electric  joy. 
Oh,  it  is  moments  such  as  those  which  pay 

The  mortgage-debt  of  fiite  to  minds  like  ours ! 
When  love  breaks  out  unhoped-for  on  our  way, 

Shaking  from  rainbow-coloured  wings  bright  showers. 
Even  such  a  passion-chequered  day  was  this, 
Of  tempered  suffering  and  redeeming  bliss. 

II. 
'  *Twas  sweet  when  o'er  each  wayward  path  we  rnove^^ 

And  wild-flowers  bent,  thy  springy  tread  to  meet 
Where  glancing  eyes  just  told  us  that  we  loved — 

Self-speaking  and  self-answering !  yes,  *twat  sweet, 
When  all  was  poetry  in  air  and  sky — 

The  wind  soft  murmuring  in  breathed  rhyme 
All  through  the  beech-bougfa  shade— by  thee  to  liei 

Plucking  the  feathers  from  the  wings  of  Time- 
Snatching  my  mind's  reflection  in  thy  looks, 
As  trembling  stars  peer  into  midnight  brooks. 

III. 

"  How  full  my  heart  is  of  thee !    How  it  swells, 

Big  with  thy  memoried  presence  in  its  core ! 
Love*s  honey  oo;5es  from  its  inmost  cells. 

And  Hope*s  redundant  hives  are  flowing  o*er. 
My  being  is  imbued  with  thee — ^thou  art 

The  spirit  which  lightens  and  sublimes  my  clay. 
The  immortal  essence,  the  diviner  part. 

The  calm  air  blending  with  the  fevered  ray 
That  bubbles  in  the  foam  of  passion's  fount — 
The  wreath  that  cools  ambition's  throbbing  front. 
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IV. 
^  How  much  I  lo^e  thee!  oh,  how  much,  how  much ! 
Could  it  be  spanned  bj  space,  or  weighed  hj  words  ! 
My  high-strung  bosom  bounds  at  the  least  touch 
Which  even  the  thought  of  thee  sends  through  its 
chords — 
The  very  rustling  of  thj  light  robe's  fold 

Fills  mj  whole  frame  with  evidence  of  thine— 
As  liquid  bronze,  hot  rushing  through  a  mould, 
Intensely  images  some  form  divine. 


V. 
Gone !  no,  thou  art  not  gone — I  see  thee  still — 

I  feel  thy  warm  breath  fkr  down  in  my  breast, 
Warm  as  I  diank  it  in,  that  it  might  fill 

Each  thirsty  reservoir  with  Passion's  zest-^ 
When,  in  the  parching  ardour  of  Love's  drouth, 

As  the  inebriate  bee  untiring  sips, 
I  quafied  the  nectar  of  thy  dewy  mouth, 

And  sighed  my  soul  upon  thy  odorous  Ups, 
And  sucked  such  sweets  as  summer  flowers  send  up 
From  their  heart's  depths,  to  fill  each  leaf-formed  cup. 


F  2 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


We  would  Dot  willingly  give  halt  or  hin- 
drance to  the  current  of  our  story.  But  an 
occasional  pause  is  required  to  keep  the  thread 
from  tangling.  We  must  for  a  moment  exa- 
mine the  state  of  feeling  of  some  of  the  persons 
of  the  tale,  consequent  upon  the  events  of  the 
day  just  described. 

Scotus,  who  was  evidently  deep  bent  on  lead- 
ing the  elector  onwards  in  his  career,  had  from 
the  natural,  or  unnatural,  contortion  of  his 
mind,  planned  a  complication  of  causes  to  be 
brought  at  once  into  action,  to  hurry  his  in- 
tended victim  into  the  measure  most  likely  to 
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ruin  him  with  the  greatest  speed.  A  marriage 
with  the  object  of  his  evident  passion  presented 
itsdf  in  that  sure  aspect.  But  the  Italian, 
knowing  that  Nuenar,  Kriechlingen,  and  the 
rest  of  the  reformists  had  also  that  design  at 
heart,  yet  doubting  their  or  his  own  influence  to 
produce  so  important  a  decision,  imagined,  and 
as  has  been  seen  acted  on,  the  plan  pf  bringing 
one  or  both  of  Agnes*s  brothers  to  the  spot, 
under  the  false  belief  of  her  dishonour,  reckoning 
that  their  wounded  pride,  which  he  meant  by 
all  means  to  inflame,  would  lead  them  to  force 
Truchses  into  the  only  reparation  left  for  him 
to  make.  Personally  unacquainted  with  those 
brothers,  yet  having  treasured  much  of  the 
information  received  as  to  their  dispositions 
from  the  Duchess  of  Saxe-Coburg  he  trusted 
a  good  deal  to  his  own  power  of  moulding  them 
more  completely  to  his  views  as  soon  as  they 
reached  the  scene  of  action.  The  sudden 
arrival  of  Ernest,  before  be  had  ample  time  to 
waylay   and  prepare  him  for  a  meeting  with 
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AffoeB  and  Ghebhard,  had  grievoiuly  diseoa* 
oerted  him,  had  he  not  profited  by  their  mean* 
tious  oonference  in  the  grove,  the  greater  part 
of  which  he  had  listened  to.  By  this  meana 
acquainted  with,  though  not  knowing  the  extent 
of,  Ernesto's  secret  sentiments  for  his  sister,  he 
felt  oUiged  to  meet  him  on  another  tack,  and 
to  hold  forth  Ohebhard's  intention  of  marrying 
Agnes,  (which  he  easily  divined  frooi  some  of 
his  ecstatic  words)  as  a  matter  of  alarm  instead 
of  a  subject  of  hope.  By  skilfully  working  up 
the  incident  of  the  family  legend,  and  his  own 
accidental  likeness  to  the  old  portrait  of  which 
the  duchess  had  told  him,  and  by  his  bold 
avowal  of  the  forgery,  which  Ernesto's  manner 
plainly  proclaimed  him  to  suspect  if  not  abso* 
lutely  to  know,  he  calculated  on  making  aa 
impression  which  he  never  doobted  being  aUe 
to  turn  to  account ;  and  he  had  taken  occasioB 
during  the  course  of  the  day  to  impress  on  de 
Mansfeldt  the  absolute  necessity  of  withdrawing 
Agnes  from  the  elector^s  society — either  by  per- 
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anasioD,  stratagem,  or  force — knowing  that  her 
temporary  loes,  which  he  was  resolved  to 
retain  the  means  of  redeeming,  would  stimulate 
Truchses^  passion  a  thousand  fold,  and  hurry 
on  the  denouement  which  he  now  saw  as  certain. 
Sootus,  on  the  watch  for  everything  which 
might  be  turned  in  aid  of  his  purpose,  anxiously 
entered  into  the  incident  of  the  Prince  of  Lieg- 
nitz^s  arrival,  and  soon  singling  out  Von 
Swheinishen  as  the  principal  personage  of  his 
suite,  he  did  not  fail  to  commence  an  intimacy 
with  him,  which  he  meant  to  follow  up  on  a 
fitting  opportunity. 

Ernest  de  Mansfeldt  was  filled  with  a  horror 
of  a  pious,  fraternal,  and  nondescript  mixture, 
on  seeing  as  he  did  too  clearly  the  style  of  feel- 
ing which  existed  between  Agnes  and  the 
elector.  The  few  concluding  words  of  his  con- 
ference with  Scotus  on  the  terrace  gave  him  a 
due,  if  any  were  wanting,  to  the  nature  of 
Truchses*  design;  and  some  broad  hints 
casually  thrown  out  by  Nuenar  satisfied  him  that 
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the  political  friends  of  the  elector  were,  withciit 
a  knowledge  of  his  secret  intentions,  labouring 
hard  to  lead  him  to  their  accomplishmenl. 
Stanch  Lutheran  as  he  was,  and  overaiuch  as 
he  would  have  rejoiced  at  the  defection  of  such 
a  man  from  the  ranks  of  popery,  in  any  other 
case,  dearly  as  he  loved  his  sister,  proud  as  he 
would  be  of  her  influence  in  any  instance  but 
this  one ;  the  possibility  of  her  becoming  the 
wife  of  any  one  was  an  idea  of  insupportable 
torment  to  Ernest.  He,  in  fact,  loved  Agnes 
with  n  romantic  intensity  that  yet  wants  a  de- 
finition. Awkwardly  innocent  in  his  own  heart ; 
filled  with  religion  according  to  his  notion  of  its 
excellence,  harbouring  no  thought,  no  feeling, 
that  could  trench  on  the  most  perfect  purity  of 
intercourse  with  his  beloved  sister,  the  great 
object  of  his  soul  was  to  live  with  her,  and  for 
her,  and  to  preserve  her  to  Umself.  He  never 
dreamt  of  harm  in  the  pledge  he  induced  her  to 
exchange  with  him,  nor  was  there  harm  in  it 
except  from  the  intense  selfishness  and  r.arrow* 
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mndedness  it  arose  from.     But  the  man  was 
really  ignorant  of  what  a  woman's  happiness 
migfat  require.    ToUUy  passionless  himself^  he 
knew  not  the  privation  he  was  forcing  her  to 
miapL     And  when  the  moment  came  which 
abowed  her  as  the  too  probable  partner  in  an 
amorous    engagement^    his  self-anguish   over- 
whelmed  every  consideration  of  her  happiness 
and  his  own  honour,  and  he  resolved  at  all 
hazards  to  snatch  her   from  the  fate  which 
perilled  his  wayward  and  selfish  gratification. 
The  coarseness  of  his  mind  was  exemplified  in 
his  early  accusation  that  she  had  listened  at 
Spangenberg^s  door.  The  roughness  of  the  times 
had  its  effect  even  on  him,  in  an  occasional 
violence  of  expression,  the  utterance  of  an  oath 
now  and  then,  and  such  like  proofs  that  refine- 
ment of  manners  had  yet  much  progress  to 
make.    But  this  was  compensated  by  a  degree 
of  frankness  incompatible  with  the  mean  treach" 
eries  of  a  latter  age.     A  mind  of  the  same  . 
mould  in  our  days  would  probably  turn  into .  a 

f3 
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oourse  of  sneaking   fanaticism    and  subdued 
dishonesty. 

Another  subject  of  great  agitation  to  Ernest 
was  the  probable  arrival  of  his  brother  Christo- 
pher, which  he  now  deprecated  as  much  as  he 
so  lately  desired  it.     When  he  only  thought  of 
removing  Agnes  from  the  danger  of  her  inti- 
macy with  the  elector,  such  an  assistant,  impetu- 
ous,   resolute,  and  active  was  just  what  he 
wanted.     But  he  also  knew  his  brother's  am* 
bition,  and  had  no  doubt  that  the  prospect  of 
Agnes  becoming  the  wife  of  Truchses,  and  thus 
sharing  even  the  perilous  dignity  of  the  electoral 
throne,  would  act  on  him  in  a  way  the  very 
reverse  from  its  effects  on  himself.    The  night 
was    therefore    passed  in  devising  plans   for 
Agnes's  removal  before  Christopher's  arrival. 
But  Emest^s  weakness  of  both  head  and  heart 
quite  unfitted  him  for  any  enterprise  requiring 
vigour  and  the  possibility  of  stratagem.     He 
therefore  resolved  to  throw  himself  upon  an 
alliance  for  this  object  with  Sootus,  but  still  not 
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a  little  appalled  at  any  close  ooiuiexion  with  so 
M  a  friend  of  the  family  as  the  Italian  in- 
sinuated himself  to  be;  for  Ernest  de  Mans- 
fddt,  like  many  a  good  reformer  of  the  sixteenth 
oentury,  still  retained  a  strong  hereditary  tinge 
of  superstition  on  all  matters  connected  with 
demonology  and  witchcraft,  and  though  not 
implicitly  believing  the  'supposed  magical 
powers  and  supernatural  endowments  of  his 
new  acquaintance,  he  Qould  by  no  means  say  to 
himself  that  he  laughed  them  to  scorn,  or  deny 
that  their  possibility  proved  a  powarful  attrac- 
tion and  gave  the  individual  a  strange  influence 
over  him.  He  had  fixed  with  Scotus,  in  the 
course  of  the  evening  at  Bruhl,  a  meeting  for 
the  following  morning,  and  he  felt  no  small  relief 
at  the  latter  having  proposed  that  the  Duchess 
dt  8axe-C!oburg,  his  own  and  his  sister^s  inti- 
mate friend,  should  be  one  of  the  council  for 
thwarting  the  elect<»r*s  design  and  forcing 
Agnes  to  the  adoption  of  measures  for  her*  own 
safety.     Early  therefore  on  the  following  mom- 
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ing  he  was  ready  dressed  to  repair  to  his  ap- 
poiatment  with  the  ItaliaOy  at  the  rear  of  the 
dector'^s  palace,  whence  they  were  to  proceed  to 
the  private  entrance  of  the  gardens  of  Krieoh^ 
lingen  House  to  meet  the  duchess,  prepared  by 
Scotus  to  expect  them.  Devoutly  did  Ernest 
pray  to  Heaven  for  aid  in  his  purpose,  and 
most  conscientiously  had  he  wound  himself  up 
to  the  belief  that  his  own  selfishness  had  no 
weight  in,  but  that  his  sister^s  safety  was  the 
sole  inspiration  of,  his  prayers ;  when,  to  his 
infinite  astonishment  a  knock  at  his  door  was 
followed  by  a  request  for  admittance,  in  Agnes^s 
well-known  voice« 

He  felt  a  throb  of  delight,  as  though  I|ea- 
ven  bad  delivered  her  into  his  hands ;  but  this 
was  as  quickly  succeeded  by  a  pang  of  fear, 
lest  she  had  come  to  announce  a  decision  hostile 
and  perhaps  destructive  to  his  projects.  Er- 
nest had  no  self-confidence,  no  reliance  on  his 
own  resources.  Weak  and  impious  appeals 
to  Heaven,  in  all  cases  right  or  wrong,  are  the 
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only  shifts  of  a  mind  that  cannot  in  common 
emergency  aid  itself.  Heaven  alone  therefore 
knows  what  might  have  been  the  brother's 
new  form  of  prayer,  on  this  doubt  as  to  his 
sister's  feeb'ngs,  had  she  not  put  an  end  to 
his  apprehensions  by  a  frank  and  brief  avowal 
o£them. 

**You  must  not  be  surprised  at  my  thus 
coming  to  return  your  visit,  Ernest,""  said 
Agnes,  striving  to  look  composed  and  to  speak 
cheerfully*  "  I  only  hope  this  interview  will 
be  more  satisfactory  than  the  last." 

<*  Dear  sister,  you  look  wretchedly  ill. 
Those  swollen  eyes  and  pale  cheeks  tell  me 
that  you  have  passed  a  sleepless  night.  Ah, 
Agnes,  it  is  virtue  alone  that  brings  happiness. 
Suffering  is  sure  to  follow — '" 

GuUt  would  have  completed  this  profound 
moral  axiom  had  not  the  eyes  of  Agnes,  all 
tear-swellen  as  they  were,  and  the  flush  of 
pride  on  those  pale  cheeks  repelled  the  half- 
uttered  insult. 
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*^I  would  not  offend  you,  sister.  I  would 
solace  your  regret  and  save  you  from  danger. 
My  duty  and  my  love  combine  to  dictate  words 
and  actions  which  have  only  your  well-being 
for  their  object." 

**  Ernest,  pray  spare  me  an  argument  or  a 
sermon.  I  need  neither.  I  am  quite  alive -to 
my  own  situation,  and  prepared  to  act  up  to 
my  own  consciousness  of  right.  I  have  re^ 
solved  to  leave  this  place  forthwith.  Are  you 
ready  to  accompany  me  7"^ 

^^  Ready !  oh  yes,  to  fly,  instantly.  We 
shall  go  together  to  Mansfeldt,  is  it  not  so  my 
sister  ?" 

^^  I  am  resolved  to  return  to  my  convent. 
There  alone  I  shall  feel  safe  from  my  own 
thoughts.*" 

*'  Wherever  thou  wilt,  so  as  that  thou  quit 
the  temptations  which  b^set  thee  here.  Oh, 
Agnes,  what  a  weight  is  thus  removed  from 
my  heart.'*' 
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**  To  be  added  perhaps  to  the  burthen  that 
ofipresseB  mine.^ 

**Ait  thou  not  then  happy  in  this  reso- 
lution ?" 

^'  Miserable !  If  not  there  were  no  merit 
in  it,  and  methinks  I  deserve  some.*' 

«<  What  must  I  understand  by  that?** 

^*  MHiat  thou  wilt,  Ernest.  It  is  enough  for 
me  that  I  know  my  own  suffering,  in  taking 
this  step  to  save  a  noble  heart  from  the  ruin 
it  was  prepared  to  rush  into.**^ 

**  What  then,  my  sister,  has  he  avowed  his 
^ole  purpose,  and  hadst  thou  really  strength 
of  mind  to  resist  so  brilliant  a  proposal  ?  and 
has  our  solemn  vow  restrained  thee  ?  Dearest 
Agnes,  this  is  more  than  I  dared  to  hope." 

'*  So  Heaven  be  my  help,  I  know  not  your 
meaning,  Earnest!  C«[i  you  venture  to  sup- 
pose that  the  elector  would  suggest  or  I  suffer 
a  direct  proposal  of  dishonour  ?  And  can  the 
word  brilliant  apply  to  such  ?^ 

'*  You  misconceive  me,   sister^or  I  spoke 
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without  clearness — my  fedings  agitate  m&— I 
meant  to  say — "  stammered  fotth  de  Mans* 
Mdt,  who  was  convinced  that  Trucbies  had 
not  actually  announced  the  intention  vouched 
for  by  Scotus  of  a  proposed  union,  which  he 
dreaded  that  Agnes  might  be  tempted  to  ac- 
cede to. 

*^Your  meaning  or  its  imperfect  expression 

is  now  not  important.     I  am  acting  from  no 

impulse  but  that  of  duty  to  one  who  deserves 

my  highest  admiration    and  gratitude,^   said 

Agnes  y  hau^dly  interrupting  Ernest,  for  she 

b^an  to  despise  and  almost  dislike  him.    The 

act  of  communicating  their  secret   to  another 

had,  without  any  spoken  comment  from  the 

third    person,   almost    magicaUy  opened  her 

mind  to   the  tyrannical    selfishness  which   it 

arose  from,  and  to  her  own  weakness  in  being 

led  to  join   in  it    She  was  mortified  at  and 

ashamed  of  her  share  in  this  .puerile  fiedge^ 

and  naturally  enough  threw  her  self-reproach 

into  the  scale  whidi  was  already  heavy  laden 
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vith  dliat  whidi  ehe  flung  upon  her  accomplice. 
His  aUusioii  to  this  vow  seemed  quke  con- 
temptible>  at  the  very  moment  when  the 
highest  motives  of  self-denial  and  consideration 
for  the  elector  s  welfare  had  alone  decided  her 
to  withdraw  herself  from  the  encouragement 
of  his  infatuated,  but  on  that  account  more 
flattering,  attachment. 

To  do  thorough  justice  to  our  heroine  it 
must  be  understood  that  she  was  actuated  by 
the  fear  of  danger  to  her  own  reputation,  or  by 
a  dread  of  her  own  suffering,  in  a  very  faint 
proportion  to  the  apprehension  of  ruin  to  the 
dector^s  peace  of  mind,  were  she  not  at  once 
to  check  the  passion  she  had  inspired.  She 
had  a  firm  confidence  in  herself ;  and  even  in 
the  least  equivocal  moment  of  the  preceding 
day  she  instinctively  saw  and  felt  with  the  pre* 
cidon  which  never  fails  a  woman,  that  the 
most  profound  respect  blended  with  her  lover's 
rapture.  She  was  right,  although  she  knew 
not  that  it  was  the  fixed  design  of  making  her 
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bis  own  by  the  holiest  rites  of  religion,  at  the 
risk  or  even  the  sacrifice  of  rank,  state  and 
every  consideration  of  worldly  interest,  that 
had  worked  that  effect  upon  him.  She  was 
convinced  that  a  passion  so  deeply  felt  and  so 
impetuously  persevered  in  must  lead  to  the 
neglect  of  all  those  temporal  and  religious 
duties  and  interests  involved  in  the  dector's 
station.  That  any  purpose  beyond  its  platonic 
indulgence  was  to  be  accomplished  she  never 
imagined.  The  forfeiture  of  her  own  honour, 
or  the  renunciation  of  his  religion  never  flashed 
across  her  mind.  And  dther  one  or  the  other 
was  essential  to  the  result  which  is  the  over* 
whelming  impulse  with  one  sex,  and  the  ad- 
mitted but  uninfluencing  consequence  to  the 
other. 

Agnes  therefore  felt  that  she  had  but  to  fly ; 
fervently  believing  that  when  once  she  was  re- 
moved the  dector^s  elastic  nature  would  soon 
recover  the  shock  of  losing  her,  and  that  a 
thousand  resources  would  soon  offer  themsdves 
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to  a  mind  so  rich  in  that  finest  of  all  posses- 
sioiis  — *  the  power  of  bearing  up  against  ill, 
by  a  prompt  adaptation  of  what  is  to  be  ob- 
tained of  good.  The  night  on  which  this  reso- 
lution was  formed  was  one  of  much  suffering. 
Thoughts  and  tears  of  equal  bitterness  flowed 
freely.  But  her  firmness  was  unshaken.  And 
when  she  came  to  announce  her  decision  to  her 
brother  she  had  recovered  in  a  considerable 
degree  at  least  the  appearance  of  composure. 
It  was  now  quickly  arranged  between  them 
that  Agnes  was  to  apply  to  Duchess  Anne  for 
a  loan  of  the  horse-litter,  in  which  she  had 
travelled  to  Cologne,  and  that  after  proceeding 
a  few  leagues  privately  in  it  with  her  tire- 
woman, Agnes  was  to  send  that  conveyance 
back  by  the  duchess's  servant  and  to  finish  her 
journey  on  horseback,  Ernest  undertaking  to 
explain  her  sudden  absence  as  best  he  might 
to  his  kinsman  the  baron  and  the  rest  of  the 
family,  to  forward  a  letter,  which  she  had 
written    and  now  confided   to  him,   for    the 
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dector,  and  to  procure  horses  for  herself  and 
attendant,  with  which  he  was  to  follow  with 
all  speed  so  as  to  come  up  with  them  at  the 
town  where  she  had  decided  to  sleep  that 
night. 

Ernest  set  about  making  his  preparations 
with  the  utmost  alacrity ;  chuckling  at  the 
thoughts  of  his  having  to  inform  Scotus  of  the 
inutility  of  any  further  efforts  to  attain  their 
joint  purpose.  Agnes  hastened  to  the  duchess's 
apartment)  and  found  her,  early  as  it  was, 
making  ready  for  a  morning  promenade. 

^^  Dearest  Anne,*^  said  she,  throwing  her- 
self into  her  friend  *s  arms,  and  sobbing  con- 
vulsively, as  the  suppressed  force  of  her  feel- 
ings again  overpowered  her,  *^  This  is  a  cruel 
leave- taking.  I  am  come  to  bid  thee  farewell 
-**->I  am  about  to  leave  Cologne  this  very 
morning.'^ 

An  astonished  repetition  of  the  words  was 
the  reply. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  have  been  here  but  too  long. 
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Those  few  short,  happy  weeks  have  been  preg- 
nant with  danger,  and  in  flight  only  is  my 
chance  of  escape.  Think  me  not  wantonly 
abrupt  and  capridous.  I  must,  I  must  be 
firm,  and  thou,  dearest  Anne,  must  aid  in  fur- 
nishing the  means  for  my  immediate  and  secret 
remoTal.** 

*^  And  what  has  happened,  my  best  friend, 
my  own  Agnes,  to  cause  this  sudden  resolu- 
tion?" 

**  Ask  me  not  more  than  I  can  tell.  It  is 
enough  that  my  brother  insists  on  it,  my  own 
conscience  approves  it,  and  the  whole  happiness 
and  welfare  of  another — very  dear  to  me-— im* 
periously  commands  it.*^ 

*^  His  happiness  !  surely  that  is  involved  in, 
dependent  on,  your  presence."- 

*<  Anne,  I  named  no  one.  How  art  thou 
thus  informed  ?  But  ah,  why  need  I  ask  ?  All 
eyes  have  doubtless  seen  what  I  never  thought 
of  concealing.    All  tongues  have  made  me  their 
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talk.  Oh,  shame,  shame  f  How  can  I  fly  last 
enough  from  observation  and  standor  P 
'  The  duchess  felt  herself  greatly  embanassed 
by  these  words.  She  had  not  been  blind  to  the 
progress  of  the  passion,  the  plain  evidence  of 
which  the  two  persons  mainly  interested  were 
the  last  to  see.  She  was  aware  all  through^ 
both  from  Scotus  and  Nuenar,  of  their  mutual 
designs  to  encourage  the  attachment  of  Oheb- 
hard ;  and  she,  acting  from  the  double  compli- 
ance  with  her  tyrant^s  orders  and  with  her  sec- 
tarian zeal,  had  sedulously  done  all  in  her  power 
to  facilitate  the  opportunities  sought  for  by  the 
elector,  and  by  no  means  discouraged  by  Agnes, 
for  the  indulgence  of  an  intercourse  which  gave 
them  such  mutual  delight.  During  the  pre- 
ceding evening  at  Bruhl,  Scotus  had  informed 
the  duchess  of  a  great  part  of  what  had  passed 
between  him  and  Ernest,  and  of  their  intention 
to  meet  her  that  morning  for  the  mock  consul- 
tation, with  the  ostensible  purpose  of  prevent- 
ing what  they  both  were  so  resolved— but  from 
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motiTes  how  different ! — to  promote.  But  she 
had  also  fixed  a  private  rendezvous  with  Sootus, 
and  by  his  dedre,  for  an  hour  previous  to  that 
at  which  they  were  to  meet  Ernest.  She  was 
ignorant  of  what  had  passed  between  the  elector 
and  Agnes  during  their  private  promenade.  She 
had  remarked  the  varjring  emotions  of  the  latter, 
and  she  saw  clearly  the  warm  elation  of  the 
former  during  the  whole  of  the  day.  She  knew 
not  what  conclusions  to  draw;  and  she  felt  now 
restricted  from  almost  venturing  an  observation, 
much  less  pressing  an  explanation,  which  might 
lead  her  into  some  phrase  or  hint  which  had 
perhaps  been  at  variance  with  the  designs 
of  him  who  had  obtained  such  awful  and  unholy 
influence  over  her.  She  therefore  listened  to  the 
request  of  Agnes  for  the  loan  of  her  travelling 
litter ;  she  heard  the  plans  for  the  journey,  but 
she  dared  not  all  at  once  consent  to,  or  even 
encourage,  the  proposal  or  the  project.  Con* 
siderably  affected,  both  by  the  evidence  of 
Agues^s  sufferings  and  the  consciousness  of  her 
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own  duplicity,  she  could  only  give  vague  words 
of  comfort,  in  return  for  her  friend^s  communica- 
tion ;  and,  recommending  her  to  proceed  calmly 
with  her  preparations  for  the  journey,  she  pro* 
mised  to  see  her  again  in  an  hour,  and  left  as  a 
matter  taken  for  granted  her  oo-operation  in  her 
object 

At  the  period  of  our  tale  there  was  a  thick 
plantation  of  elm  and  oak  which  stretched  for 
several  hundred  yards  by  the  side  of  the  river, 
in  that  portion  of  the  city  now  called  the  Drei 
Konigenwerft.  It  was  there  amongst  other 
places  that  Duchess  Anne,  unattended  and  un* 

« 

observed,  and  dressed  with  the  utmost  simpli- 
city, used  frequently  to  meet  the  Italian,  at 
hours  when  his  furtive  entrance  to  the  gardens 
might  have  been  discovered  by  some  of  the  in- 
habitants of  Kriechlingen  House.  And  as 
quickly  as  fast-walking  could  bring  her  to  the 
rendezvous  she  repaired  there,  on  Agnes  quit- 
ting her ;  and  she  soon  perceived  Scotus  gasing 
into  the  deep  and  rapid  stream,  from  the  era- 
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boakmait  which  partly  overhung,  and  in  other 
fiaee»  waa  worn  away  by  the  eternal  waters. 
She  approached  him,  apparently  unobserved, 
aad  witli  the  chill  timidity  of  her  usual  manner 
she  pronounced  his  name. 

He  turned  round,  and  in  that  soft  and  yet  in- 
sincere tone  which  he  at  times  assumed,  he  said, 

^^  Thou  art  well  come,  fair  duchess,  for  had 
not  some  mighty  attraction  drawn  me  back  I 
▼erily  beliere  I  had  plunged  into  the  stream, 
and  sought  in  that  liquid  reflection  of  heaven 
for  the  quiet  which  the  experience  of  the  earth 
and  the  study  of  the  skies  cannot  procure  me.^ 

**  You  speak  and  look  fearfully,  Count  Scotus. 
That  placid  tone  and  solemn  air  are  always  in« 
describably  painful.  There  seems  a  mockery 
mingled  with  your  most  serious  remarks,  and  a 
levity  in  your  deepest  reflections,  as  though  you 
loved  to  sport  with  the  things  both  of  earth  and 
heaven.  You  mean  not  what  you  say — what 
do  you  widi  for  on  earth  that  is  not  within  your 
reach?'' 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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*^  Your  love,  duchess — nay  look  not  such 
.alarm — your  love«  and  I  possess  it  not.^ 

^'  Alas  !  you  know  your  power  over  my  heart 
and  mind.  Love  I  have  not  to  give  you.  It  is 
pledged  irrevocably  to  my  husband.  But  is  not 
your  influence  over  me  greater  even  than  his  ?^ 

"  You  tell  me  so." 

**  Have  I  not  proved  it  ?  Am  I  not  for  all 
lawful  purposes  your  creature,  aye,  your  very 
slave !  Oh  !  when  will  this  lead  to  good  ? 
When  will  your  fond  predictions  turn  to  ac- 
count? When  am  I  to  have  my  husband^s 
affections  back  ?  When  may  I  break  from  these 
mysterious  trammels  io  which  you  have  bound 
me?'' 

*^  I  listen  to  you,  as  I  always  do  to  the 
witchery  of  your  enchanting  voice  and  eloquent 
words.  But  they  fall,  as  ever,  vainly  upon  my 
ear.  You  know  I  am  not  easily  deceived,  and 
yet  you  would  continue  to  keep  up  this  delusion  ; 
you  reject  my  love,  you  profess  to  seek  to  re- 
cover the  duke's — ^but  is  it  not  that  of  young 
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Ulrick  which  all  the  while  you  rejoice  in  ? 
Answer  me."*^ 

^*  Why  should  I  answer  a  question  ever  put 
and  always  self-replying  ?  You  well  know  that 
I  would  not  for  one  moment  tolerate  the  liking 
of  that  fickle  boy ;  but,  by  your  commands,  in 
the  dangerous  chance  of  causing  jealousy,  which 
you  tell  me  will  surely  bring  my  husband  again 
to  my  impatient  arms.^ 

<<  And  so  it  will,  fair  duchess.  I  promise 
you  it  will.'' 

"  When,  oh,  when  ?  Will  you  not,  can  you 
not  tell  me  P"* 

^*  There  is  nothing  ip  the  face  of  this  broad 
river,  and  the  glare  of  day  in  which  I  may  read 
the  future.  But  to-night — ^if  the  heavens  be 
clear — I  will  consult  the  stars,  and  you  shall 
know  faithfully  the  result.'' 

*^  Tis  always  thus,  vague  promises  of  good 
day  after  day,  and  still  no  final  answer." 

^*  It  is  worth  waiting  for.  The  duke  himself 
will  be  its  bearer.    In  his  own  person,  prosU'ate 

G  2 
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and  penitent  at  your  feet,  he  will  prove  the 
efficacy  of  the  means  I  am  taking  to  bring  him 
to  his  duty.  Persevere  then  awhile  and  be 
patient.  I  pledge  myself  and  the  secrets  of  my 
art  Co  your  success.'*^ 

"  Heaven  grant  it !" 

*^  Trust  to  me.  It  is  not  so  sure  that  heaven 
is  disposed  to  grant  it.  Virtue  is  too  often 
doomed  to  suffer  in  this  world,  dear  duchess ; 
and  wisdom  and  religion  both  tell  us  to  be  pre- 
pared for  all  results."^ 

'*  Count  Scotus,  I  toill  not  doubt  success, 
^is  thus  at  times  you  throw  a  blight  on  the 
harvest  of  hope  you  tell  me  to  let  ripen.  Are 
you  not  sure  of  what  you  promise  ?  If  heaven 
be  unpropitious  how  can  mortal  art  succeed  ?  If 
any  chance  of  failure  has  come  upon  the  process 
of  your  doings,  tell  me  so  at  once,  and  the  eddies 
of  that  rushing  stream  are  my  fitting  refuge  l^ 

^^  It  were  indeed  a  happy  resting-place  for  the 
turbulent  cares  of  life.  You  seem  to  chime  in 
by  an   unintended  sympathy    with    my    own 
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notions.  Were  two  beings,  heart-bound  to  each 
other,  but  to  whom  fate  refused  an  union  here 
on  earth,  to  plunge  together  in  that  liquid 
bed>  methinks  it  were  a  destiny  worth  envying/'* 
The  accent  of  demoniac  eagerness  in  which 
thii  speech  was  uttered  made  the  duchess  shud- 
d^.  She  started  back  from  the  water^s  side 
and  stepped  into  one  of  the  paths  leading  into 
the  depths  of  the  grove.  Scotus  followed  her. 
But  even  there  a  dread  of  danger  chilled  her 
heart.  She  looked  around,  for  the  first  time 
during  those  stolen  walks,  in  hopes  of  seeing 
some  cNie  approach.     She  thought  she  heard  a 

suppressed  laugh ;  and  her  eye  attracted  to  her 
companion's  face,  she  observed  a  diabolical 
smile,  as  though  he  rejoiced  in  the  terror  he 
had  inspired.  It  was  perhaps  at  that  moment — 
at  least  during  that  interview — that  Scotus  con- 
ceived the  dark  purpose  which  he  thenceforward 
resolved  to  put  into  execution. 

^'  You  fly  me,  Duchess  Anne  !**    exclaimed 
the  Italian,  in  a  voice  of  malignant  irony. 
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^*  As  the  bird  flutters  in  the  fowler^s  net  or 
the  hooked,  fish  struggles  from  the  fatal  line  I 
Alas,  Count  Scotus,  I  have  no  chance  in  flight.^ 

"  MTiy  shun  me  then,  and  prove  your  un- 
availing repugnance  ?     Is  this  wise  or  politic  ?^' 

*^  I  act  from  impulse  not  from  calculation. 
Your  words  and  looks  have  terrified  me,  yet 
surely  you  do  not  mean  me  harm  P"^ 

"  I  mean  you  happiness  supreme — delight, 
of  which  the  mind  can  form  but  a  small  notion. 
Would  that  you  were  disposed  to  meet  my 
views  f  But  you  shall  be  happy  after  your 
own  choice,  since  my  way  suits  you  not.  Rely 
on  my  zeal,  and  trust  my  power.  The  duke  is 
prepared  ere  this  to  meet  this  new,  this  real  test 
of  his  affection.  It  cannot  fail.  When  he 
learns  to  dread  the  loss  of  your  heart  he  will 
certainly  return  to  lay  his  at  your  feet.'^ 

^*  You  re-assure  me  by  these  positive  words. 
Ah!  then,  do  not  again  mar  their  cheering 
effect  by  urging  feelings  which  I  cannot  meet, 
and  forbear  I  implore  you  to  alarm  me  by 
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even  vague  allusions,  which  sound  more  like 
covert  threats  of  ill  than  open  suggestions  of 
relief." 

'*  You  mistake,  adored  duchess,  the  accent 
of  despair  for  that  of  menace.  You  alone  have 
forced  dark  thoughts  into  my  mind,  and  to 
your  rigid  virtue  I  may  become  a  victim :  an 
aberration  of  the  mind  itself  may  be  my  lot. 
But  not  before  I  accomplish  your  most  ardent 
objects.  Those  once  complete  I  may  sink  into 
the  grave  or  plunge  into  the  billows,  and  close 
a  life  not  then  too  long  if  ended  in  your  service.''^ 

A  scene  of  tears  and  sobs,  so  admirably 
feigned  as  to  have  astonished  the  actor  himself 
at  the  extent  of  his  own  powers,  followed  this 
spoken  prelude.  The  deluded  duchess  was 
again,  for  the  time — ^but  it  was  for  the  hun- 
dredth—completely overpowered,  softened,  and 
convinced  of  the  sincerity  of  the  arch -de- 
stroyer ;  but  the  strong  purpose  of  her  heart 
was  not  shaken.  She  loved  her  truant  husband 
with  too  positive  a  truth  to  run  any  risk  from 
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one  she  did  not,  could  not,  love.  Scotus  was 
supiemely  master  of  her  mind.  Her  affections 
he  never  touched.  She  now  reasoned  with  and 
consoled  him  on  his  apparent  suffering,  in 
terms  of  tenderness  most  irksome  to  the  hypo- 
crite. The  scene  had  lasted  too  long  for  his 
patience.  But  he  found  such  requisite  at  times, 
to  keep  up  his  influence,  through  the  double 
medium  of  compassion  and  vanity — for  each 
had  a  large  share  in  his  victim's  facility  to  be 
deceived. 

At  length  he  turned  abruptly  to  the  subject 
of  most  immediate  interest  to  him. 

**  But  let  me  break  from  this  too  selfish  in- 
dulgence of  my  immediate  woe*"  said  he,  dash- 
ing away  .some  ready-coming  tears.  **  The 
interest  and  the  happiness  of  others  must  not 
be  forgotten.  That  is  my  consolation  and  recom- 
pense.— ^Your  friend  Countess  Agnes  I  came  to 
talk  of  her,  to  devise  means  for  her  good  and 
that  of  my  generous  friend  the  elector,  not  to 
torment  you  with  another  scene  of  my  despair. 


AGNES  D£  MAN0FELDT.  129 

Yesterday   was  the   close  of  their  probation. 

Ghebhard  is  wildly  in  love.    He  never  slept  last 

night.  His  perturbed  feelings  robbed  his  couch 

of  its  tenant.     This  morning  he  has  sunk  to 

* 

rest,  worn  out  by  his  excitement.  We  must 
now  urge  on  his  cause.  But  to  do  so  effectively 
much  management  is  required  with  that 
troublesome  brother,  whose  coming  here  has 
proved  an  obstruction  rather  than  a  help.  But 
I  have  a  plan  matured  ;  and  first,  fair  duchess, 
you  must  see  the  countess,  and  sound  her  as  to 
what  passed  between  her  and  her  lover  in  the 
grove'*' — 

"  I  have  already  seen  her.**" 

"  Indeed  !  this  morning  ?'** 

'*  Yes,  she  came  to  announce  her  departure 
from  Cologne  to-day.^' 

^^  Her  departure  !  what !  I  have  not  heard 
you  rightly,  duchess,  or  you  have  mistaken  her. 
By  heavens  you  are  dull  of  apprehension !  she 
meant  not  that.  Speak,  speak  quickly,  and 
clearly,  on  this  manner.     Tell  me  what  passed 

g3 
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between  ye,  word  for  word;  more  interests  than 
one  or  two  are  hanging  in  suspense.     Speak  !^ 

To  this  impatient  and  almost  brutal  summons 
Duchess  Anne  meekly  replied,  by  stating  in  a 
subdued  tone  the  particulars  of  her  morning 
conversation  with  Agnes;  and  adding  the  truth, 
that  fear  of  thwarting  the  Italian's  views  had 
restrained  her  from  prolonging  the  interview, 
entering  into  details,  or  giving  any  decided 
answer  to  her  friend. 

Scotus  was  silent  while  the  duchess  spoke. 
His  folded  arms,  knit  brows,  and  lips  com- 
pressed, told  how  he  pondered  on  her  words. 

"Yes — that  will  do!  my  whole  project  is 
fixed — this  is  a  lucky  turn — now  listen  to  me," 
exclain^ed  he;  and  the  breathless  attention  of 
the  duchess  was  accordingly  given  to  him,  as  he 
spoke  half  in  soliloquy,  half  colloquy ;  for  he  was 
for  a  moment  lost  in  most  unusual  abstraction. 
.^^  Yes,  we  must  consent  to,  urge  on,  and  aid 
in  her  withdrawal — not  her  departure  quite. 
To  lose  sight  of  her  awhile,  to  believe  her  los 
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to  him,  will  drive  the  amorous  elector  almost 
mad.  To  regain  her  he  will  come  to  any  terms. 
Aye,  even  to  see  her  he  will  pay  any  price.  To 
see  her.'^  and  by  my  influence.  But  not  to 
speak  with  her — no,  that  must  not  be.  To  see 
her  in  some  mysterious  and  magic-seeming  way. 
Excited,  worked  up  to  passion's  bent — all  this 
may  be  done !  now  listen  to  me,  duchess.^^ 

^*  I  am  listening.*** 

**  And  what  have  you  heard?** 

"  Nothing  distinctly  of  your  muttered  words, 
but  that  we  must  encourage  my  friend^s  de- 
parture.'* 

'^  No,  not  her  departure ;  but  she  must  be 
withdrawn.  For  a  day  or  two,  more  it  may  be, 
or  perhaps  less.  I  must  see  how  her  absence 
will  work,  and  how  it  can  be  turned  to  best 
account — ^for  the  elector^s  happiness  and  her^s — 
you  know  these  are  my  only  motives?'* 
I  can  imagine  none  other.**^ 
Except  the  pride  and  joy  of  serving  you, 
fair  duchess,  through  your  friend.'^ 


ii 


133  A6XB8    D£   MAV8FELDT. 

The  involuntary  blush  and  smile  which  aio&e 
at  this  insinuating  sentence  were  the  only  an- 
swers Sootus  required — he  saw  that  the  way 
was  prepared  for  his  next  proposition,  and  thus 
continued : — 

**  To  act  effectually  in  this  good  cause  I  must 
have  your  assistance.  To  bring  matters  to  a 
crisis  some  stratagem  is  required ;  for  the  deli- 
cate qualms  of  Agnes,  or  Truchses*  impetuous 
ardour,  if  not  rightly  managed,  might  d^eat 
my  plans,  and  overthrow  the  fabric  which  I 
would  raise  for  their  own  rapture.  I  may 
reckon  on  your  aid  ?^ 

^^  My  feeble  means  are  always  ready  at  your 
bidding,  and  for  my  dear  friend^s  welfare-sake.*" 

*^  Well,  then  I  now  for  one  serious  question, 
put  for  a  frank  and  honest  answer — ^you  have 
confided  to  Countess  Agnes  the  affair  of  the 
jewels?'' 

<<  Never,  so  help  me  Heaven  !"'  was  the  firm 
reply  of  the  duchess,  while  she  gave  back  a 
fearless  look  to  the  Italian's  penetrating  glance, 
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and  her  heart  leaped  with  joy  at  the  prudent 
reserve  she  had  maintained. 

*■  Then  you  have  kept  our  secret  well  and 
wisely.  But  you  must  reveal  the  whole  trans- 
action to  her  this  morning,  without  delay — my 
projects  bang  on  her  knowing  all*^' 

This  startling  command  was  a  new  spring  of 
pleasure  to  the  duchess.  She  would  have 
spoken,  but  Scotus  proceeded. 

^*  All,  you  must  tell  her  all,  without  reserve. 
And  then  you  must  with  your  whole  eloquence, 
with  tears,  if  they  can  spring  as  in  most  women 
at  oommand-^how  different  from  man's  rugged 
nature,  to  whom  weeping  is  almost  worse  than 
death— but  let  that  pass — you  must  use  flattery, 
Duchess  Anne,  entreaties  of  all  kinds  if  she 
prove  stubborn,  to  gently  force  her  consent  to 
accompany  you  to  my  apartments  at  the 
palace,  for  the  purpose  of  persuading  me  to  re- 
store those  jewels  back  to  your  possession.  You 
understand  me  ?  I  speak  clearly  P*^ 

Oh,  yes;  but  I  am  bewildered  by  your  words. 
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How  can  I  fulfil  this  intricate  purpose  of  your^, 
and  why?  Must  I  denounce  you  to  Agnes— 
lower  myself  to  base  deception — ^and  lead  her  to 
what  I  dare  not  utter  nor  think  on.  I  know 
you  cannot,  must  not  insist  on  this."" 

**  Indeed,  indeed  I  must,  and  you  must  do  it 
But  first  to  lay  the  phantoms  you  have  conjured 
up.  I  would  not  have  you  quite  iienaunce  me, 
but  you  must  tell  the  facts,  as  to  my  becoming 
possessed  of  and  keeping  back  the  jewels.  You 
must  assure  your  friend  that  my  esteem  and 
admiration  of  her  virtue,  and — ^yes,  yes,  you 
may  add  her  beauty  ;  there  is  not  much  risk  of 
that  offending  her— ensure  her  an  influence  that 
will  be  irresistible,  and  moreover  1  swear  to 
yoU)  most  unbelieving  duchess,  that  it  shall  be 
so,  and  that  I  will  place  the  precious  caskets 
with  their  entire  contents,  even  as  I  had  them 
from  you,  freely  in  Countess  Agnes*s  hands,  in 
trust  for  you  their  rightful  owner.  Nay,  look 
not  doubtingly  still^I  swear  it,  by  heaven  and 
earth,  and  all  things  they  contain,  including 
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you,  the  loveliest  thing  on  the  one,  and  the 
sure  inheritor  of  the  other  l"" 

Duchess  Anne  clasped  her  hands  upon  her 
breast  to  keep  down  the  throbbings  of  her  de< 
light. 

**  Is  not  this  object,  joined  to  your  dear 
friend's  happiness,  worth  some  trouble,  some 
cost  of  words,  and  even  a  little  innocent  exag- 
geration, soft  flattery,  or  the  like?  nothing  short 
of  this  can  persuade  Agnes  to  come  to  the  pa^ 
lace — I  know  that  well — ^and  her  coming  is  the 
price  of  your  recovered  treasures,  for  otherwise 
I  honestly  tell  you  you  receive  them  not.*" 

'*  Oh,  she  shall  come  if  it  depend  on  me. 
She  will  I  am  sure  of  her  own  free  choice  when 
I  tell  her  the  double  purpose,  my  peace  of  mind 
regained  and  her  own  happiness  honourably 
secured."" 

**  Hold,  hold,  duchess,  you  go  too  fast, 
though  not  too  far.  These  are  the  sure  results 
of  the  visit  I  propose,  but  she  is  not  to  know 
that  any  design  in  her  own  favour  is  in  question. 
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Pride,  honour,  dignity,  and  what  not,  would  be 
all  up,  in  a  masquerade  of  imagined  virtue,  to 
prevent  the  step  if  she  believed  it  to  be  for  her 
interests  even  though  joined  with  your*s.  Men 
rarely  mistake  false  delicacy  for  the  real.  Wo- 
men eternally.  There  is  not  one  in  ten  of  your 
squeamish  sex  who  has  courage  enough  to  pur- 
sue her  own  advantage  at  the  risk  of  a  false 
construction  on  her  actions.  No,  it  is  for  you 
and  you  alone,  that  Agnes  is  to  accede  to  this 
mieasure,  which  will  make  her  in  the  long  run 
Electress  of  Cologne.*" 

^'  And  you  will  place  all  the  jewels  in  her 
possession  P'** 

*'  What,  duchess !  Have  you  then  no  thought 
for  your  friend  ?  Is  not  her  happiness  a  jewel 
of  price,  and  do  I  not  promise  also  to  secure 
that  ?'' 

*^  Oh,  I  do  rejoice  in  aught  that  brings  good 
to  her,  but  doubly  if  it  be  joined  with   my 


own.*' 


^*  Now  then,  dear  duchess,  speed  you  to  your 
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task.  I  go  to  seek  the  brother  and  tui 
from  his  purposed  departure.  He  shall  c( 
nicate  to  his  sister  the  necessity  for  dela^ 
then  the  plot  shall  thicken  !" 

The  duchess   was    already   gone, 
marked  her  with  a  fiendish  smile,  as  she  t 
lightly  through  the  grove.     But  she  sui 
turned   round    and    approached   him,    . 
running.     He  met  her  half  way. 

"  Alas !  in  tny  selfish  joy  I  had  forg 
point  vital  to  my  friend's  honour,  and 
on  which  I  am  sure  her  c<Hisent  to  accoi 
me  to  the  palace  would  completely  hinge. 
pledge  yourself  solemnly  that  she  is  not 
the  elector  ?  To  risk  no  chance  of  indigi 
disgrace?  And  discovery  of  our  visit 
lead  to  both." 

"  That  I  swear  solemnly.  And  th 
guarantee  to  satisfy  your  doubts  or  her^E 
(act  that  my  whole  object  would  be  di 
were  she  to' be  discovered— even  by  Tr 
himself." 
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Enough »  I  am  now  satisfied.  Farewell 
count,  I  shall  wait  your  next  summons  with 
intense  impatience/* 

<'  You  shall  have  it  duchess,  but  when 
depends  on  the  slow  or  rapid  march  of  circum- 
stances and  feelings  not  quite  in  my  control.— 
But  hold,  I  too  have  a  second  thought  on  this 
affair.  You  must  not,  finally  make  your  re- 
quest for  your  friend's  interference  till  I  see 
you,  which  shall  be  within  an  hour  at  Kriech- 
lingen  House.  See  her  in  the  interim — ^sound 
her,  make  your  canfeasiany  but  no  direct  appeal 
to  her  assistance.  There  is  something  yet  to  be 
done  which  if  it  succeed  will  make  her  consent 
a  certainty.*" 

The  coUoquists  then  quitted  the  grove  in 
different  directions. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

As  the  Italian  proceeded  to  the 
appointment  with  Eroest  d«  Mansf 
served  a  stranger — but  one  whosi 
race  he  instantly  knew,  as  surelj  a 
had  seen  his  baptism  certificate  a 
before  him — riding  up  one  of  the  at 
a  handsome  but  jaded  horse,  and  fc 
varlet,  on  another  equally  valuable 
tired. 

*'  Well  done,  Count  Jerome !"  i 
claimed  Scotus.  *<  Yet  thou  hast  af 
merit  perhaps,, since  these  dolts  am 
play  so  easily  into  your  hands. 
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one  of  a  different  stamp.  He  must  be  managed 
by  other  means.  Never  mind,  I"*!!  manage 
him  !*' 

He  followed  for  a  few  minutes  the  slow  move« 
ments  of  the  cavalier,  and  saw  him  alight  at  a 
hostel,  over  the  door  of  which  hung  the  rudely- 
painted  sign  of  a  robust  and  rubicund  nngel, 
with  a  pair  of  flame-coloured  wings,  so  huge 
and  heavy  that  the  whole  might  be  taken  for  an 
effigy  of  Sampson  carrying  the  gates  of  Gaza 
on  his  back.  The  host,  who  was  a  Spaniard 
long  domiciliated  at  Cologne,  came  pompously 
from  his  porch»  after  some  impatient  calls  from 
the  young  stranger,  and  bowed  him  into  the 
house  with  much  ceremony,  while  the  varlet, 
guided  by  a  stable-boy,  led  the  horses  into  the 
court-yard.  Scotus  then  proceeded  to  his  ren- 
dezvous close  to  the  palace ';  and  there  he  met 
£rne8t  waiting,  an  air  of  satisfaction  tempering 
his  nervous  anxiety.  Scotus  approached  him, 
with  a  gesture  of  astonishment,  and  exclaimed 
in  a  tone  of  well-feigned  alarm. 
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"  What !  Here  !  Thank  heaven  I 
§till  safe!  It  is  then  as  I  feared- 
Dot  received  my  letter  ?" 

**  Letter!  no," 

"  Nor  seen  my  secretary  ?" 

"  No." 

"  And  your  sister— is  she  still  saf 
seized?" 

*'  Seized  !  What  mean  you,  Coun 

"  Are  you  then  indeed  ignorant  ai 
passing  ?  Do  you  not  know  that  yc 
departure  is  discovered — how  or  by 
tniyed  it  is  for  you  to  judge  ! — that 
let  of  the  city  is  beset  by  the  tyrant 
dons— that  you  are  destined  to  a  dui 
your  sister  to  the  blandishmente  of  I 
at  the  best  which  may  befal  her,  a 
perhaps  after  all  a  mock  ceremony, 
prince-prelate,  who  has  dared  even 
me  with  punishment  for  my  remo 
You  have  heard  nought  of  this  P" 

"  Not  s  word— but  how — " 
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'^  Ah,  Ghebhard,  thou  art  more  cunning  than 
I  thought  consistent  with  thy  daring !  It  is 
clear,  Count  Mansfeldt,  that  you  were  not  to  be 
molested  in  the  town,  for  fear  of  publicity,  but 
pounced  on  as  soon  as  you  passed  the  faubourg, 
and  then  surely  disposed  of.  How  lucky  it  is 
that  my  warning  does  not  come  too  late.  Now 
we  have  not  a  moment  to  lose.  I  have  your 
safety  provided  for.  Come  along,  we  must  not 
be  observed.*' 

**  And  Agnes,  what  of  her  ?^ 

<<  Indeed  that  may  be  well  asked,  what  of 
her  ?  Who  gave  notice  to  the  elector  of  her 
pretended  flight  ?  Who  offered  the  hint  of  an 
arrest  upon  the  road  ?  Ah,  Count  Ernest,  you 
share  the  dim-sightedness  of  all  virtuous  men. 
You  know  nothing  of  woman's  wiles." 

^Mt  is  iinpossible.  She  could  not  play  so 
false  a  game.     And  for  what  purpose  P'' 

^^  How  else  but  by  yielding  to  an  assumed 
violence  excuse  the  breach  of  her  solemn  vow, 
and  become  the  wife  of  another  ?" 
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*^  And  safely  may  you  do  so.  I  have  the 
willy  and  the  means,  to  save  her  and  you. 
Come  on !"'' 

*•  Where  would  you  lead  me?"  cried  Ernest, 
starting  back  after  they  had  proceeded  a  few 
yards,  on  his  companion  stopping  and  applying 
a  key  to  a  small  wicket  in  the  wall  of  the  palace 
garden. 

**  To  the  only  place  where  there  is  safety  for 
you  in  Cologne — to  my  own  apartments  in  the 
electoral  palace.''" 

"  How  !  into  the  very  den  of  my  arch-enemy ! 
what  does  this  mean  P*^ 

And  as  Ernest  uttered  this  faint  expression 
of  the  doubts  and  fears  which  rushed  upon  his 
mind,  his  hand,  as  irresolute  as  his  head  was 
weak,  half  moved  towards  his  sword. 

'*  Out  with  it  boldly,  and  at  once  count,  and 
if  it  need  a  sheath,  plunge  it  here  into  this  breast 
already  too  deeply  wounded  by  the  suspicions 
which  now  dishonour  me— no,  not  me,  but  you. 
But  I  can  and  ought  to  bear  with  any  of  your. 
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race!  Yet  ere  it  is  too  late  give  yourself 
a  moment^B  pause  for  thought.  Where  can  you 
be  so  safe,  so  unsuspected,  as  in  the  sanctuary 
of  my  chamber  which  no  one  dares  to  violate  ? 
Which  of  the  furious  creatures  of  its  owner 
would  dream  of  seeking  you  in  their  master'^s 
very  palace  ?  But  do  you  doubt  my  honour  f 
If  so,  say  it  frankly — and  then  farewell  !  I  can 
pardon  even  that  from  a  descendant  of  Polrath 
de  Mansfeldt.  But  then  you  may  indeed  draw 
your  sword,  and  fling  away  the  scabbard.  For 
Henry  of  Liegnitz  and  his  rabblement,  by  this 
time  the  hired  mercenaries  of  Truchses,  will  be 
soon  upon  you  and  will  give  your  weapon  ample 
work." 

^*  I  know  not  what  to  think  or  do,'**  said  the 
uncertain  Ernest. 

**  Then  be  guided  by  one  who  has  thought 
and  action  at  command.  You  have  but  two 
courses— certain  ruin,  or  a  chance  of  safety. 
Which  will  you  follow  ?  Hark !  by  heavens 
theRdtres  are  already  out — they  come  this  way 
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-—I  hear  the  trampling  of  their  horses.  I  must 
Dot  be  suspected  of  being  leagued  with  you  for 
no  purpose.  To  carry  the  great  end  we  have 
both  in  view  I  am  ready  to  brave  danger  in  any 
shape ;  but  to  be  seized  on  like  a  puling  girl 
shall  never  be  my  fate.  Farewell,  Count  Mans- 
feldt !  They  come — save  yourself  now  as  best 
you  may.'' 

A  hurried  movement  of  the  key  in  the  lock 
of  the  wicket  accompanied  these  words;  and 
as  the  Italian  watered,  his  companion  forced  him- 
self close  upon  and  almost  past  him  into  the 
garden. 

^*  My  mind  is  made  up — I  throw  myself 
wholly  on  your  honour — ^you  will  act  fairly  by 
me»  I  am  sure,'*  said  Ernest  in  much  agitation. 
Scotus  answered  by  a  smile,  to  which  Ernest 
gave  on  the  instant  half-a-dozen  different  con- 
structions. Just  then  laughter  and  the  chorus 
of  a  loose  song  burst  from  the  band  of  Liegnitz's 
recruits,  who  pacing  by  chance  beneath  the 
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wall,  little  dreamed  of  the  sensation  they  had 
caused  at  the  other  side. 

"  Miscreants  !'*  exclaimed  Scotus,  "  How 
tliey  revel  in  the  hopes  of  your  destruction  \^ 

"  Hush,  hush,  let  us  seek  your  apartment, 
count,  if  we  may  indeed  do  so  safely .''* 

**  Fear  nothing — while  with  me  you  are  in- 
visible,*' replied  Scotus,  leading  the  way  through 
a  dark  damp  avenue  of  yew  and  laurel  trees, 
which  led,  without  any  opening  on  the  less 
sombre  parts  of  the  garden,  to  the  wing  in 
which  his  ground-floor  suite  of  rooms  was  situ- 
ated. In  a  few  minutes  he  and  his  unwilling 
visitor  were  in  that  room  where  the  short  acene 
between  the  elector  and  the  Italian  took  place 
on  the  night  the  latter  arrived  in  Cologne,  and 
from  which  a  private  passage  communicated  into 
Gbebhard's  own  sleeping  apartments.  There 
Scotus  set  to  work  with  all  his  ingenuity,  to 
tranquillize  the  fears  of  Ernest  as  to  his  own 
safety,  and  to  assure  him  of  the  certainty  of  his 
being  able  to  protect  Agnes  and  bring  them  to- 
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getber  for  the  purpose  of  effecting  their  escape. 
To  set  her  mind  at  rest  as  to  her  brother^s 
situation,  the  latter  wrote  her  a  few  hasty  lines, 
at  the  Italian'^s  dictation,  telling  her  to  confide 
in  all  things  to  his  generous  friend  Count  Sco- 
tus,  over  whom  she  possessed  great  influence, 
and  who  would  take  every  measure  for  her  pro- 
tection and  for  their  joint  evasion.      Scotus 
placed  this  letter  carefully  in  his  doublet ;  and 
he  then  gave  his  prisoner  (for  such  in  fact 
Smest^s  weakness  had  made  him)  into  the  care 
and  keeping  of  his  youthful  but  most  prudent- 
looking  secretary ;  with  orders  to  provide  him 
with  refreshments  and,  as  far  as  was  possible, 
with   amusement  until  Scotus  should  return. 
To  Ernest'^s  reiterated  inquiry  as  to  his  security 
from  intrusion  on  the  part  of  Ghebhard  or  his 
satellites,  the  Italian  replied  by  a  profusion  of 
oaths  and  protestations,  on  this  occasion  of  real 
sincerity—"  But  in  case  of  the  worst,"  said  he, 
*'  look   here — Is    there  not   wherewithal  here 
to  enable  you  to  defend  yourself,  and  to  die 
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like  a  hero  on  heaps  of  your  slaughtered  ene- 
mies?'' 

With  these  words  he  opened  a  large  chest, 
which  was  literally  crammed  with  weapons  of 
every  possible  form  consistent  with  the  strength 
of  one  man  to  wield.  Matchlocks,  falchions, 
pistols,  daggers,  axes,  and  a  profuse  display  of 
powder  and  bullets  met  Ernest's  gaze.  But  it 
is  doubtful — for  he  was  never  tried— whether 
his  spirit  was  of  that  sort  which  leads  iron- 
nerved  men  to  do  a  desperate  deed,  alone.  He 
would,  like  most  others,  have  been  sufficiently 
ready  to  bear  his  part  in  a  melSe.  But  the 
single-hearted  courage  which  Scotus  appealed 
to  is  not  the  lot  of  even  every  gallant  warrior. 

The  Italian  next  proceeded—it  was  a  busy 
morning  for  him— to  Kriechlingen  House.  A 
visit  to  the  ladies  after  the  previous  day's  ex- 
cursion was  but  natural.  But  he  soon  con- 
trived to  see  the  duchess  alone;  and  he  was 
well-pleased  to  learn  that  she  had  commenced 
the  execution  of  her  mission  in  the  way  pre- 
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acribedy  and  had  so  far  succeeded  in  her  object 
as  to  have  greatly  affected  Agnes  by  her  re- 
cital, and  to  have  drawn  from  her  a  voluntary 
expression  of  regret  that  the  immediate  neces- 
sity for  her  flight  prevented  the  possibility  of 
her  interfering  for  the  restitution  of  the  jewels. 
*^  Oood,  good  !*^  exclaimed  Scotus,  as  the 
duchess  ceased,  ^^  all  now  is  right.  Give  her 
this  billet  from  her  brother.  But  read  it  first — 
it  is  as  you  see  unsealed.  It  will  tell  you  of 
the  extension  of  ray  influence.  He  has  con- 
sented to  put  off  the  journey  for  to-day  ;  and 
is  now  in  a  secure  retreat.  Agnes  must  imme* 
diately  quit  this  house  and  you  along  with  her. 
Come  out  as  if  for  a  mere  walk  in  the  garden, 
dressed  plain  even  to  homeliness.  Pass  through 
the  private  door  on  the  outer  terrace — ^you 
shall  find  it  unlocked— proceed  directly  to  the 
floating  bridge,  cross  the  river,  and  then  repair 
to  our  sometime  place  of  meeting,  the  farm- 
house in  the  valley  of  roses.  There  ye  can 
safely  rest  till  dusk.     Ere  it  is  totally  dark 
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you  shall  hear  my  thrice-repeated  whistle. 
Come  out  alone  to  meet  me  in  the  copse.  I 
will  then  fix  the  hour  for  your  and  Agnes^s 
Tisie 

**  Can  she  not  see  you  then — and  there  make 
the  appeal  on  which  you  place  such  stress  and 
which  is  to  procure  the  restitution  P"*^ 

''  Ah,  duchess,  duchess,  again  self,  only  self, 
and  those  poor  baubles,  so  worthless  in  compa- 
rison with  the  fate  of  your  dear  friend,  which 
hangs,  1  tell  you  again,  on  her  coming  to  the 
palace.*** 

*^  ^is  too  true — I  had  forgotten  that,  and 
even  now  I  despair  of  her  consent  to  such  a 
step." 

"  Do  you  think  her  brother*s  presence  in  my 
apartment  could  induce  her  P'^ 

"  Oh  yes,  no  doubt — but  how  P" 

<*  Leave  that  to  me.  I  promise  you  an  invita- 
tion to  her  from  his  hand  to  meet  him  there. 
Is  that  enough  P'* 

*'  Heaven  grant  it  may  be  !  ^ 
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Now  then  to  complete  your  task.  Be 
quick  and  prudent." 

And  again  the  confederates  separated. 

About  the  same  time  Ghebhard  Truchses, 
having  passed  some  hours  in  a  deceitful  sem- 
blance of  repose,  had  risen  in  that  state  of  un- 
refreshed  yet  by  no  means  fatiguing  excitement 
so  common  to  ardent  lovers.  The  turmoil  of 
the  preceding  day  still  kept  up  his  fever  of 
joy,  more  nourishing  than  exhausting :  at  least 
the  feelings  of  such  a  time  seem  to  themselves 
as  though  they  were  never  to  be  worn  out. 
Buoyant,  bounding,  fresh-dipped,  as  it  were, 
in  a  river  of  eternal  youth,  his  mind  seemed  to 
fly  through  the  vast  regions  of  thought  as  a 
wild  bird  cleaves  the  air.  His  person,  true  to 
the  mysterious  sympathy,  felt  active  and  elastic. 
His  eyes  were  bright,  his  voice  clear  and  mel- 
low, every  nerve  seemed  firmly  yet  lightly 
braced.     He  felt  invincible. 

It  was  in  this  mood  that  the  elector  received 
the  early  visits  of  Nuenar  and  Kriechlingen, 
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with  Count  Solmsy  Baron  Winneburg,  the 
Dome  Provost  Count  George  of  Wittingstein, 
and  some  other  members  of  the  Chapter  of 
Cologne,  all  but  avowed  protestants,  but  every 
one  of  them  resolved  to  force  matters  at  length 
to  a  crisis  with  the  sovereign,  who  was  not  only 
the  choice  of  their  affection  but  now  the  sheet- 
anchor  of  their  hopes.  These  individuals,  as 
the  leaders  of  the  reform  party,  had,  ever  since 
the  opening  of  the  congress  some  weeks  before, 
played  a  deep  but  steady  game  with  regard  to 
Truchses.  Encouraging  him,  as  has  been  seen, 
in  the  passion  which  had  obtained  such  hold  of 
his  mind,  leaving  him  to  the  almost  magical 
influence  which  a  desperate  adventurer  was  day 
by  day  twining  round  him,  they  also  kept  him 
in  total  ignorance  of  the  intrigues  that  were 
brought  actively  into  play  against  him  by  the 
efforts  of  his  various  colleagues  of  the  con- 
ference. Every  one,  friend  or  foe,  seemed  to 
combine  for  the  one  great  purpose  of  placing 
the  elector  in  such  a  position  as  would  force 
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him  to  avow  his  attachment  to  the  reformed 
doctrines,  and  put  him  at  once  into  an  attitude 
of  hostility  against  both  the  pope  and  the  em- 
peror, his  spiritual  and  temporal  chiefs. 

Matters  to  his  injury  had  gone  to  much 
greater  lengths  than  either  Truchses  cmt  bis  ad- 
herents suspected.  The  representations  for- 
warded both  to  Vienna  and  Rome,  with  all  the 
virulence  of  envy  and  malice,  had  met  a  prompt 
attention ;  and  at  this  very  epoch  an  envoy 
from  one  place  and  a  nuncio  from  the  other  were 
close  to  Cologne,  armed  with  all  the  powers 
of  remonstrance,  and  as  a  last  resort  with  all 
the  thunder  of  civil  and  ecclesiastical  anathema. 

Ernest  of  Bavaria  the  expectant  Bishop  of 
Liege  was  not  far  off.  Aided  by  his  emissaries 
in  the  city  he  was  by  all  possible  means  fo- 
menting the  hostility  of  the  bigotted  conserva- 
tive party  among  the  burghers,  against  the 
man  whose  only  object  was  through  their  en- 
lightenment to  eifect'the  removal  of  abuses  and 
the  happiness  of  the  people  at  large.      The 
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political  situation  of  the  electorate  and  its  chief 
was  thus  at  a  point  of  most  critical  importance. 
His  state  of  moral  feeling  has  been  already  de- 
scribed. No  individual  ever  touched  a  crisis 
more  completely  decisive  of  his  fate  in  all  its 
combinations. 

Truchses  met  the  members  of  the  deputation 
with  a  more  than  half-way  readiness,  almost 
anticipated  their  views,  acceded  to  their  hints, 
and  finally  satisfied  them  that,  fully  awai%  of 
the  extensive  conspiracy  for  some  time  hatching 
for  his  ruin,  he  had  taken  large  measures  of 
precaution  to  meet  and  combat  it. 

Astonished  at  this  proof  of  vigorous  fore- 
thought, while  they  believed  him  to  have  been 
sunk  in  the  lazy  voluptuousness  of  love,  they 
marvelled  as  to  the  source  of  his  information. 
And  at  this  period  of  the  interview  Prince 
Henry  of  Liegnitz  was  introduced  by  the  elec- 
tor''s  special  orders.  His  appearance  somewhat 
startled  the  deputation,  to  all  of  whom,  except 
Nuenar,  he  was  totally  unknown.     But  they 
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soon  became  reconciled  to  roughness  of  demea^ 
nour,  and  a  doubtful  character,  in  honour  of  the 
homage  paid,  then  as  now,  to  rank— and  of  the 
avidity  which  now  and  at  all  times,  leads  human 
nature  to  adopt  whatever  may  conduce  to  its 
own  interests. 

It  was  not  Truchses*  design  to  let  his  adhe- 
rents know  that  the  chance-coming  of  the  Prince 
of  Liegnitz  was  the  first  and  only  source  of  his 
knowledge  on  the  points  now  discussed.  He 
meant  rather  to  let  them  believe  by  implication 
that  he  had  for  some  time  been  himself  the 
heart  and  soul  of  the  princess  movements,  that 
the  new  levies  had  been  actually  raised  on  his 
account,  and  that  he  and  the  sovereign  adven- 
turer of  whose  aid  he  was  resolved  to  avail  him- 
self were  older  acquaintances  than  any  one 
thought.  In  the  course  of  this  council  all  pre- 
sent were  satisfied  that  Truchses  was  a  being  of 
still  higher  powers  than  they  had  before  given 
him  credit  for,  for  even  Nuenar  was  staggered 
as  to  his  connexion  with  Liegnitz,  and  admitted 
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to  himself  that  even  if  the  scene  of  the  preced* 
ing  day  at  Bruhl  was  precisely  what  it  seemed 
to  be,  his  friend  Ghebhard  had  turned  it  to  an 
account  which  none  but  a  man  of  a  high  order 
of  genius  for  politics  could  have  done.  And  so 
it  is.  The  power  of  promptly  seizing  a  truth, 
a  fact,  an  opportunity,  of  adapting  ourselves 
to  it,  and  it  to  our  purposes,  is  the  true  test  of 
genius  in  all  its  high  behests.  The  dull  enlight- 
enment  of  the  mass  of  public  men  is  as  total 
darkness  compared  to  the  lightning  flashes  of 
the  eye  of  talent. 

The  Elector-archbishop  of  Cologne  was*  on 
this  occasion  pronounced,  by  those  friends  who 
knew  him  best  and  saw  him  closest  during  the 
whole  period  of  his  reign,  to  be  more  than  equal 
to  the  emergency  ;  for  he  amply  proved  himself 
one  of  those  great  spirits  which  rise  with  cir- 
cumstances, too  buoyant  to  sink  beneath,  too 
brave  to  shrink  from,  the  flood.  Truchses  gave 
a  new  inspiration  to  all  present.  The  reader 
need  not  be  told  ag^in  where  he  had  found  his 
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own ;  and  no  set  form  of  words  needs  do  nevr 
homage  to  the  splendid  passion  from  which  it 
sprung — the  source  of  true  grandeur  in  minds 
essentially  great. 

Plans  of  serious  import,  a  system  of  organi- 
zation for  the  electoral  resources,  an  estimate  of 
the  available  force  both  native  and  mercenary, 
the  form  of  an  appeal  to  the  Lutheran  princes 
of  the  empire,  to  Henry  of  Navarre,  and  the 
other  chiefs  of  the  French  Huguenots,  to  Wil- 
liam Prince  of  Orange,  to  Elizabeth  of  England, 
were  among  the  matters  debated.  Besides  which 
the 'Prince  of  Liegnitz,  who  was  not  admitted 
into  those  more  secret  details,  made  a  statement 
of  his  force,  his  projects  for  augmenting  it,  a 
calculation  of  expenses,  and  the  terms  of  en- 
gagement on  which  he  was  willing  to  transfer 
the  floating  capital  of  his  alliance  into  the  ser- 
vice  of  Cologne.  Various  preliminaries  decided, 
other  points  adjourned,  but  all  more  or  less 
disposed  of,  the  council  broke  up ;  and  Gheb- 
hard   Truchses,    then   resuming  those  higher 
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attributes  of  his  character  before  explained, 
divested  his  mind  at  once  and  completely  of  all 
associations  of  public  business,  opened  the  door 
for  the  imprisoned  secrets  of  his  heart,  and  let 
them  all  rush  out  like  a  flight  of  seraphim,  daz- 
zling with  their  brightness  and  freshning  with 
their  wings  the  broad  Heaven  of  his  happiness. 
Proud  of  the  dangers  that  beset  him,  despising 
the  meanness  or  defying  the  might  of  his  ene- 
mies, neither  reckoning  on  nor  refusing  the  aid 
of  friends,  but  relying  wholly  and  boldly  on 
himself,  he  hamassed  his  mind  as  it  were  for 
battle,  in  the  glorious  panoply  of  courage,  and 
under  the  resplendent  banner  of  love.  His 
toilet  arranged  in  all  the  profuse  elegance  of 
expense  and  taste,  his  sprig  of  heath-blossom 
placed  over  his  heart,  and  over  it  within  his 
doublet's  fold  the  clearly  copied  manuscript  of 
his  last  night^s  labour,  he  took  his  place  in  his 
carriage,  and,  as  usual  with  but  slight  attend- 
ance, he  took  his  way  over  the  oft-beaten  track 
which  led  to  Kriechlingen  House. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


The  hostel  of  "  The  Angel  '^  was  one  of  those 
open  houses,  wild,  straggling,  comfortless,  yet 
well-stored  and  largely-frequented,  which  were 
common  to  the  epoch  of  our  tale,  and  which 
have  been,  from  frequent  descriptions,  both  by 
master  and  apprentice-hands,  long  made  familiar 
to  the  great  mass  of  readers.  A  huge  fire  in 
the  wide  chimney  all  the  year  round,  food  and 
liquor  adapted  for  all  seasons,  and  ready  for 
most  tastes,  extortion  as  the  rule  and  fair-deal- 
ing the  exception,  a  forced  welcome  for  all 
comers,  a  total  indifference  for  those  who  went 
away ,  a  constant  resort  of  company,  too  loose 
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to  be  bound  by  any  rules  or  made  subject  to 
classificatioDy  such  was  the  hostel.  And  the 
host  ?  why,  he  was  like  most  other  innkeepers 
in  all  ages  and  countries,  but  particularly  like 
the  generality  of  those  who  followed  the  right 
worshipful  calling  in  his  own  times.  By  name 
Jose  Arezega,  by  birth  a  Murcian,  by  profes- 
sion a  soldier,  he  had  seen  a  great  deal  of  life 
in  its  many  vicissitudes,  but  never  had  such 
close  opportunities  of  observing  it  as  in  the 
varied  specimens  of  character  which  presented 
tliemselves  to  him  in  quick  succession  now. 
He  was  well  to  do  in  the  world ;  but  was  not 
likely  to  be  a  bit  more  honest  or  humane  from 
being  above  want.  The  harshest  rogues  are  not 
those  of  the  highways  or  the  hovel. 

The  young  stranger  who  had  arrived  that 
morning  was  very  soon  afterwards  fast  asleep  in 
one  of  the  best  beds — and  the  best  are  and  were 
always  bad  in  a  German  inn.  It  was  short  and 
narrow  beyond  any  fair  medium  estimate  of 
man^s  proportion  or  disproportion,  with  linen 
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loosely  flung  on,  and  the  most  insidious  instru- 
ment of  sleeping  torture  that  ever  was  invented, 
in  the  shape  of  a  swan*s-down  stuffed  silk  sack, 
which  no  ingenuity  can  balance  for  an  hour 
together  on  the  body  it  is  meant  to  give  warmth 
to,  and  which  at  the  very  first  twitch  of  the 
most  wholesome  sleeper  is  sure  to  tumble  off, 
leaving  the  victim  in  that  state  of  lazy  irritabi- 
lity which  makes  him  curse  the  cold  and  the 
chambermaid,  but  totally  prevents  his  having 
the  energy  to  jump  out  of  bed  and  pick  up  his 
."  coverlid."  But  the  traveller  now  in  question 
bade  defiance  to  all  such  discomforts.  His  legs 
found  places  outside  of  the  bed,  since  there  was 
no  room  for  them  within — he  rolled  the  sheets 
round  him,  and  rolled  them  off  in  his  random 
unconsciousness;  and  as  for  the  plumeau^  it 
lay  far  out  on  the  floor  after  the  very  first  kick 
which  settled  him  into  slumber.  His  riding 
clothes  were  flung  in  a  heap  close  by ;  his  rapier 
was  on  the  table  near  at  hand,  with  a  small 
leathern  bag  containing  money,  a  chain  of  gold. 


AGNES   DE   MANSFELDT.  l63 

And  some  other  ornameats  which  stamped  the 
owner  to  be  a  man  of  station ;  and  any  one  who 
might  have  peeped  at  him  while  he  lay  stretched 
in  sleep  (perhaps  the  chambermaid  did)  would 
have  acknowledged  him  to  be  a  youth  of  great 
personal  beauty.  There  was  a  slight  contrac- 
tion on  his  brow  and  a  curl  on  his  lip,  even 
"while  he  dreamed,  that  spoke  character  at  least. 
His  horses  were  in  the  meantime  also  sleeping 
in  their  liberal  supply  of  litter ;  and  his  varlet 
had  laid  his  head  on  the  saddle>bags,  and  snored 
away  refreshingly  under  the  manger. 

At  every  scream  of  the  rough  maids  and 
every  bang  of  the  doors,  which  accompanied 
the  household  work,  Don  Jos6,  as  he  was  called 
familiarly,  hollowed  fiercely  out  for  silence, 
and  thundered  forth  imprecations  on  the  noise- 
makers  in  accents  that  far  out-noised  their 
greatest  clamour.  The  don  moreover  spoke 
atrocious  bad  German,  at  which  all  his  servants 
made  it  a  point  to  laugh  most  boisterously,  so 
that  between  the  boorish  indifference  of  the 
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household  and  the  angry  remonstrance  of  the 
host,  the  stranger  had  every  possible  chance 
afforded  him  of  being  awoke.  But  he  defied 
it  all.  He  slept  on.  And  so  we  leave  him  for 
awhile. 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  one  of  those  noisy 
efforts  to  obtain  silence  that  Don  Jose  was 
struck  by  the  appearance  of  a  gentleman  close 
at  his  elbow,  who,  the  moment  he  could  make 
himself  heard,  requested  (in  Spanish  so  pure 
that  the  host  took  him  for  a  countryman  of  hi& 
own)  to  be  shown  to  a  private  chamber  where 
he  could  await  till  the  stranger  cavalier  who 
arrived  that  morning  on  the  roan  gelding  might 
be  ready  to  receive  his  name. 

''  A  chamber  you  shall  have,  kind  senor,'*^ 
responded  the  host,  in  his  ordinary  tone  of 
pompous  civility,  ^*  A  chamber  such  as  his 
omnipotent  majesty,  the  king  of  our  own  blessed 
and  glorious  Spain,  might  be  happy  to  repose 
in ;  but  I  fear  that  you  will  have  to  wait  a  long 
time  before  the  cavalier  in  question  is  awake.*' 


I 
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"  Could  you  not  call  him  ? — or  have  him 
called  ?^^ 

**  Truly,  good  seiior,  I  might  give  my  orders 
to  Herman  Klotz,  my  head  waiter,  and  he 
would  in  due  obedience  send  up  to  the  8leeper''8 
chamber  Lena,  or  Katrine,  or  Laura  Schwartz, 
or  any  other  of  my  numerous  under  servants — 
but  it  would  assuredly  be  as  much  as  the  life 
of  the  poor  wretch  so  sent  was  worth ;  for  the 
stranger  swore  that  whoever  disturbed  him 
should  feel  at  least  an  ell  of  his  rapier's  blade 
pass  clear  through  their  body  on  the  spot,^^ 

•*  He  is  choleric  it  would  seem  ?'' 

'^  I  should  say  so,  sefior,  as  far  as  I  may 
judge,  and  I  hope  it  is  no  flattery  to  say  I  am 
no  small  judge  of  human  character.  And 
when  I  see  a  man  fume  and  fret,  and  imprecate 
with  curses  on  his  lips  and  frowns  on  his  front, 
and  can  get  from  him  in  half  an  hour  but 
haughty  looks  and  angry  words,  I  always  make 
a  shrewd  guess  that  he  is  not  of  a  mild  temper, 
or  that'' — 
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<'  Something  has  ruflSed  it  ?** 

^^  Exactly  so,  senor,  you  have  hit  it  to  a 
hair.  Your  highness  has  no  doubt  yourself 
seen  much  of  life — and,  therefore  you  will, 
perhaps,  be  pleased  to  order  some  slight  re- 
freshment"'— 

**  To  prove  that  I  know  how  to  ensure  the 
welcome  of  a  hostel-keeper  !  So!  bring  wine— 
Malvoisie,  and  let  me  talk  with  thee,  mine 
host;' 

**  Herman  Klotz  !"  roared  out  the  Spaniard, 
in  his  highest  key  major ;  and  on  the  appear* 
ance  of  the  Kelner  he  ordered  him  to  fetch  a 
flask  of  the  very  best  Malvoisie  which  lay  under 
the  wings  of  the  angel.  He  in  the  meantime 
led  the  way  into  a  dark  and  dingy  room  within 
the  kitchen,  declaring  it  to  be  of  his  best  for 
privacy  and  honourable  decoration .  His  eulogy 
on  the  furniture  passed  unheeded  by  his  guest. 
The  wine  was  soon  on  the  board,  with  two 
deep,  broad-topped,  thick-lipped,  glasses,  be- 
daubed with  the  flaunting  badgesof  the  elector- 
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ate  in  gaudy  combinations  of  yellow,  green, 
and  red.  Just  as  the  Kelner  applied  the  cork- 
screw, a  clatteriDg  sound  of  boots  and  rapiers 
on  the  kitchen  floor  attracted  the  attention  of 
Don  Jose,  who  made  his  excuses  and  strided 
forth  majestically,  followed  by  his  head-waiter 
Herman  Klotz.  The  stranger  then  closed  the 
door,  gently  but  not  completely,  and  not  being 
able  to  see  through  the  panels,  he  quietly  put 
his  ear  to  the  opening. 

^^  Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  my  magnani- 
mous serlors  !  The  clash  of  the  scabbard  is  a 
cheering  sound,  (until  time  comes  to  brandish 
the  blade)  to  the  ears  of  an  old  soldier.  What 
can  I  or  my  hostelrie  do  for  the  honourable  ser- 
vice of  so  gallant  a  company  ?^  said  the  host, 
in  his  most  superfine  (German,  to  some  four  or 
five  swaggering,  and  swash-buckler  looking 
persons,  who  could  have  been  at  once  recog- 
nised by  any  of  those  who  saw  the  company 
of  the  captain^s  table  at  Bruhl  the  preceding 
day. 
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Why,  you  can  give  us  good  cheer,  and  I 
hope  at  a  reasonable  charge,^  replied  Ritter 
Heinrick,  the  title  by  which  Von  Sweinishen 
was  ordinarily  known  among  his  comrades. 

^^  If  there  is  honour  out  of  Spain  or  honesty 
in  Cologne,  you  are  now  at  the  fountain-head 
of  both  ^though  I  am  no  boaster — my  noble 
sefiors.**' 

**  Then  let's  see  if  we  cannot  strike  a  bargain 
at  once.  We  are  here  ten  of  us  all  together  in 
this  good  city,  captains  in  the  levies  of  the 
most  noble  and  mighty  the  sovereign  Prince 
Henry  of  Liegnitz,  himself  well-known  for  the 
most  promising  customer  that  ever  shed  joy 
over  the  happy  countenance  of  a  hostel-keeper, 
and  who  thinks  no  more  of  the  price  that  is  put 
upon  what  he  purchases'' — 

^^  Than  most  other  princes  do  of  paying  it. 
I  know  the  character  of  his  highness,  my  brave 
seiior,  and  I  hope  his  officers  follow  his  example 
in  some  things-*  at  a  great  distance,"  said  the 
Spaniard    with    an    air  of   cold  impertinence, 
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greatly  different  from  what  he  wore  a  minute 
before.  Two  or  three  of  the  captains  muttered 
a  cUrse  and  murmured  a  menace,  one  twisted 
his  mustachios,  another  swung  round  his  long 
red  beard  which  streamed  meteor-like  before 
him,  a  third  struck  the  point  of  his  scabbard 
forcibly  on  the  tiled  floor.  Don  Jose  stood  and 
looked  quite  indifferent  to  those  various  symp* 
toms;  and  Ritter  Heinrich  interposed  to  put 
an  end  to  any  attempt  at  blustering  on  the  part 
of  his  comrades. 

^*  Oood  friend,'^  said  he,  "  a  license  to  sell 
liquor  is  no  warrant  for  a  loose  tongue.  His 
highness  is  a  noble  and  generous  prince  and  a 
brave  soldier.  But  we  are  not  here  to  con- 
descend to  plead  his  cause  with  every  babbler, 
but  to  make  a  bargain  for  our  gracious  master^s 
nourishment  and  that  of  his  suite.  Let^s  then 
to  the  point — ^lefs  stick  to  it,  for  that^s  the 
way  to  do  business.^ 
"  Agreed,  seilor.  What  then  is  your  will  ?*** 
**  To  know  for  what  daily  sum  you  will  fur- 
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iiish  board  and  lodging  of  your  best  fat  his 
highness  and  those  who  are  honorued'by  aervkig 
him.  You  may  take  time  to  reflect  while  we 
drink  sucoess  to  *  the  Angel'  in  agallon  of  Rhine 
wine.     Let  it  be  brought.^ 

**  Herman  Klotz  !  set  a  gallon  measure  of  the 
forty-six,  with  glasses  for  these  noble  gentlemen. 
I  promise  ye,  sefiors,  the  flavour  of  my  forty-six 
will  leave  a  smack  on  your  palates  that  it  would 
take  a  cask  of  such  trash  as  ye  drank  last  night 
at  ^  the  Holy  Trinity'*  to  efface.  Now  as  lo 
the  prices  I  need  no  thinking.  I  have  them  at 
my  fingers'*  ends— in  <me  sense  I  mean,  no 
ofifence,  seiiors,  I  hope;  but  in  another,  that  is  as 
regards  payment  I  have  a  way  of  touching  my 
lodgers^  money  beforehand.^ 

^*  As  for  that,  friend,  it'*s  all  the  same  to  his 
highness  whether  he  pays  to-day  or  to-morrow." 

^^  Just  what  1  had  heard  of  him  seiioi^-^) 
now  for  my  prices.  A  crown  and  a  half  a-d«y 
for  bis  highness  and  each  of  those  noble  peraoos 
who  dine  at  his  taUe ;  half^i-crowB  tx  every 
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Other  officer:  and  nine  groschen  per  Tarlet, 
with  a  bed  for  every  two  men,  two  good  meals 
for  each,  wine  included ;  and  two  flasks  extra 
bdbre  going  to  sleep,  as  a  parting  cup  towards 
a  good  night^s  rest/^ 

*'  A  fair  offer  if  the  treatment  be  good.  It's 
a  bargain,^  said  Von  Sweinishen,  **  We 
begin  from  this  day ;  so  get  your  rooms  ready 
and  have  a  dinner  dressed  forthwith.  We\e 
not  had  many  words  about  it — Good  morning, 
host !     Expect  us  at  noon/' 

^^  Not  many,  sefior,  but  there  is  one  to  be 
added.  I  told  you  I  expected  payment  in  ad- 
vance. I  stand  to  my  conditions ;  you  can  cal* 
culate  the  amount.'^ 

^^  You  are  indeed  an  old  soldier,  good  mine 
host,*"  replied  the  accustomed  financier-general 
of  his  highness  of  Liegnitz,  ^'  and  I  will  even 
tomour  thee,  but  after  mine  own  fashion.  It 
is  not  customary  to  walk  the  streets  with  a 
purse  full  of  crowns  wagging  at  one^s  rapier'« 
4ide,    But  hofe,  take  this  chain— it  is  of  ster- 
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ling  gold  and  the  gift  of  my  father — take  it  to 
some  congeDial  Jew  and  get  an  advance  of  a 
hundred  crowns  on  it  But  look  sharp  to  the 
lender.  I  know  the  number  of  links,  and  by 
the  thunder  of  heaven  I  will  have  an  ear  each, 
from  you  and  your  household ,  for  every  one  that 
may  be  missing  when  I  redeem  the  pledge  !^ 

With  these  words  he  flung  his  chain  on  the 
kitchen-table  and  left  the  hostel  with  his  com- 
rades. 

^'  Come  hither,  landlord  I*^  whispered  the 
stranger  from  the  chamber  within ;  while  Jose, 
somewhat  alarmed  by  the  Ritter  Heinrick^s 
fierce  threat,  and  constitutionally  cautious  on 
all  matters  of  bargain  and  sale,  was  dangling 
the  massive  chain  in  his  hands,  calculating^  its 
weight  and  counthig  the  links.  Hearing  the 
call,  he  exclaimed, 

*^  Pardon,  pardon,  senor  !  By  the  life  of 
my  saint  I  had  forgotten  your  exceUeocy 
altogether ;  but  I  am  now  ready  to  do  justice 
to  your  most  worshipful  invitation,  and  to  show 
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you  how  I  relish  a  flask  of  true  Malvoisie  fliU 
voured  by  the  honour  of  such  good  company/^. 

^  You  have  made  a  good  bargain  for  the 
interests  of  the  Angel,  my  friend — ^^those  gallants 
are  no  higglers  for  a  price — ^you  wilt  make  a 
round  profit  in  a  week  or  two  by  their  custom.^ 

''  Of  that  I  doubt,  se£[or.  I  am  not  exorbitant, 
but  I  might  it  is  true  have  abated  somewhat  of 
my  first  demand;  and  I  have  studied  the 
human  character  to  small  purpose  if  I  have  not 
discovered  that  the  customer  who  makes  no 
price  is  often  he  who  makes  no  payment."^ 

"  But  in  this  case  you  are  secured.'* 

^^  That's  as  it  may  be,  sefior.  How  do  I 
know  what  pietal  this  chain  is  made  of?  How 
do  I  know  its  worth  ?  And  how  can  I  go  seek 
a  loan  on  it  and  at  the  same  time  have  prepara- 
tioa  made  to  feed  these  hungry  adventurers?"* 

^^  Make  your  mind  easy  on  that  h^ad,^  mine 
host.  Here  is  a  purse  with  much  more  than 
the  sum  required.  Take  forth  the  gold;  I 
will  take  charge  of  the  chain,  and  advance 
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double  the  amount  in  questum  as  security  for 
its  safety.^ 

'^  Well  that  does  saive  tioaUe  and  ligfaten 
risk,^  added  Jos6,  counting  out  the  gold  pieces 
to  the  whole  amount  inTolTed  in  the  stranger*s 
offer. 

The  latter  rolled  the  chain  into  one  of  his 
side  pockets,  placed  the  purse  back  in  bis  girdle^ 
and  then  desired  the  host,  who  had  already 
quaffed  a  couple  of  bumpers,  to  show  him  the 
way  to  the  young  stranger*sehamber,  taking  on 
himsdf  all  the  risk  of  disturbing  him. 

The  don,  Impressed  with  an  awful  sense  of 
his  new  customer's  importance,  wealth,  and 
hardihood,  offered  no  objection;  and  soon 
placed  him  in  the  corridor  opposite  the  stran- 
ger'^8  door,  through  the  chinks  of  which  most 
audible  signals  of  deeping  security  weie  sent 
forth.  A  firm  knock  against  the  panel  was 
echoed  by  an  exclamation  of  awakening  sur- 
prise. The  <*  who^s  there  P^  was  answered  by  die 
turning  of  the  clumsy  key  which  had  remahied 
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ootflde ;  and  the  sUure  of  the  one  stranger  start* 
ing  up  in  his  bed  was  met  by  the  courtly  salu- 
ttrtioQS  of  the  other  who  stood  beside  it. 

^  Tlus  is  no.  time  for  ceremony,  Count  Chris- 
topher; I  come  from  your  sister,^  said  the  hitter. 

**  Have  I  still  a  sister  or  one  I  may  own  as 
auch  ?  and  who  are  you,  that  come,  so  abruptly 
on  her  part?"*  exclaimed  the  younger  de  Mans- 
feldt^  endeaTouring  to  recal  his  senses  to  their 
vaking  uses. 

^*  You  have  a  sister,  certainly,  and  one  that 
few  men  would  hesitate  about  daiming— one 
who  may  be  a  sovereign  princess  Within  ft>ur* 
and-twenty  hours  if  you  manage  wdl.  Who  I 
am  is  of  no  consequence.  I  am  your  friend  and 
ber*^^     You  shall  know  my  name  in  due  time.'" 

**  Yoii  take  a  high  tone,  sir  stranger ;  and  by 
my  good  sword,^  which  lies  there  hi}twards  to 
my  grasp,  I  am  doubting  whether  to  pass  it 
through  yocur  body,  or  to  offer  you  my  hand  in 
the  pledge  of  mutual  service  !^ 

The  stranger  drew  off  his  glove,  and  stsetched 
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fiNth  a  handf  every  finger  of  which  was  loaded 
with  rings,  antique  and  modem.  Christopher 
de  Mansfeldt  had  no  longer  any  hesitation.  He 
shook  the  proffered  hand  heartily,  add  begged, 
in  the  natneof  good  fellowship,  that  the  stranger 
would  sit  down  beside  hioi,  and  enter  quickly 
on  the  matter  of  his  errand,  first  telling  him 
h*w  Agnes  knew  of  his  arrival  in  Cologne. 

^^  A  figure  and  face  like  your*8.  Count  Christ 
topher,  was  not  likely  to  pass  through  the 
Btreeta  unobserved ;  and  the  living  likeness*  of 
Agnes  de  Mansfddt  spoke  your  name  too  plainly 
for  mistake.^' 

**  They  say  I  resemble  her,*^  said  the  brother, 
smiling  and  running  his  hand  involuntarily 
across  bis  face  and  through  his  hair.  <'  But 
what  of  her  ?  I  bum  with  impatience.** 

^'  Tempered  by  vanity,**  thought  Scotus — 
it  was  needless  to  announce  him  to  the  reader  by 
name.  "Why  thi^,''  added  he  aloud,  "  that  she 
is  now  concealed  by  the  dector,  her        ** 

<^  Paramour !    That  is  the  word.    And  if  I 
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Jblu^h  in  jijpQpikiiig  ileitis  from  rag^Mt  shame 
!— 'Mo/ flbaU  be  stifled  m  my  revengeJ" 

^*  You  are  too  hasty.  I  would  bavf  said  her- 
lover.''" 

*^  ^is  all  the  same — there  is  no  Deed,  of  miiw 
ciog  matters  Dow.^ 
'    *f  Permit  me  again  to  check  your  ardoi|r.?Tr 

Your  sister  is  as  yet  innocent— in  the  woiM*rf 
eye  at  least,  except  in  having'listened  to  the  se- 
ducer at  alL'^ 

*^  Innocent !  I  have  proofs  of  her  guilt»  aye 
under  her  own  hand,  sent  me  by  some  kind 
friend  of  our  family." 

*^  Some  warm- worded  billet,  perhaps,  written 
in  the  careless  confidence  of  girlhood  ?^^ 

^<  No,  my  sist^  is  not  of  that  stamp.  It 
was  the  ardent  confession  of  her  crime.  Would 
I  might  know  the  author  of  the  friendly  ifahi- 
ing  that  brovight  me  here  l"^  •  i, 

(<  You  do  know  him,  you  have  givw  him  tli|«r. 
grasp  of  amity*    He  is,  as  he  has  told  youi 
your  friend*'  ^    • 

i3 
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'*  By  Heavensi  I  thought  it  was  you  the  mo- 
ment you  entered  the  room !  Had  it  not  been 
for  that  instiuctiye  feeling  1  might  now  have 
been  wiping  your  Uood  from  my  blade,  for  I 
swore  to  put  to  death  whoever  might  disturb 
mer 

*'  A  rash  vow  rightly  broken.  Now  are  you 
ready  to  make  a  new  one,  to  force  this  arch* 
bislu^  and  arch«profligate  to  do  honourable 
reparation  to  your  sister^s  risked  honour-«I  use 
no  positive  word  ?^ 

<^  Am  I  ready  ?  What  brought  me  here 
faster  than  a  hired  courier?  Why  have  I 
snatched  this  scant  repose  but  to  brace  my  arm 
for  the  deed  ?  By  Heavens  the  seducer  shall 
die  !^ 

<*  Or  marry  Agnes  I" 

*^  Marry  her!  yes,  that  would  be  better— 
and  you  said  something  erewhile  about  her  be- 
coming a  sovereign  princess?  What  must  I 
do?  You  come  from  her.  Tell  me  ber 
wishes  ?" 
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To  coDYioce  you  that  I  do,  look  da  this 
ring.  She  assured  me  it  would  be  a  passport 
to  your  eoDfidence.*^ 

i  <<  I  know  the  ring.  It  is  an  old  family  relib 
on  which  hangs  some  paltry  legend.  But- 1 
care  nothing  for  traditions  and  tokens.  I  am 
a  man  of  action.  You  seem  cast  in  th^  same 
mould.    What  is  to  be  done  ?" 

'<  In  Agnes^s  opinion  there  is  but  one  coune^ 
aad  she  relies  on  your  promptitude  and  courage 
to  complete  it.  You  must  force  your  wi^  into 
the  eleetor^s  presence,  and  at  the  point  of  that 
'good  rapier  insist  on  his  marrying  your  sifeter."* 

^*  Did  Agnes  suggest  this?*' 

^'  She  urges  it  as  absolutely  necessary  for  her 
hoDour'^s  sake.** 

*^  She  was  not  wont  to  act  and  speak  thus— 
but  it  is  two  years  since  we  have  met,  and  wo- 
men  (flumge  thdr  characters." 

**  Or  lose  them,  when  left  so  long  to  them- 
iielves.'' 


<^  Enitst  should  have  eared  afier  ber.  lliif 
i»^i8  fault/' 

<^  What  could  you  expect  &om  one  like  him? 
'Eoargy  and  valour  are  the  materials  to  watch 
ever  a  sister^s  honour ;  and  you,  you  alone  aee 
the  man  for  this  critical  moment  to  secon 
hnrV 

<<  By  Heaven,  111  do  it  t  It  will  be  a  great 
action  to  force  this  mitred  hypocrite  to  renounce 
kk  errors  and  his  honours  together — to  give  ad 
example  to  the  worlds— to  ruin  the  profligate^—'* 

*^  Softly  awhile,  my  gallant  young  friend,* 
said  Scotus,  laying  his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of 
the  hot-headed  youth,  and  checking  his  inten- 
tion of  springing  out  of  bed.  <'  Calmness  of 
manner  and  tone  are  essential  with  coolness  of 

« 

arrangement  m  a  case  like  this,  nor  must  you 
let  a  mad  revenge  destroy  your  sister^s  interest 
and  your  own.  All  may  be  conciliated  with 
perfect  ease.  You  would  rather  see  Agnes 
Eleotiess  of  Cologne — and  yourself  a  colonel  in 
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your  pratestant   farother-iii-Iaw%   aniij^  Itban 
drive  him  and  her  to  beggary,  and  yourself  UM^ 

^*  I  care  not  for  myielf-^ut  yotnrargUineDt 
has  weight  My  sister^a  honour  and  happinetii 
atand  first  I  I^now  not  this  elector  ^ar^iua 
deaigas — except  on  her.  But  if  indeed  be  could 
hold  his  station  as  a  reformed  prince  of  the  e»^ 
pire^ — •and  keep  up  his  forces— -pek'haps" he 
might  increase  them  even— and  certaialy  fai^ 
service  with  promotion  would  be  better  for  ae 
than  my  lieutenancy  in  the  King  of  fiaxony's^ 
or  the  promise  of  a  troop  in  the.  amy  of 
Cond6 — ^"^ 

*^  AH  this  is  for  after-thought.  But  for  the 
present  you  must  not  by  look  or  gesture  betray 
the  agitation  of  your  mind,  or  exdte  inquiry 
as  to  your  name  or  business.  Is  your  Twelet 
prudent f^      . 

^*  He  may  well  be,  for  an  incautious  word  as 
to  m^  or  my  affairs  is  his  death-warrant^ 

•   ^^  Good !  I  will  now  leave  you  lor  awhilt. 

Make    your  toilette,    refresh    yourself,    keep 
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quietly  in  your  room,  and  wait  my  return.  I 
will  secure  the  best  means  for  your  seeing  the 
elector  without  risk  of  interruption ;  reckon  on 
mer 

^'  I  do,  for  there  is  something  about  you  that 
inspires  confidence,  and  be  assured  I  am  not 
oue  that  gives  mine  hastily.^ 

^<  That  I  discovered  at  once— cmd  I  honour 
you  for  your  caution,^'  replied  Scotus,  dosing 
the  door ;  and  putting  in  practice  his  rule  of 
always  praising  men  for  the  quality  in  which 
they  ware  most  deficient.  As  he  reached  the 
kitchen  again  on  his  way  out  he  found  the 
host  in  a  very  bad  temper,  but  endeavouring 
to  keep  it  down  by  another  bumper  from 
the  bottle  of  Malvoisie  which  he  hdd  in  his 
hand. 

^  May  you  live  a  thousand  years,  aef&or,^ 
said  he  as  Scotus  appeared,  **  and  verily  after 
coming  safe  out  of  the  rocmi  of  that  young 
madman,  I  think  you  have  a  fair  chance  of  it ! 
you  see  sefior,  I  make  free  with  your  fladc,  and 
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you  will  excuBe  me  I  am  sure,  when  you  know 
the  cause  of  my  vexation/^ 

^*  You  are  heartily  welcome,  friend,  the  wine 
was  your  own ;  but  what  has  so  rufSed  you  ?'* 

^  Look,  there,  senor,  at  those  pitchers  ranged 
in  the  Gomer.**^ 

*^  What  are  they  ?  where  do  they  com^ 
from?'' 

^  Wliy,  a  present  from  the  town  council  to 
this  Prince  of  Liegnitz,  which  has  been  passed 
on  here  frcxn  *  the  Holy  Trinity'  with  an 
ironical  message  to  wish  me  joy  of  my  new 
customers.  And  precious  customers  they  are 
likely  to  turn  out  V 

My  good  host,  a  man  of  your  evident 
turn  of  character,  should  not  care  for 
such  a  trifling  matter  as  this.  Those  captains» 
even  should  they  drink  this  provision  of  winey 
will  like  your's  all  the  better  for  it,  for  it  is  not 
likdy  to  be  of  the  best*'' 

*^  Noy  that's  some  consolaticm.  It  is  sui^  to 
be  sour  and  poor.    But  those  fellows  will 
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BwaUow  $flky  trash,  particularly  as  thej  have 
n^  tp  pay  for  it,  and  they'll!  get  through  these 
thirty  measures  of  a  gallon  and  half  each  before 
tbey^U  call  for  a  single  stoup  from  my  cellar.^  , 
<<  Theyll  most  likely  give  them  to  the  poor. ^ 
<*  Not  they,  my  brave  sefkir.     They  are 
themselves  as  poor  as  rats  for  all  their  swagger- 
ing*    IVe  just  learnt  that  they  did  not  give  a 
groschen  to  the  town  sergeant  who  saw  their 
luggage  safe  up  from  the  river  to  <  the  Holy 
Trinity^   last  night,  and  that  a  crown  and  a 
half  was  the  whole  sum  they  distributed  among 
the  porters,  and  that  this  morning  they  have 
offered  a  broken-winded  gelding  and  an  old 
spavined  mare  as  security  for  their  last  nights^ 
bill     Alas !  seilor,  it  bad  been  an  unlucky  day 
on  which  they  set  foot  in  my  house,  were  it  not 
that  the  same  sun  saw  the  glory  of  your  ex^ 
cellency  honouring  it  with  your  prese^ce.'^ 

*^  Well,  well,  remember  you  have  a  sum  ia 
hand,  and  I  will,  to  a  certain  extent,  hold  you . 
harmless  for  these  gentlemen^s  demands.     Me^ 
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thhiks,  after  all,  this  wine  present  it  a  rety 
shabl^  one,  and  I  should  not  be  surprised  if 
the  prince  returned  it  contemptuously  to  the 
corporation,  or  broke  up  the  pitiful  pitchers 
which  contain  it." 

**  Wdl,  seftor,  I  hope  he  may ;  and  even 
that  would  be  better  than  was  done  by  a  certaSh 
Count  Starberg,  two  years  gone,  who  drank 
the  wine  and  carried  off  the  silver  tankards  with 
him  on  his  way  to  the  Flemish  wars.'* 

«*  Did  he,  indeed  ?"" 

*'  Aye  did  he,  sefior,  to  the  great  disgrace  of 
his  rank  ;  and  since  that  day  the  council  only 
sends  what  is  not  worth  being  stolen  to  those 
passing  gallants.^ 

**  They  are  wise  methinks,  and  you  will  be 
so  too,  mine  host,  to  keep  your  temper  as  they 
keep  their  tankards.  Here  is  a  piece  of  coin 
for  your  Malvoisie— never  mind  the  change. 
It  can  go  to  the  servants.  I  shall  be  back- 
ttion,  and  in  the  mean  time  do  all  due  hoQotrr 
to  the  young  cavalier  above  stairs.^ 
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The  aforesaid  young  cavalier,  having  called 
the  servants,  roused  his  varlet,  dressed  and 
breakfasted,  found  himself  marvellously  uo» 
comfortable  in  the  confinement  of  his  sombre 
and  solitary  chamber ;  and  hearing  just  under- 
neath loud  talking,  laughing,  and  other  signals 
of  company,  he,  after  various  efforts  at  restraint^ 
resolved  to  go  down  into  the  public  room.  On 
descending  he  found  it  occupied  by  two  or 
three  groups,  who,  seated  at  different  taUes^ 
had  begun  the  serious  occupations  of  the  early 
dinner,  usual  at  the  hour  of  noon  even  unto 
this  day  throughout  Oermany.  Tobacco  had 
not,  happily  for  the  community,  then  come  into 
use  in  Europe,  and  its  stupifying  effects  shed 
no  drowsy  halo  round  the  broad  disk  of  Ger- 
man conviviality.  Men  talked  and  looked,  of 
course,  with  much  more  vivacity  and  graceful^ 
ness  than  they  possibly  can  under  the  odious 
influence  of  this  worst  of  weeds,  and  oo  one 
was  then  (as  be  who  smokes  not  is  now)  oUiged 
to  stand  aloof  from  the  loathtome  impurity  of 
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hia  neighbour's  breath.  Christopher  de  Mans-^ 
Sddt  came  up,  therefore^  fearlessly  close  to  four 
or  five  military-looking  men,  who  were  jocosely 
talking  together,  and  who  seemed  evidently 
waiting  till  their  mid-day  meal  was  ready.  They 
looked  for  a  moment,  or  two  at  the  handsome 
and  gaily-dressed  figure  of  the  young  stranger, 
and  exchanging  salutations  with  him  proceeded 
in  their  discourse,  as  he  moved  away  towards  a 
window  which  looked  into  the  street.^ 

^  This  is  always  the  way  with  you,  Zirchen,^ 
aaid  one  of  the  officers,  ^^  you  run  down  the 
reputation  of  women  and  disparage  their  beauty 
without  mercy.  If  that  languishing-looking 
girl  had  been  more  favourably  impressed  with 
the  beauty  of  your  long  red  beard  yesterday, 
you  had  given  her  a  kinder  word  this  mom- 
mg. 

<^  Not  I,  by  Saint  Mark !  It  was  clear  to 
me  and  to  every  one  but  you  that  she  only 
iraiied  a  word  on  my  part  to  give  me  every  re- 
turn I  was  likely  to  ask  for,  but  you  w^e  j 
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lou8,  comradei  of  her  evident  preference,*^  re- 
plied the  other,  turning  his  hand  through  his 
meteor-beard  which  we  have  before  called  into 
notice. 

^^  Preference,  Zirchen  !  that  is  the  worst 
libel  you  have  yet  uttered  on  the  damsers  good 
taste.  She  is  indeed  a  lost  creature  if  she 
could  choose  to  enlist  under  such  a  fiery  banner 
as  you  hang  out.  But  I  did  not  stand  in  your 
way,  though  I  might  perhaps.  I  will  leave  it 
to  KoUer  if  I  did  not  from  the  first  fix  on  the 
lass  in  the  blue  bodice  and  Mechlin  point,  as 
the  loveliest  of  the  group.*** 

^  What,  she  whoiQ  the  elector  threw  such 
amorous  looks  at  P"^ 

.  **  The  same.  And  I  meant  plainly  to'  tell 
her  my  mind,  until  I  saw  his  highness's  rever- 
ence steal  his  hand  round  her  waist,  while  they 
entered  the  tent  together,  and  press  her  to  him 
as  devoutly  as  though  she  had  been  a  penitent 
in  a  confessional.  She  is  a  perfect  piece  of 
beauty !'' 
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Did  you  hear  her  name  amongst  the  rest  ?** 
asked  Koller,  the  person  appealed  to. 

*•  Yes,*'  observed  Zirchen,  **  one  of  the  wo- 
men called  her  Agnes,  and  Count  Scotus  told 
Ritter  Heinrick  she  was  a  Mansfeldt."^ 

**  Then  he  lied,  sir,  whoever  he  be  I  an4 
whoever  repeats  his  calumny  is  a  villain  !**  ex* 
claimed  the  young  cavalier,  striding  forward 
and  fiercely  clapping  his  hand  to  his  rapier  a 
hilt.  The  captains  looked  somewhat  confound- 
ed at  this  interruption  to  their  conversatfen, 
while  the  dinner  groups  suspended  their  opera- 
tions and  gazed  and  listened. 

**  Yes,  a  liar  and  a  villain,  and  I  will  prove 
it  at  my  sword^s  point,  with  whichever  or  how 
many  of  this  company  as  may  make  the  quarrel 
their  own ,^  resumed  the  youth,  more  angry  at 
the  silence  which  met  his  first  sally. 

^*  These  are  hot  words  and  hard  opes,  young, 
air,*'  said  Zirchen,  seizing  with  a  double  twist 
the  favourite  plaything  that  floated  from  hi$ 
chin  upon  his  breast ;  ^*  and  depend  on  it  tbi^ 
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digestion  will  not  be  easy,  by  and  bye,  when 
you  are  forced  to  eat  them.^* 

^^  They  and  my  sword-blade  shall  choke  you 
first,  and  every  one'of  your  slanderous  fellows 
who  dares  to  speak  lightly  of  a  virtuous  lady 
|md  a  noble  house.  Give  me  your  name,  sir, 
and  his  whom  you  quoted  erewhile/^ 

'*  My  name  is  Zirchen,  and  my  friend  whom 
you  have  so  politely  christened  liar,  is  called 
Yon  Sweinishen*.  As  you  will  have  to  ac- 
count ¥dth  two  of  us  at  least,  you  will  let  me 
know  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  the  oppor- 
tunity of  a  little  after-dinner  exercise.*** 

*^  You  and  your  friend  shall  find  me  ready 
now»-on  the  spot — but  I  do  not  choose  to  give 
my  name  to  the  loose  keeping  of  such  scandal- 
mongers.*** 

*^  And  do  you  think  that  noble  gentlemen 
will  condescend  to  measure  blades  with  an  tin- 
known  bully,  in  a  quarrel  to  which  he  dares 
not  avow  his  title  ?" 

<*  Bully!     Unknown!     By  Heavens,  nae- 
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thinks  you  give  me  good  cause  of  quarrel  on 
mine  own  account !  and  I  accept  the  gage. 
Draw  then  on  the  spot,  and  follow  roe  out  into 
the  court-yard.  We  must  not  interrupt  those 
gentlemen's  dinner.  And  I  claim  the  courtesy 
of  seeing  that  I  meet  fair  play,  at  the  hands  of 
any  one  here  present.*^ 

At  these  words  the  rapier  of  which  the  reader 
has  heard  so  often  was  pulled  clean  out  of  its 
scabbard,  and  the  various  persons  present  stood 
up,  ¥dth  as  various  objects  and  feelings ;  Doa 
JoB^  and  the  servants  rushed  in  from  the  kitchen; 
and  the  pugnacious  champion  of  his  sister's  ho- 
nour, or  rather  the  angry  avenger  of  what  he 
believed  to  be  its  lost  lustre,  was  walking  out 
of  the  public  room  to  the  court-yard,  followed 
by  the  reitre  captains,  who  could  not  refuse  his 
summons,  when  he  was  met  by  Scotus,  entering 
the  house  hurriedly  from  the  street. 

The  prompt  eye  of  the  Italian  read  much  of 
what  had  passed,  in  the  angry  bearing  of  de 
Mansfeldt  and  those  who  foUowed  him.    He 
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saw  dearly  that  his  impatient  temper  had  hur- 
ried him  into  a  quarrel ;  and  his  first  anxiety 
was  to  get  him  clear  of  its  consequences,  for 
the  present  at  least. 

*^  Well  met,  my  friend,  you  are  just  the  man 
I  wanted,  to  witness  the  chastisement  of  my 
sister^s  slanderer,^  said  Christopher. 

**  His  sister  !'^  exclaimed  one  of  the  captains. 

**  Aye,  any  one  might  have  seen  the  likeness 
who  was  not- half  drunk  yesterday,*"  replied 
another. 

*^  What  is  all  this  about  P  I  must  beg  leave 
to  ask  the  particulars  before  the  affair  proceeds 
further,^  said  Scotus. 

^'  When  it  is  finished  you  shall  have  every 
explanation,  count,^'  answered  Zirchen,  *^  it  is 
enough  that  this  nameless  young  braggart  has 
chosen  to  take  umbrage  at  a  light  joke,  relative 
to  one  of  the  ladies  of  the  party  yesterday,  and 
that  his  insulting  language  to  me  and  others 
demands  the  atonement  of  his  blood.^ 

^^  Gentlemen,  I  implore  ye  to  pause  fiir  one 
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moment.  There  is  evidently  a  mistake  all 
through — ^no  offence  could  be  meant  to  an  un- 
known person  by  a  mere  reference  to  another. 
You  must  admit  that,  Count  Christopher? 
You  will  allow,  Captain  Zirchen,  that  the  hurt 
feelings  of  a  relative  is  a  fair  excuse  for  a  hasty 
word  or  two?** 

^*  I  admit  nothing ;  I  allow  nothing,^  said 
the  two  angry  men,  respectively. 

**  One  thing  at  least  I  must  insist  on,"  re- 
plied Scotus,  pressed  for  time  and  seeing  the 
intractable  materials  he  had  to  deal  with — 
'^  that  your  combat  is  put  off  for  a  couple  of 
hours.  Ye  are  both  right  I  am  sure — in  your 
opinions.  The  most  honourable  men  may  see 
the  same  question  in  different  points  of  view.**^ 

**  Ah,  here  comes  Ritter  Heinrick,  he  will 
now  take  up  his  own  quarrel,**  exclaimed  KoU 
ler. 

*•  Not  till  mine  is  avenged,^  said  Zirchen, 
sullenly ;  and  two  or  three  of  the  captains 
gathered  round  their  newly-arrived  comrade  to 
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explain  the  matter  ci  the  dispute.  Soolusi, 
from  his  short  conversation  with  Von  Sweim- 
aben  the  previous  day,  was  convinced  that  he 
was  the  most  manageable  of  the  party ;  and 
our  readers  have  akeody  had  an  instance  of  his 
prud^it  temper  in  the  matter  of  the  bai^gain 
with  the  hostel-keeper.  The  Italian  accord- 
ingly advanced  towards  him,  and  b^;ged  the 
favour  of  a  moment's  conversation  apart,  which 
was  readily  conceded  by  Ritter  Heinrick,  who 
had  keenly  observed  the  influence  of  the  coimt 
at  Bruhl.  De  Mansfeldt  consented  to  wait 
awhile,  but  sternly  refused  to  sheathe  his  sword, 
and  he  strode  up  and  down  the  court-yard, 
while  his  adversaries,  in  a  group  in  one  comer 
of  it,  talked  over  the  conditions  of  the  expected 
duels. 

^*  Thank  God  I  have  alighted  oa  one  wise 
man  at  last,*^  was  the  beginning  of  Scotus^s 
appeal  to  the  Ritter  Heinrick ;  ^*  and  I  reckon 
oh  your  aiding  me  to  put  a  stop  to  this  foolish 
brawl.    But  in  the  first  place  let  me  throw  this 
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chfda  round  tbe  Deck  wbich  diould  never  have 
been  deapcttled  of  its  ornameDt  had  I  been 
doeer  at  hand  when  you  made  your  bargain 
witluB  here.  Not  a  wocd  of  question,  I  insist 
on  it ;  I  must  be  peremptory,  and  you  must  be 
generous  enough  to  pardon  me.  Tbe  chain  is 
your^s  again,  and  you  have  a  credit  with  the 
hostel-keepar  for  two  hundred  crowns,  which 
shall  be  doubled  if  you  need  it.  And  now  to 
the  affair  in  question.  This  young  man,  Count 
Manafeldt,  brother  of  tbe  dector'^s  chosen  mis- 
tress and  himself  his  prime  favourite,  has  got 
into  some  mad  dispute  with  your  comrades  here. 
Ghebhard  Truchses  would  rather  lose  a  regi> 
ment  than  that  a  hair  of  his  head  should  be 
tmched.  If,  then,  the  elector'^s  friendship  is 
worth  securing  you  will  hush  this  business  up. 
Ca]m  down  that  fiery-bearded  and  furious  tem- 
pered Zirchen,  while  I  take  de  Mansfeldt  off. 
Urgent  business  requires  his  absence  for  an 
hour  or  two— perhaps  for  the  whole  evening. 
But  if  nothing  but  fitting  ean  be  done,  I  pro- 
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generosity  must  have  some  object !  That 
cmming  Italian  is  not  a  man  to  throw  away  his 
money  or  his  smiles  for  nothing.  We  shall 
see  !  If  he  thinks  he  has  bought  a  dupe  for  a 
few  hundred  crowns,  he  may  find  himself  mis- 
taken." 

The  arrival  of  the  prince  and  the  rest  of  the 
officers  was  followed  immediately  by  the  appear- 
ance of  dinner. 

And  now  the  scene  of  our  story  shifts  once 
more  to  the  place  in  which  it  first  opened. 
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eably  formed,  and  trusting  to  the  force  of  his 
passion  for  fitting  words  in  which  to  ofTer  to  its 
object  a  share  in  all  the  dignities  which  he  him- 
sdf  possessed^  and  was  resolved,  in  despite  of 
all  dangers,  to  hold,  with  the  entire  possession 
of  the  heart  without  which  the  hand  is  but  a 
barren  gift.  He  was  met  in  the  court-yard  by 
Baron  Conrad  ;  an  unusual  circumstance,  for  he 
generally  had  discretion  enough  to  keep  out  of 
the  way  to  avoid  being  an  interruption  to  the 
elector's  visit.  Truchses  thought  there  was  a 
wild  expres^on  on  the  face  of  his  old  friend. 
But  be  heeded  it  not.  Nor  was  he  sorry  to 
meet  him  thus  on  the  path  of  his  triumphant 
project.  With  all  his  confidence  there  was 
mixed  a  strange  and  nervous  fluttering  that 
made  him  glad  of  even  a  check  in  his  career. 
He  was  not  just  then  susceptible  to  presentiments 
of  ill.  All  his  forethoughts  had  been  hitherto  of 
success  and  joy.  But  at  a  moment  so  critical  as 
this  he  felt  as  though  afraid  to  rush  at  once  into 
the  poBsessioB  of  his  happiness ;  and  he  hung 
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sion,  which  arose  from  the  instinctive  prompti- 
tude of  love  to  fix  on  its  own  peculiar  object 
every  cause  of  alarm.  He  silently  preceded 
Kriechlingen  into  the  room  towards  which  the 
latter  pointed. 

*'  Speak  now  and  quickly,  Baron  Kriechlin- 
gen,^ said  Truchses  in  a  firm  voice. 

<*  I  will,  sir,^*  replied  the  baron,  with  a  tone 
of  decision,  and  yet  preserving  his  respectful 
bearing.  *^  I  waive  all  profession  of  my  deep 
and  dutiful  attachment  to  your  highness,  my 
sovereign,  and  I  must  presume  still  to  say  my 
friend.^ 

"  Still  !'• 

**  Yes,  after  all  I  cannot  doubt  your  high- 
ness's  regard  for  me  personally,  although  a 
lapse  of  reflection  may  have  led  you  to  forget  it 
— 4ind  though  hurried  away  by  passion — not 
that  I  am  a  man  to  preach  an  overstrict  mo- 
rality— nor  one  that  may  not — "^ 

*^  How  is  this  ?  I  cannot  brook  this  tortur- 
ing suspense  ?     Tell  me  of  Agnes — Is  she  well, 
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i^ain,  with  great  respect,  it  was  infamous  !  I 
call  on  you  to  gire  back  the  Countess  de  Mans- 
feldt  to  mj  protection.  Little  did  I  expect  this 
at  your  highness's  hands-— little  did  I  belicTe 
that  Ohebhard  Truchses  would  sully  the  glo- 
rious place  he  was  about  to  assume  by  an  act 
like  this.  Shame,  shame,  your  highness  !  Have 
not  your  triumphs  been  enough  ?  Is  not  your 
character  sufficiently  established  ?  Wafi  another 
rictim  required— one  who  might  have  done 
honour  to  your  throne  !^ 

^*  By  heavens  thou  art  mad — Stark  mad  !'^ 
cried  Truchses,  silencing  the  vociferations  of 
the  baron,  less  by  the  loudness  of  his  voice  than 
by  the  terrible  intensity  of  his  look — "  Stark 
mad,  or  this  is  all  meant  to  drive  me  so— or  some 
bold  treason  is  at  work  and  has  taken  this  mon- 
strous form.  At  thy  peril  let  me  pass !  or  by 
my  mitre  and  sceptre  both  1^11  tear  thy  rebel 
carcase  in  atoms !     Stand  aside,  I  say  again  !^* 

But  Kriechlingen  kept  his  place  firmly  and 
replied — 
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On  these  words  the  door  of  a  small  cabinet 
was  forced  open,  and  Christopher  de  Mansfeldt, 
pale  and  trembling  with  passion,  stalked  into 
the  room.  At  sight  of  this  stranger,  so  formid- 
able in  his  looks  and  gestures,  Truchses  stooped 
for  the  weapon  he  had  at  first  rejected ;  and  re- 
treating against  the  wall,  he  took  an  attitude  of 
defence,  and  said,  in  his  most  lofty  tone  of 
defiance, 

'*  Who  next  ?  Let  them  all  loose,  for  this 
boy-bravo  was  never  sent  to  vanquish  me  alone. 
Ah,  Conrad  Von  Kriechlingen  !  I  was  warned 
to  trust  to  no  man — but  I  never  looked  for 
this  treachery  at  your  hands.  You  were  the 
very  last  from  whom  I  expected  treason.  But 
never  mind — out  with  your  fellow-conspirators 
— I  am  ready  for  them  all !'' 

The  bitter  tone  of  this  reproach  went  direct 
to  the  old  baron's  heart.  He  saw  clearly  there 
was  no  hypocrisy  in  it,  but  that  the  elector  had 
turned  his  accusal  upon  him  in  the  belief  of  his 
being  leagued  in  some  murderous  design.     The 
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oBtragcd  honour.  As  your  wife  the  blot  upon 
her  reputation  may  be  forgotten  or  unknown, 
but  nothing  short  of  this  will  satisfy  me  or  her. 
In  both  our  names,  in  that  of  our  long  train  of 
honourable  ancestors,  I  call  on  you — and  we 
must  have  justice  !^ 

^*  Rise,  Kriechlingen,  rise  !  There  is  some 
strange  mystery  in  all  this,^  exclaimed  the 
elector ;  when  at  the  instant  the  door  of  the 
chamber  was  thrown  open,  and  Scotus  entered 
in  great  apparent  astonishment  and  well-acted 
agitation.  At  this  new  intrusion  Truchses  felt 
a  thrill  that  was  not  entirely  caused  by  courage 
bent  on  a  desperate  defence.  Something  less 
intrepid  was  certainly  mixed  with  it.  During 
his  whole  intercourse  with  Scotus  a  Feeling  of 
fate  had  blended  with  every  notion  connected 
with  the  Italian.  He  ever  wished  to  consider 
it  a  presage  of  good.  But  in  spite  of  his 
daring  enthusiasm  a  chill  at  times  ran  through 
the  current  of  his  confidence.  And  now  the 
sudden  burst  which  brought  this  individual  be- 
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ness  to  Countess  Agnes  prove  you  a  Mansfeldt, 
and  pronounce  you  her  brother." 

The  cool  impudence  with  which  Scotus  thus 
feigned  ignorance  of  his  person  for  a  moment 
confounded  the  haughty  youth ;  and  the  Ita- 
lian, whose  chief  magic  lay  in  taking  prompt 
advantage  of  circumstances,  immediately  ap- 
proached him,  and  with  gestures  of  remon- 
strance (while  Kriechlingen  was  offering  some 
vnew  expression  of  remorse  to  the  bewildered 
elector)  he  whispered  him, 

**  Is  this  the  way  you  have  kept  your  pro- 
mise to  leave  all  to  the  baron — or  at  least  to 
keep  cool  and  be  calm  ?  You  have  nearly 
ruined  everything  by  your  rashness  !  not  a 
word  of  reply — follow  me  immediately  from  this 
place — the  household  will  seize  you  else,  and 
then  indeed  all  is  lost — Agnes  commands  you 
to  implicitly  obey  my  advice— not  a  word,  not 
a  word — ^leave  everything  now  to  me,  and  all 
will  yet  be  right" 

Then,  turning  to  Truchses,  he  said. 
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"  Peaoe^  peace,  I  say  !*  exclaimed  Truchses^ 
fiercely  stampiDg  and  at  the  same  time  dashing 
•D  the  floor  Ae  huge  rapier  which  he  had  kept 
in  Itis  grasp,  until  disarmed  by  the  intenseneas 
of  bis  feelings  Had  his  enemies  sought  him 
then  he  had  been  an  easy  prey.  The  baron 
silently  took  up  his  weapon,  and  replacing  it  in 
the  scabbard  began  some  muttering  apology, 
bat  was  interrupted  by  a  fiercely  uttered, 

<<  Leave  me !  and  at  the  peril  of  your  head 
let  no  one  dare  to  interrupt  me  i^ 

Von  Kriechlingen  hastened  from  the  nxrni, 
and  repulsing  the  anxious  inquiries  of  his 
daughters  who  had  hiuried  down  stairs,  and 
motioning  off  the  domestics  who,  attracted  by 
the  loud  words  within,  thronged  towards  the 
bustling  scene,  he  once  more  drew  his  rapier 
forth,  sad  taking  post  in  front  of  the  door,  he 
paced  up  and  down,  with  desperate  looks  and 
vigorous  tramp,  more  like  some  grim  sentry  be- 
fore a  prison  cell  than  a  devoted  friend  guard- 
ing the  sacred  person  of  his  sovereign. 
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pardon  an  offence  against  his  person  rather 
than  a  slight  thrown  upon  his  rank,  so  many  a 
mistress  refuses  for  the  honour  of  her  sex  what 
she  is  inclined  to  grant  for  her  own  happiness. 
Ohebhard  Truchses  had  met  and  studied 
many  varieties  of  woman's  feeling,  and  had  a 
quick  appreciation  of  all,  and  in  the  present 
instance  he  was  keenly  alive  to  the  deep  reality 
of  the  virtue  of  whose  resolve  he  was  now  the 
victim. 

But  did  he  not,  nevertheless,  writhe  in  the 
smart  of  wounded  vanity  and  slighted  power  ? 
and  swear  to  subdue  and  be  revenged  on  the 
stubborn  beauty  who  would  read  this  lesson  to 
his  presumption  ?  No,  not  one  shadow  of 
ungenerous  thought  passed  through  his  mind. 
But  while  he  perused  over  and  over  again  the 
touching  eloquence  of  her  letter,  warm  tears  of 
genuine  joy  dimmed  every  word. 

Had  Agnes  thrown  herself  unreservedly  into 
his  arms  he  had  not  felt  happier  than  in  this 
moment  of  her  avowed  withdrawal  from  his 
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{Mresence  for  ever.  In  the  simple  entreaty  that 
he  would  forget  her,  he  read  the  fiat  for  his 
eternal  oonatancy — in  the  expressed  renounce- 
ment of  all  claims  upon  his  love  he  ac- 
knowledged the  patent  of  her  sovereignty.  In 
every  one  of  those  exquisite  phrases,  where 
delicacy  seemed  struggling  through  despair, 
he  could,  he  would  see  nothing  short  of  a 
compact  of  mutual  affection,  a  covenant  of 
long-lasting  bliss.  The  splendid  infatuation  in 
which  he  read  that  letter  was  one  of  the  thou- 
sand tributes  to  love'^s  mastery  paid  on  that 
day — as  there  are  and  have  been,  on  all  days 
since  the  human  heart  was  framed  to  throb 
with  feddngs  fit  for  Heaven. 

But  the  delight  of  these  first  moments  soon 
vanished  from  the  mind  of  Truchses.  The 
sensation  of  Agnes*s  absence  succeeded  to  then ; 
at  first  vague  and  undefined,  then  bleak  and 
chill,  next  piercing  and  almost  maddening. 
The  exclamation  whidi  accompanied  the  sud* 
den  thought  that  she  was  indeed  gone,  that  she 
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might  be  lost  to  him,  was  more  Uke  the  utter- 
ance of  iDtense  bodily  pain  than  the  sound  of 
mental  suffering.      He  started  forward,    and 
rushed  from  the  saloon  out  into  the  corridor, 
where  Von  Eriechlingen  kept  his  guard  in  stem 
obedience.    At  sight  of  this  unexpected  sentinel 
the  dector  recovered  in  some  degree  bis  com- 
posure, and  wholly  his  presence  of  mind.     It 
was  not  the  dignity  of  the  sovereign  but  the 
pride  of  the  man  which  was  aroused  ;  and  para- 
mount to  all  feelings  was  the  dread  of  attracting 
observation    towards    Agnes,    from   anything 
peculiar   in    his   own   bearing  when   entering 
on  the  subject  of  her  disappearance. 

Yet  he  immediately  made  inquiries  the  most 
anxious  and  minute  from  the  baron  and  his 
daughters,  from  the  tire-women  of  Agnes  and 
Duchess  Anne,  and  from  the  several  domestics. 
Nothing  could  be  learned  moire  than  that  the 
two  friends  had  left  the  garden  by  the  private 
door,  two  hours  previously,  without  any  sus- 
picion having  been  excited  of  their  intending 
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more  than  a  not  unusual  promettadeiy  uatil  the 
hurried  appearance  of  the  young  stranger  who 
announced  himself  to  the  baron  as  Agnea^fl  bio- 
ther,  a  few  minutes  before  the  elector^s  arrival, 
with  a  positive  assurance  that  his  sister  wbs  in 
the  secret  possession  of  that  dangerous  person* 
age  and  that  his  designs  on  her  were  of  the 
most  unequivocal  baseness.  Old  Conrad,  in 
congenial  hot-headedness,  taking  fire  at  the 
supposed  indignity  done  to  his  own  honour  as 
well  as  shocked  at  the  peril  to  which  that  of 
liis  young  kinswoman  was  exposed,  took  on 
himself  the  instant  accusal  of  Truchses,  with 
what  result  has  been  seen.  Christopher,  on 
his  part,  consenting  to  keep  to  his  hiding  place 
until  called  forth  at  the  proper  time,  to  enforce 
the  demand  of  that  reparation  which  Von 
Kriechlingen  as  well  as  himself  had  it  so  much 
at  heart  to  obtain.  But  even  then,  had  it  not 
been  for  Agnes^s  letter,  Truchses  and  the  rest 
might  not  have  had  reason  to  suspect  any 
lengthened  absence  on  the  part  of  the  two 
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Udies,  nor  did  he  feel  tmy  doubt 
means  to  recover  and  bring  then 
vas  aacertained  that  Ernest  too 
Then  all  Agnea's  revelation  toucl 
tionable  brother  rushed  upon  I 
successive  pangs  of  anguish  follt 
the  conviction  that  jealousy  mi 
or  an  influence  which  he  shud 
uiged  on  and  enabled  de  Mansfe 
back  with  tenfold  force  the  tor 
so  triumphed  in  inflicting  on  thi 
rival  the  preceding  night. 

It  was  then  that  deadly  n 
through  the  elector's  brain  of  th< 
cessitj,  for  his  own  repose,  of  ri 
of  this  fraternal  obstacle  to  his  hi 
she!  where  wa3  she?  How  wash 
tiis  search  ?  In  what  way  overcoi 
resolution  she  hod  taken  to  give 
coorince  her  that  his  very  being  1 
breatb  ?  What  miracle  of  heavec 
fere  and  shorten  the  misery  that  si 

VOL.    II.  L 


218  AGNES  D£   MAXSF£LI>T. 

to  enfold  him  ?   Where,  where  was  he  to  seek 
her? 

In  the  distraction  of  his  feelings  he  for  almost 
the  first  time  in  his  life  fdt  that  he  had  no 
power  of  self-relief.  The  idea  of  his  being 
dependent  on  others  was  in  itself  great  sufFering. 
To  wrestle  with  fate  and  place  his  foot  upon 
the  neck  of  the  vanquished  world,  seemed  ever 
to  have  been  a  want  of  his  soul.  Danger  and 
difficulty  he  had  often  courted  in  the  very 
wantonness  of  his  courage — as  a  mere  excite- 
ment. But  that  was  on  occasions  of  his  own 
personal  risk,  when  had  he  failed,  he  had  failed 
alone,  and  when  the  interests  of  another,  the 
most  precious  consideration  to  a  man  of  senti- 
ment, was  uninvblved.  In  the  present  case, 
however,  he  felt  far  diffSerently.  To  have  re- 
gained his  beloved  one  he  would  have  con- 
fronted a  thousand  deaths;  but  the  dread  of 
losing  her  by  some  imprudent  eflbrt  for  her  re» 
covery  seemed  to  paralyze  his  plans  as  &flt  as 
they  were  conceived. 
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In  this  emergency  his  thoughts  scattered 
wide  and  near  in  search  of  help.  He  thought 
of  Nuenar,  but  shrunk  back  at  the  recollection 
of  his  cold  and  cynical  turn  regarding  all  affairs 
of  the  heart.  Various  officers  of  his  household, 
some  of  his  ministers,  young  Leckenstein,  Von 
Heyen,  even  the  Prince  of  Liegnitz,  rose  upon 
his  anxiqus  mind — ^but  one  man  above  all  6thers 
seemed  to  fill  each  successive  place,  as  thos^  we 
have  enumerated  were  from  sundry  reasons  dis- 
carded. That  one  was  Scotus.  He  alone  pos- 
sessed the  power  of  fixing  the  elector's  thoughts 
on  this  occasion ;  for  Truchses  felt  that  to  him 
alone  were  those  thoughts  no  secret.  The  in- 
fluence which  the  Italian  had  been  for  so  many 
weeks  incessantly  twining  round  his  generous 
dupe  was  now  indeed  supreme.  For  Truchses 
felt  satisfied  that  without  him  he  could  accom- 
plish nothing — with  him  everything.  It  was 
on  him  then  that  he  fixed  as  his  counsellor  and 
confidant  in  this  hour  of  utmost  need.  He  re- 
collected his  having  gone  with  this  new  and 
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more  formidable,  but  less  repulsive,  brother 
of  Agnes  in  her  search.  But  he  had  an 
instinctive  feeling  that  the  Italian  would  not 
abandon  him  in  such  a  crisis.  And  having  ex- 
changed many  a  cordial  hand-pressure  with  his 
stanch  friend  the  baron  and  his  daughters,  and 
encouraged  him  and  his  servants  to  persevere 
in  the  search  they  now  prepared  for,  he  resolved 
to  return  to  the  palace,  and  await  with  such 
substitute  for  patience  as  he  might  best  succeed 
in  creating,  the  appearance  of  him  who  was  now 
more  than  ever  the  incarnate  personification  of 
his  fate. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


We  will  dot  attempt  to  describe  minutely 
the  tum^lt  of  feeling  which  agitated  our  hero 
for  some  hours  after  his  return  to  the  palace. 
The  desperate  resolves  for  the  recovery  of  his 
lost  mistress,  the  cruel  doubts  lest  a  covert 
delicacy  had  prevented  her  stating  the  per- 
sonal repugnance  which  might  after  all  have 
urged  her  escape  from  him,  misgivings  as  to  his 
age,  his  power  of  gaining  such  a  heart  as  her^s, 
the  dread  of  some  secret  rivalry,  horror  at  the 
notion  of  Emesf  s  influence — all  this  must  be 
imagined,  and  may  be  by  those  who  have 
endured  the  checquered  feelings  of  adventurous 
love.     But  for  all  this  and  a  thousand  nameless 
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other  ^p€rplexitieB  of  thought,  which  flott  as 
thiekly  in  the  enamoured  mind  as  motes  in  the 
sunbeam,  there  was  still  a  remedy  to  which 
Trachses,  with  a  lover^s  instinct)  constantly 
turned.  Agnes^s  letter,  breathing  the  yeiy  life 
of  truth,  was  erer  before  him,  on  his  taUe  as 
he  sat,  or  hi  his  hand  as  he  perturbedly  paced 
his  chamber,  and  in  its  contents  he  found 
ooosdbition  and  hope,  as  surdy  as  the  bdiever 
assded  by  religious  doubts  finds  safety  in  the 
inspired  oracles  of  his  ftith. 

The  elector  had  giren  strict  orders  that  no 
one  on  any  pretext  was  to  be  allowed  to  iiw 
terrupt  his  privacy,  and  that  none  but  Walnm 
should  approach  his  person  that  day  except 
Count  Scotus,  for  whose  immediate  introduction 
as  soon  as  he  might  return  to  the  palace  the 
▼alet  was  prepared.  And  long  and  heavy 
seemed  the  hours  to  Ghebhard^s  burtfaened 
mind !  His  dinner  was  served,  but  though  his 
pride  made  him  assume  the  air  of  heroism  even 
to  his  valet,  and  though  he  consequently  went 
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through  the  forms  of  the  table  rathar  than 
wppeaat  overpowered  by  his  feelings,  the  riands 
kft  H,  neady  untouched,  and  he  soon  retired 
again  iato  the  private  closet,  where  within  a 
few  short  wedis  he  had  passed  hours  of 
solitode  more  exciting  and  more  sacred  than 
the  whole  experience  of  his  former  life  had 
a£brded.  Walram,  who  knew  his  master's 
ways  and  often  anticipated  his  wishes,  took  care 
to  place  the  wine-flasks  now  within  his  sight 
and  reach.  And  with  those  companions,  whose 
sympathy  was  ever  ready  and  often  appealed 
to,  did  Truchses  plunge  through  the  tide  of 
time,  tossed  to  and  fro  like  a  reeling  ship  in  a 
heavy  sea.  Evening  had  now  set  in.  The 
tortures  of  suspense  became  almost  intolerable. 
He  was  over  and  over  on  the  .point  of  summon- 
ing his  household  officers,  and  ordering  out  his 
servants— his  troops— his  subjects  en  tnasse — 
for  the  discovery  of  the  los(  treasure.  But 
that  innate  feding  of  delicacy  towards  her, 
which  in  the  first  instance  made  him  leave  those 
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meuures  to  tbe  care  of  her  biodiem  «nd  bee 
host,  bore  him  up  tibrough  dl,  and  Us  jginatfiart, 
impatience  now  was  for  the  tardj-connngnigfal^ 
when  he  might  himself  unobservedly  mah  lorili 
in  search,  where  or  how  he  knew  not,  y^  fed- 
ing  as  if  his  labours  could  not  fail  of  gpccieaB 
He  swallowed  bumper  after  bumper — to  caini, 
to  stimulate,  to  temper,  to  exdte — he  fbund  new 
excuses  for  every  excess.  Yet  he  fdt  no  imme- 
diate change  as  the  consequence  of  his  large 
potations.  It  seemed  to  him  as  though  he  m^t 
drain  an  ocean  of  wine  and  yet  be  sober.  And 
often  during  these  wild  hours  of  lone  intempe- 
rance he  paused  and  asked  himself  if  he  were 
indeed  not  drunk  ?  and  he  strove  to  call  up  in 
calm  array  his  inmost  feelings  and  pass  them  in 
review.  To  these  successive  questionings  he 
always  answered  na  But  each  effort  for  sdf* 
examinaticm  was  baffled,  by  the  very  breath  of 
the  rising  thoughts  whidi  dimmed  their  own 
reflection  in  his  mind^s  minor.  All  was  ecNU- 
fusion.    And  the  anarchy  had  i&  a  little  nx»e 


JMiett  rcompfete  had  not  Wakten  rusbeve^  in 
inifa»it^iBeifiaoD}r>  the  iodividual  who  alone 
Jbid  pfmer  to  arrest  the  tanent  by  whii^h 
.TtiicbMA  waa  carrkd  awav. 

:<^^A^  laali  at  last?^  exclaimed  the  dectqr? 
afearliiig  ironoL  his  seat  ^Vyou  are  coQer-you 
bare  tbea  £Mmd  her  ?  she  is  8afe  ?**" 
^  >^:Ala8^  ooy^^  replied  Scotua,  eyeing  keenly 
the  ingenooas  countemttioe  now  in  full  play 
helbre  him.  ^^  Sa£e  1  trust  fihem^  he»  biit  we 
hare  not  fouml  her^--yet  do  not  despair.  A 
great  mind  rises  against  difficulties — '^ 

^':To  be  crushed^  perhaps,  the  more  surely 
by  their  fall  1  Not  found  !  Where  have  you 
sought?  What  has  been  done?  And  her 
brother— 4ie  I  mean  who  burst  on  me  to  day, 
in  herlikeness,  but  as  the  angry  phantom  of  a 
dieam— whese  is  he  ?" 

*^  Wioro  out  mth  fatigue  and  anxiety  he  now 

.i^^oaes^  a£teri  having  with  me  done  all  that 

man  tinigikt'do  in  suah  a  case.    Baron  Conrad 

and  his  honseholdy  the  eity  trained  bands,  the 

l3 
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town-officers  are  all  on  foot.  The  alert  baa 
been  given  at  the  barriers,  scouts  sent  on  every 
road—'* 

*<  And  all  inefiectual  ?  Then  must  I  myself 
to  the  pursuit.  I  alone  may  snatch  her  from 
that  fraternal  tyrant  who  dares  thus  to  thwart 
my  love — and  let  him  beware  our  meeting  !** 

**  Is  this  then  the  Elector  of  Cologne,  the 
high  dignitary,  the  prince  of  the  empire,  the 
champion  of  reform  !  What !  You  start  out  on 
an  Ignoble  chase  after  a  most  unworthy  as  wdl 
as  a  most  unnatural  rival,  to  do  what  ?  To  put 
a  mean  brother  to  death,  and  thus  throw  an 
eternal  barrier  between  yourself  and  her !  Is 
Agnes  a  woman  to  give  her  love  to  her  brothers 
murderer  ?  Nay,  nay,  such  was  the  thought 
that  spoke  in  that  fierce  look.** 

"  It  was,  it  was,  I  own  it.  But  what  needs 
the  confession,  you  know  my  thoughts.  Tdl 
me,  then,  how  to  direct  them  to  the  great  pur- 
pose of  my  8oul-*-what  must  I  do  to  recover 
my  souPs  idol  ?    I  mttei  recover  her  or  perish;^ 
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^*  Tou  shall !  What  power  may  thwart  your 
will  and  mine?  What  depth  is  dark  enough, 
what  world  is  wide  enough  to  hide  the  object 
that  we  seek?  Where  is  the  oonfidaice  of  your 
DoUe  nature  ?  do  you  abandon  that  f^ 

^'You  are  my  hope,  my  most  extreme  re- 
Itanoe.  Guide,  eounsd  me — command  me  if 
you  will — I  swear  obedience  to  your  mastery.'" 

"Drink  then,  let^s  drink  to  our  reciprocal 
allegiance — for  I  vow  my  utmost  service  to 
your  will,  and  that  will  shall  be  accomplished/'* 

**  Walram !  more  wine— quick,  and  with 
liberal  hand.  Aye,  count  let  us  pledge  our- 
selves in  wine.    You  promise  her  to  me  ?'^ 

'<  She  is  already  your's.  Separate  but  not 
dissevered,  the  invisible  chain  of  sympathy 
binds  y^  together,  in  spite  of  time  or  space. 
Baulked  and  baffled  for  awhile,  your  triumph 
is  not  less  secure.  The  stars  that  shone  upon 
your  respective  births  are  now  in  conjunction 
brightening  your  united  paths.  Apart,  ye 
travel  to  the  same  goal.    Your  hearts  have  the 
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flame  obyect,  your  minds  ate  maflkal  with  die 
same  tune.  Every  impulse  of  your  bdng  is 
her*s.  Every  spring  of  her  existence  is  identieid 
with  your^s.  You  love  and  aie  bdoved.  No 
power  can  sunder  the  common  purpose  of  your 
souls.  To  live  for,  with,  and  in  each  other  is 
the  essence  of  your  destiny.  What  mortal 
power  may  violate  the  law  of  eternal. fate! 
Aye  you  are  right,  drink  freely,  and  be  wise ! 
Wine  is  the  generous  dew  for  love's  rich  har- 
vest, which,  blooming  and  fragrant,  sends  forth 
flower  and  fruit — drink,  then,  drink  !^ 

<<  My  lips  are  parched-— and  my  mind  bums 
with  an  insatiable  thirst.  The  wine  mounts  to 
my  brain,  but  the  melody  and  perfume  of  your 
words  mix  with  its  luscious  fumes.  I  must  not 
drink  more — I  would  only  listen  to  yoti.  ,  Speak 
to  me  then,  of  Agnes,  that  I  may  grow  ebriate 
with  hearing  her  praise.  She  loves  me  then  ? 
and  she  shall  be  mine,  again — now— «nd  for 
ever  ?  Tell  me  that  delicious  tale  again.  Speak 
to  me  of  the  stars,  the  heavenly  arbiters  of  fate. 


Do  they  indeed  bium  bri^idy  on  our  lo^utl 
She  loves  ine»  she  is  mine !«— But  ah !  wbeitt 
itb^re  10  she?  By  the  doeip  mystery  of  yoor 
koowledge-«-^by  the  deepw  majesty  of  roy  loYe^ 
I  ocHgiixe  .tbae  to  ^1  me  where  is  Agnes  ?'^ 

<<  Does  she  not  live  in  your  heart's  oore  ?  Is 
she  not  tvined,  teadril  like»  through  every  fibre 
of  your  being  ?  What  would  you  more  P*^ 
*  ^*  I  would  have  her  here  corporeally  bdbie 
my  burning  eyes,  that  they  might  grow  cool 
again  drinking  in  large  draughts  of  beauty*— J 
would  have  her  at  my  side — ^pr^sed  close  to 
mine,  that  my  heart  might  feel  the  bounding 
throb  of  her's.    I  would  have  her  in  my  ard^t 

clasp,  that  my  lips  might ^*  here  the  pure 

sentiment  of  passion  interposed}  and  checked 
the  exuberance  of  its  own  rapture. 

.  «<  Here-^I  would  have  her  here,  that  I  might 
lay  my  prostrate  body  at  her  feet,  offer  my 
rank,  my  state,  my  soul  for  her  acceptancB-^^- 
mak^  mys^f  her^Sy  make  ber  mine,  both  indi  visi- 
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Ue— set  £ate  at  defiance,  dare  the  angry  world, 
and  live  or  die,  no  matter  which,  with  her  1" 

Every  phrase  almoBt  was  followed  by  another 
draught,  and  each  new  draught  excited  some 
fresh  rhapsody.  The  wily  Italian  played  his 
noble-minded  and  full-hearted  puppet  well. 
He  did  not  mean  to  let  him  sink  into  unoon* 
sciousness.  He  measured  the  limits  to  which 
his  mind  might  safely  be  aUowed  to  wander ; 
and  he  found  it  easy  by  a  word  or  look  to  lure 
it  back  again.  Scotus  talked  wild  and  mys- 
terious words,  mingling  the  jargon  and  elo* 
quence  of  science  with  fantastic  analogies,  all 
made  to  bear  on  the  main  object  of  Ohebhard's 
extravagant  passion ;  and  much  that  may  not 
see  the  light  was  added,  to  inflame  its  ardour 
without  risking  to  shock  its  delicacy.  The 
voluptuous  refinement  of  our  hero's  mind  was 
thus  urged  to  its  utmost  bent.  Desire  and  deli- 
cacy mingled  together  in  a  maze  as  wondrous 
as  the  union  between  mental  and  bodily  feeling, 
and  fixed  on  the  same  object  as  intensely  as  the 


AGNES   DB  HAVSFSLDT.  231 

separate  glances  from  two  eyes  centring  in  a 
common  point. 

^^  Then  your  resolve  is  firm,^  said  Scotus, 
having  raised  the  elector  to  the  utmost  verge  of 
esdtement — *<  you  will  risk  all  for  the  posses- 
sion of  her  beauty  ?^ 

^  I  will  do  more,  I  say  again — I  will  sacrifice 
all.  She  is  mortal  perfection  to  look  upon! 
sense  has  no  delight  beyond  that  of  her  posses- 
sion. Bring  her  to  my  arms,  and  I  scatter  to 
the  winds  all  thought  of  power,  all  notion  of 
ambition — ^but  that  of  revelling  in  the  rapture 
of  her  embrace.  Oh,  could  I  see  her  now,  in 
the  rich  luxury  of  her  charms  !^' — at  these 
words  Truchses,  who  paced  the  room  in  irre* 
gular  movements^  reeled  to  a  chair,  and  placing 
both  hands  upon  his  brow,  showed  evidently 
he  had  reached  the  crisis  between  sobriety  and 
intoxication.  Recovering  for  a  moment  he 
fixed  his  look  on  his  companion,  and  said, 

"  I  am  no  longer  master  of  myself— my  brain 
turns  round.    Watch  me,  my  friend,  that  I 
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oomBnil  no  (Sxoess  of  word  or  thought  againal 
the  divib^  object  of  my  love.  I  would  not  tq^ 
the  world  of  joys  ooinbmed  in  her  pngncflrion 
dceapa  t^en  a  notion  unworthy  of  her  puj^* 
GhNurd  me  then  against  my  overheated  fieuicy— - 
bttt.stiU  talk  of  her — ^picture  her  to  me  as  she 
is,  all  beauty,  grace,  and  symmetry,  let  her 
peraw  rise  again  and  again  on  my  mind  in  the 
same  voluptuous  mist  Let  her  swim  before 
me,  let  her  breathe  and  live  in  imagined  reality 
*-Oht  powers  of  love  and  beauty,  how  ye  wrap 
my  mind  !^ 

^^  Now,  mark  well  my  words,^  said  the 
Italian,  rising  slowly  and  laying  his  hand,  with 
light  yet  thrilling  pressure,  on  that  of  Truchses; 
*'  words  solemn  as  the  holy  spirits  which  you 
invoke,  fulgent  with  truth  and  the  power  of 
my  sacred  art.  You  ask  me  to  hold  up  this 
aaiiade  of  beauty  to  your  fancied  gaze;  I  will 
do  more !  What  will  you  say,  what  do,  if  in 
yoQ  mirror^s  broad  reflection  I  raise  the  living 
image  of  your  love,  instinct  with  motion,  senti- 
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meet  and  passioD — ^glowing  in  all  her  charsM, 
looking  enchantments — as  true  as  if  her  breath* 
ing  form  stood  here  before  you  f^ 

No  sudden  start,  no  phrenzied  f^irase  of 
drunken  wonderment  answered  this  speech. 
Tnicfases  chusped  his  hands  together  before  him 
on  the  taUe,  and  looking  full  in  the  Italian^s 
face,  with  eyes  that  seemed  at  once  to  speak  a 
complete  return  of  reason,  he  said  in  edm  deq> 
accents, 

^*  Count  Scotus,  have  you  the  power  to  do 
this?'' 

Scotus  was  for  an  instant  overidielmed  with 
the  fear  that  he  had  been  too  quick — that  he 
had  recalled  his  victim  to  himself,  by  the  over- 
sudden  proposition  of  a  feat  almost  too  magical 
for  superstition's  self  to  believe  in.  He  paused, 
and  watching  with  piercing  look  the  face  and 
form  before  him,  he  saw  the  colour  go  and 
come,  and  the  lips  quiver,  and  the  broad  breast 
heave,  while  the  visible  throbbing  of  the  enthu- 
siast's heart  made  his  laced  vestments  shake 


234r  AONE8   DE   MAN8FELUT. 

like  an  aspen  in  the  wind.  The  elector  passed 
his  hands  i^;ain  across  his  eyes  and  brow. 
Scotus  saw  that  all  was  safe.  Then  and  then 
only  he  spoke  again. 

*^  I  haee  the  power.  But — ^but  its  practice 
must  be  purchased.  The  very  depths  of  science 
were  fathomed,  the  very  heights  of  knowledge 
scaled  before  that  mightiest  triumph  of  art 
became  mine  own.  Jerome  Scotus  need  scarcely 
now  reveal  to  Ghebhard  Truchses  that  he  lives 
by  his  skill,  put  forth  for  others^  happiness. 
The  powerful  sovereign  must  be  generous  if  the 
poor  magician  is  dexterous.  The  reward  must 
be  proportioned  to  the  service.  MHiat  price 
will  your  highness  pay,  to  see  the  full-length 
image  of  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt,  moving,  breath- 
ing, living,  in  that  glass  ?^ 

'*  Price  1"  exdaimied  Truchses  languidly, 
throwing  himself  back  in  his  chair,  while  a  smile 
wild  and  faint  passed  across  his  half-open  lips, 
<<  Wbo  dares  to  fix  a  price  upon  such  beauty, 
or  may  hope  to  purchase  such  skill      Show 
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lier  to  me  as  you  say — and  thus  prove  your 
power  to  work  this  iniracle»  and  aU  I  possess  is 
your'^s— for  then  you  can  surely  give  her  to  me 
—she^  A^tfe(f— will  you  do  that  i"^ 

•«  Even  that  may  be  within  my  power ;  but 
I  must  have  time.  Are  you  then  content  to 
wait**— ' 

*<  Wait  r  exclaimed  Truchses,  starting  up 
again,  <<  not  for  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 
one  single  instant  Oh  I  am  frantic  at  the 
thought  you  have  raised !  Take  me  off  this 
cruel  rack.  You  promised  to  show  me  the 
image  c^  my  love^— you  hesitate— ah»  the 
rewajrd  1  True— it  is  but  just  that  such  intense 
delight  should  be  amply  paid  for.  Here  then,^ 
coDtinued  the  elector,  tottering  towards  a  chest 
broadly  clasped  with  iron,  on  which  the  longing 
looks  of  the  Italian  had  many  a  time  been 
fixed,  and  which  was  now  opened  wide  before 
his  avaricious  gaze,  <*  Here,  from  the  heart  of 
my  private  treasures,  take  what  thou  wilt,  most 
admirable  magician.     Is  this ' not  gold?   are 
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not  these  jewds?  Edpthyadf  fipeely^fa^gpir 
me  if  thou  wilt — to  make  me  richer  than  the 
god  of  wealth  in  the  mere  sight  of  her  Uessed 
image." 

<*  And  for  herself  ^for  her  own  proper  person^ 
laid  on  your  bosom,  clasped  in  your  drding 
arms?'* 

^  Talk  not  of  that,  unless  thy  power  can  do 
it  at  once.  It  is  too  much  for  my  reeling  brain. 
— The  glass,  the  glass !  I  gase  on  it  but  see 
her  not.  Show  her  to  me  quickly,  if  thou 
wouldst  not  set  me  mad-— I  can  endure  no 
longer.'^ 

*<  One  solemn  promise  now  is  all  I  exact 
from  your  honour,"  said  Scotus,  with  both 
hands  on  the  elector^s  breast— *<  strict  seGff<ecy  as 
to  this  proof  of  my  art,  and  its  reward." 

*<  I  swear  it,^^  said  Truchses,  sinking  once 
more  upon  a  seat. 

«  Now  then,  in  the  name  of  the  graad  mys* 
teries  of  sacred  science,  by  virtue  of  the  eternal 
secrets  of  the  unknown  world,  I  command  you 
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Obebhttrd  Truohses  to  dose  your  eyesy  to  left 
BO  rwdi,  blasting  weakness  urge  you  to  raise  a 
lid  tmtil  the  word  is  given,  on  pain  of  instant 
death  to  yourself  and  her  the  object  of  this 
great  experiment.  May  all  the  powers  whose 
combined  influence  guides  the  mystic  action  of 
the  spheres  watch  over  and  direct  my  poor 
eA3rta  to  complete  success!  are  your  lids 
dosed?'' 

*<  Close  as  my  hands  may  press  them  down*— 
yet  golden  visions  dance  before  my  sight/' 

«<  'Tis  the  train  of  glorious  spirits  ushering 
in  the  bright  image  which  my  skill  is  about  to 
raise*  Be  finn  and  steady — Look  not  until  I 
prooomioe  her  name*«-Uien  let  your  full  gaze 
fall  apon  the  mirr^Mr-^She  will  be  there  1  But 
at  your  peril  turn  not  to  look  at  me!'' 

The  elector  spoke  not.  And  then  arose  a 
strain  of  soft  and  magic-sounding  han^ony^  as 
if  a  biiHl  of  full-toned  instruments  breathed  in 
the  subdued  mellowness  of.  far,  far  distance: 
An  exquisite  odour  filled  the  chamber.    The 
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Step  of  the  Italian  trod  lightly  and  rapidly 
across  the  floor,  and  then  r^umed.  Some 
munnured  incantation  roUed  ^indistinctly  fixHn 
his  lip. 

*'  Now,  Agnes,  come  I'**  said  he,  in  accents  of 
sweet  blandishment,  as  though  he  strove  to  lure 
a  spirit  from  its  haunts  in  heaven. 

At  the  irardy  Tnichses,  rapt  in  enchantment 
opened  his  eyes,  wide,  yet  as  if  afraid  of  what 
he  longed  to  look  on,  and  fixed  his  trembling 
gase  upon  the  miirm*.  A  light  vapour  gra- 
duaUy  moved  from  before  its  face,  and  as  it 
floated  upwards  a  female  form  was  visible,  slow 
moving  forwards.  The  lamp  threw  down  its 
fuU  light  upon  the  reflected  figure.  It  was 
indeed  the  fonn  and*'  face  of  Agnes,  in  the 
divine  expression  of  graceful  attitude  and 
splendid  beauty.  * 

*<  Eternal  Heavens !  Tis  she,  *tis  she  l*^  cried 
Truchses,  bounding  from  his  seat.  At  the 
instant  the  fig^ure  threw  its  hands  upwards. 
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clasped  them  together,  turned  its  head»  and 
disappeared. 

*<  Stay,  stay !"  exclaimed  the  elector,  rushing 
forward  with  a  shriek  of  delirious  fervour ;  and 
just  as  he  reached  the  mirror  and  was  on  the 
point  of  dashing  himself  against  its  surface  a 
vigorous  clasp  enfolded  him,  and  he  fell  sense- 
less in  the  Italian'^s  arms. 

<<  Hist !  Walram,  hist !''  exclaimed  the 
latter,  in  anxious  yet  suppressed  impatience, 
for  he  feared  to  arouse  his  victim  too  soon,  and 
there  were  others  not  far  off  whose  attention  he 
did  not  wish  to  excite.  The  valet  came  at  the 
summons. 

*'  To  bed,  to  bed  with  him,  good  Walram. 
His  highness  has  quaffed  freely — ^but  wine 
works  well  for  noble  natures  and  stirs  up  the 
geiftrous  juices — stay  by  your  master— your 
care  will  meet  its  reward.  Oently,  gendy— " 
and  whilst  speaking  those  words,  Scotus  as- 
sisted the  valet  to  place  the  unconscious  elector 
on  his  couch  in  the  adjoining  room.    Leaving 
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to  Walram  the  task  of  watching  his  returaing 
sense,  with  strict  orders  not  to  quit  him  for  a 
moment,  and  an  assurance  that  he  would 
speedily  return,  the  Italian  closed  the  door, 
and  pausing  for  a  few  moments  in  the  closet, 
he  rapidly  took  whole  handfuls  of  jewels  from 
the  strong  l)ox,  and  thrust  them  into  the  various 
pockets  of  his  dress,  rejecting  the  gold,  as  mere 
dross  in  comparison  to  the  treasures  within  his 
grasp.  He  was  soon  literally  loaded  with  pre- 
cious stones  to  an  immense  amount  of  wealth ; 
and  it  was  a  grievous  trial  to  his  cupidity  to 
leave  anything  behind.  But  a  well  known 
dgnal  whispered  him  away.  He  quitted  the 
closet,  holding  his  cloak  closely  round  him; 
and  at  the  door,  still  open,  which  led  to  the 
corridor  communicating  with  his  own  apart- 
ment, he  met  his  impatient  secretary,  fearing  to 
come  in,  and  almost  breathlessly  waiting  the 
Italian's  appearance. 

<^  Come,  come  quickly,*^  said  the  secretaiy  in 
a  panting  whisper,  <*  She  has  fled  affrighted  to 
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the  garden.  Follow  her'cNr  she  may  escape 
altogether.^ 

^«  Let  her  fly,  if  she  will— the  tercel-gentle 
tied  by  a  silken  thread  is  not  more  surely  in  a 
princess  check  than  she  is  now  in  that  of  our 
brave  elector.^ 

"And  he?'* 

*<  All  right  and  royal ;  happy  in  the  excess 
of  love  and  wine.  IVe  made  glorious  work 
of  it  !'• 

*<  Art  thou  sure  and  safe  in  all  that  has 
passed?'* 

**  Kiss  me,  my  Imogen !  throw  thy  disguised 
person  into  my  arms — and  let  thy  heart  beat 
against  a  bed  of  jewels.     Look  here,  sweet  one.'' 

And  with  the  words  the  Italian  showed  the 
inner  folds  of  his  vestments  glittering  with  his 
precious  spoils. 

**  This  is  indeed  a  harvest !"  exclaimed  his 
companion — *^  and  now  our  work  is  done. 
Have  I  not  served  thee  well,  Jerome,  through- 
out this  great  adventure  ?" 

VOL.    If.  M 
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<<  Bravely.  But  all  is  not  yet  complete. 
Take  these  glittering  baubles,  my  girl,  and 
stow  them  safdy  in  th^  brass-clasped  casket. 
Then  bring  me  the  blue  case  with  Duchess 
Anne^s-^thou  knowest  the  one  I  would  have — 
On  the  instant,  to  the  garden — I  will  be  there. 
But  tell  me  first  how  fares  thy  two  noble  guests, 
the  brother  counts  ?^' 

^<  Oh,  marvellous  well,  in  their  separate 
solitudes.  By  working  on  the  fears  of  one  and 
stimulating  the  other^s  courage,  I  have  them 
tuned  to  thy  utmost  wishes.*** 

"  And  the  duchess?'** 

*'  In  my  own  chamber,  nervously  expectant." 

'^  Exquisite  wench !  what  had  I  been  with- 
out thy  aid  ?" 

'^  Alas,  Jerome,  I  am  but  a  weak  fond  woman, 
the  creature  of  thy  purpose." 

"  The  very  essence  of  my  art — for  woman's 
faith  is  the  genuine  grand  magistry." 

Art  sure,  Jerome,  that  all  works  well  ?" 
Yes,  yes,  so  well  that  I  am  lost  in  wonder- 
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^'  Away,  then,  away  !  risk  nought  by  this 
foolish  dalliance.^ 

<^  Nay,  nay— refuse  me  not.  I  wanted  that 
kisB,  my  Imogen,  to  keep  my  courage  up.  Now 
for  the  bride !"" 

In  a  moment  more  the  Italian  was  in  the 
jl^arden. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

ScoTUs  soon  found  the  object  of  his  search 
walking  with  agitated  movement  in  one  of  the 
dark  alleys.  As  his  steps  approached,  she  en- 
deavoured to  fly  further  into  the  shade.  But 
he  quickly  overtook  her,  exclaiming  as  he  ad- 
vanced, 

"  Fear  nought  fair  countess,  it  is  only  I, 
Scotus,  your  friend's  friend — and  your  own,  as 
I  will  prove  on  the  instant.'" 

*^  My  friend.  Count  Scotus !  how  can  you 
profane  the  word?  How  durst  you  practice 
this  concerted  trick  upon  me  ?  Why  was  I  led 
here  under  a  base  and  false  pretence,  to  be  ex- 
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posed  to  such  indignity  P  Where  is  the  Duchess 
of  Saxe-Coburg?  Lead  me  to  her  instantly, 
that  I  may  fly  this  phice.^ 

*^  The  brilliant  eyes  of  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt 
flashed  through  the  darkness  with  pride  and 
courage  as  she  spoke,  and  her  figure  drew  up  to 
its  utmost  strength. 

'**  Countess,^  replied  the  Italian,  **  your  whole 
happiness,  your  fame  are  in  my  hands — I  have 
alone  the  power — "" 

^*  I  hold  your  power  and  your  impostures  in 
utter  scorn.  Led  away  by  a  rash  zeal  for  my 
friend^s  interest  I  consented  to  come  here,  to 
plead  to  your  honour  and  your  feelings  for  her 
sake — and  what  have  I  found  you  ?  A  mean 
pander  to  purposes  of  my  disgrace.  Lead  me 
to  Duchess  Anne,  and  forth  from  these  grounds, 
that  I  may  seek  my  brother  and  my  friends.  I 
command  you  to  do  so,  and  you  dare  not  dis- 
obey me.  Oh,  God  !  another  footstep  !  He  is 
coming — I  cannot  bear  this" — 

"  No,  by  every  oath  in  heaven's  calendar,  he 
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is  unconscious  even  that  you  are  here,** 
Sootus,  gently  seising  Agnes's  arm.  ^  He  saw 
your  reflection  in  the  glass,  Ms  true ;  when  by 
pure  accident  he  broke  upon  my  privacy— 4>ut 
in  the  heat  of  his  intense  passion  be  believes  it 
a  vision  of  his  brain.  He  is  this  moment  insen- 
sible— to  all  things  but  the  anguish  of  having 
lost  you." 

*<  Insensible !  oh,  heavens,  then,  does  he 
suffer  so— does  he  indeed  think  of  me  thus  !" 

**•  Earth  does  not  hold  a  being  more  wretched 
than  Ohebhard  Truchses  this  moment.  Oh, 
Countess  Agnes,  let  me  plead  his  cause — ^ 

"  'Wbo,  then,  is  this  that  comes  ?"  exclaimed 
Agnes,  affrighted,  as  a  figure  approached. 

**  Only  my  faithful  attendant,  who  received 
you  in  the  palace  erewhile,  and  bearing,  as  you 
will  see,  the  accomplishment  of  the  purpose 
which  brought  you  here.  'Tis  well,**  added 
Scotus,  taking  a  case  from  the  hands  of  his 
silent  messenger — ^*  Return  to  the  duchess,  and 
say  that  Countess  Agnes  will  rejoin  her  instantly. 
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And  now,  fair  countess,  incomparable  and  irre- 
sistible as  you  are,  be  not  astonished  that  I 
have  diirined  the  object  ot  your  visit,  on  this 
night  of  momentous  influence  to  your  own  fate 
and  that  of  so  many  whom  you  hold  dearest  of 
all  the  world.  Look  here — see  those  gems, 
which  shine  not  with  a  thousandth  part  the  lustre 
of  your  own  eyes — which  are  not  a  millionth 
part  the  price  at  which  I  value  your  good 
<^[Hnion.  These  are  your  friend's  jewels,  safe 
as  I  received  them  from  her  in  trust  for  the  at- 
tainmmt  of  her  own  happiness.  Thank  heaven 
I  have  accomplished  that,  without  the  sacrifice 
of  the  smallest  diamond-drop  of  her  rich  casket  1 
Take  it,  then,  in  your  own  hands — and  place  it 
back  in  her'^s— «nd  tell  her— ^you  may  do  so 
boldly — ^that  within  two  days  her  adoring  and 
rq)entant  husband  will  be  in  her  arms  and  her 
own  destiny  be  complete.''^ 

'<  This  is,  indeed,  an  overpowering  surprise,*" 
said  Agnes,  taking  the  open  casket,  and  letting 
her  eyes  rest  on  the  brilliant  galaxy  of  its  con- 
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tents.     **  How  knew  you  the  purpose  which 
brought  me  here  ?** 

^'  Press  not  what  is  now  a  worthless  questioD, 
fair  countess ;  you  have  the  treasure,  and  I  the 
reward.  Believe  me  to  be  honest,  and  I  am 
satisfied  to  be  thought  ignorant.^ 

^^  Oby  Count  Scotus,  you  have  indeed  read 
the  stars  to  some  purpose  !^ 

*^  The  stars  I  read  the  best  are  woman^s  eyes, 
and  those  I  gaze  on  even  now  unfold  a  won- 
drous mystery  of  virtuous  self-sacrifice.  Shall 
I  go  (HI,  and  speak  all  I  would  speak,  countess  ?^ 

^*  I  can  put  no  sure  construction  on  those 
vague  words,^  replied  Agnes,  shrinking  in  the 
fear  that  all  her  thoughts  were  indeed  exposed 
to  the  penetrating  skill  of  the  Italian. 

^*  Then  I  will  leave  nothing  to  doubt,^'  con- 
tinued he,  '*  one  minute  of  time  to-night  is  more 
precious  than  years  of  your  whole  life.  Trust 
me  when  I  tell  you  so,  and  now  listen.  You 
would,  from  a  bright  but  meteor  motive  of 
virtue,  ruin  your  own  happiness  in  the  belief 
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that  you  are  saving  that  of  him  who  is  now  and 
for  ever  a  part  and  parcel  of  yourself.  You 
may  attempt  to  fly  from,  to  forget  him — ^in  vain, 
in  vain.  The  glanees  of  those  beaming  eyes 
which  fill!  together  on  one  central  point  are  not 
moreinseparate  than  the  fate  of  Ohebhard  Trnch- 
ses  and  your  own.  'Tis  written  above,  below,  in 
heaven  and  earths  ye  are  one  and  the  same  for 
ever  !  Now,  even  while  I  speak  to  you  " — and 
at  these  words  the  Italian  raised  his  arms  with 
the  slow  imposing  motion  of  pretended  inspira- 
tion, as  he  turned  his  looks  up  towards  the 
glimmering  starlight — '^  this  very  instant  I  see 
the  light  of  returning  consciousness  revealed  to 
your  lover's  brain.  He  throws  out  his  ardent 
gaze  to  find  you  present— his  bosom  pants  to 
know  that  your'*s  heaves  in  sympathy  with  his— 
and  he  is  right — he  is  assured.  The  blessed 
balm  of  confident  affection  is  in  both  your  hearts 
this  moment,  healing  all  wounds,  and  o£fering 
incense  to  love's  power  !  Then  hesitate  no  more 
— give  yourself  to  my  guidance.     Come,  Agnes, 
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come— and  let  me  lead  you  to  that  Burest  heaven 
of  happmess,  a  faithful  lover^s  arms!" 

As  the  Italian  accompanied  these  words  with 
an  attempt  to  lead  Agnes  with  him,  she  started 
back  and  repelled  him  with  both  hands.  The 
questionable  nature  of  his  proposal  aroused  the 
whole  strength  of  modest  apprehension  within 
her,  and  she  exclaimed,  clasping  her  hands  and 
looking  to  heaven, 

*<  Oh,  why  am  I  exposed  to  this  seduction  ! 
where  are  the  natural  guardians  of  my  weakness, 
to  shield  me  in  this  hour  of  trial  !^^ 

The  cunning  Italian  saw  that  his  point  was 
gained.  He  had  touched  her  feelings  in  their 
keenest  sense,  and  all  in  favour  of  his  object. 
He  promptly  followed  up  his  advantage. 

**  You  doubt  me,  you  have  some  misgivings, 
as  to  the  nature  of  my  thoughts  !^^  said  he,  in  a 
tone  of  reproachful  regret.  '^  Have  I  deserved 
this  ?  Hear  me  then  awhile.  The  feeling  that 
urged  you  to  come  here  this  night,  as  you  be- 
lieved on  your  friend'^s  errand,  was  the  spell  of 
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your  own  destiny.  I  am  but  an  instrument  in 
the  hands  of  fate  which  points  the  way.  But  Ae, 
he  waits  with  throbbing  heart  and  open  arms, 
to  receire  his  heaven-destined  bride,  to  offer  his 
rank,  his  state,  his  soid  for  her  acceptance.  I 
speak  his  very  words— the  words  he  has  autho- 
rized me  to  repeat.  Can  you,  then,  hesitate  to 
become  the  wife  of  this  powerful  prince,  this 
impassioned  lover  ?     I  woo  you  in  his  name.^ 

Agnes  felt  the  full  influence  of  this  speech, 
uttered  with  every  possible  effect  of  emphasis 
and  accent.  Her  head  swam  and  her  heart  beat 
high.  The  word  tot/i?,  with  all  its  magic  host 
of  bright  associations,  seemed  ringing  in  a  thou- 
sand echoes  in  her  mind.  The  Italian's  magical 
power  over  other^s  thoughts  was  never  more 
clearly  proved ;  but  in  this  case,  as  in  most 
others,  the  spell  was  in  the  predisposed  state  of 
feeling  on  which  he  worked.  Scotus  waited 
awhile,  and  then  resumed, 

**  Ah,  will  not  those  stubborn  and  mistaken 
virtues  yield  to  their  own  happiness !     What 
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more  can  I  say  ?  Would  your  two  brothers' 
united  influence  accomplish  what  I  can- 
not ?'' 

**  Oh,  would  that  Christopher  were  here  !^ 

**  And  Ernest,  would  not  he,  too,  sanction 
your  marriage?^ 

*^  Alas,  I  fear  he  never  would  T 

^^  You  fear  his  refusal — ^then  you  wish  for 
bis  consent  ?*' 

^*  I  did  not  say  so — I  meant  not  to  go  so  far 
^to  give  expression  to  any  wish  but  for  my 
brother's  presence.'*' 

^*  Praise  to  the  power  that  makes  me  the 
poor  means  of  meeting  any  wish  of  a  being  like 
you.  Your  brother  Christopher  is  now,  this 
very  instant,  in  yonder  palace,  with  heart  and 
soul  intent  on  the  accomplishment  of  your 
marriage !" 

*^  Here!  Christopher  here!  oh,  you  sport 
with  me  too  far.  Count  Scotus — spare  roe  this 
excessive  trial.'^ 

*^  By  Heavens  I  speak  the  truth !  one  mi* 
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nute  Bhall  see  you  in  his  arms,  if  you  will  but 
return  to  my  apartments.**' 

«  And  Ernest  ?" 

**  Ere  your  embraces  of  one  brother  are  un- 
clasped I  will  bring  the  other  to  you."*^ 

**  But  he,  alas!  will  only  thwart  what  that 
other  might  hope  to  effect." 

'*  Leave  that  to  my  care,  lovely  countess ;  I 
promise  you  that  Ernest  himself  shall  this  very 
night  consent  to,  at  least,  if  he  does  not  prove 
the  most  strenuous  to  urge,  your  marriage 
with  the  elector.'^ 

^^  Be  this  influence  over  others  the  gift  of 
nature  or  the  work  of  magic  you  are  indeed 
most  wonderful  r*  exclaimed  Agnes,  now  taking 
the  Italian'*s  proffered  arm.  She  stepped  for- 
ward with  him  in  the  direction  of  the  palace, 

t 

but  before  she  had  proceeded  a  dozen  yards 
the  intensity  of  her  various  feelings  became  too 
much  for  her.  She  faltered  and  stopped;  and 
leaning  on  Scotus  for  support,  she  at  length 
burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 
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What  thoughts,  what  wishes,  what  intendons 
flashed  in  quick  coruscations  on  the  dark  mind 
of  the  Italian,  while  this  beautiful  and  innocent 
being  sobbed  convulsivelj  on  his  should^ ,  his 
arm  insidiously  around  her,  and  the  mellowed 
richness  of  her  figure  thus  almost  within  his 
very  clasp  ?  Whatever  they  might  be,  the 
rapid  sensitiveness  of  Agnes  was  in  a  moment 
or  two  aroused,  either  by  her  own  innate  per- 
ceptions, or  by  some  not-to-be-mistaken  evi- 
dence of  emotion  on  his  part.  The  effect  on 
her  was  a  curdling  thrill  of  disgust ;  but  not 
from  mawkish  prudery,  or  unwomanly  coldness. 
For  be  it  remembered  that  four-and-twenty 
hours  previously  she  had  received  and  given 
back,  with  unscrupulous  delight,  the  impas- 
sioned embraces  of  another. 

A  very  few  minutes  more  saw  Agnes  in  one 
of  the  Italian^s  suite  of  rooms ;  the  well  known 
blue-embossed  and  silver  mounted  casket  fairly 
in  the  Duchess  of  Saxe  Coburg*s  hands,  and  she 
gazing  through  tears  of  joy,  first  on  her  re- 
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coyered  treasures  then  on  the  beloved  friend 
who  had  restored  them  to  her,  and  dividing  on 
both  kisses  which  had  all  the  warmth  of  full- 
grown  ardour  mixed  with  the  levity  of  child- 
hood. 

This  scene  was  soon  broken  in  upon,  by  the 
entrance  of  Christopher  de  Mansfeldt  ushered 
in  by  Scotus.    A  mutual  exclamation  of  delight 
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burst  from  both  brother  and  sister  as  they 
rushed  into  each  others^  arms,  almost  doubting 
this  realisation  of  their  intense  longing.  Scotus 
and  the  secretary  immediately  retired;  and 
while  the  latter  kept  a  sort  of  running  watch, 
between  the  door  of  the  chamber  which  con- 
tained the  delighted  group,  and  that  of  the 
elector's  closet  which  opened  into  the  corridor, 
the  Italian  had  proceeded  to  the  room  which 
had  served  for  Ernest's  long  day  of  prison. — 
He  entered  and  found  the  latter  worn  out  with 
anxiety,  yet  almost  wild  with  joy  at  seeing  hit 
self-named  patron  again. 

'*  Ah !  my  friend,  how  have  I  laboured  in 


256  AGNES    DE   MAM8FELDT. 

your  service — and  alas,  I  fear  how  hopelessly  T 
exclaimed  Sootus,  hastily  receiving  Emesfs 
embraces,  and  flinging  himself  as  if  utterly  ex* 
hausted  on  a  couch. 

<*  I  know  all  you  would  ask  me/'  resumed 
he,  giving  Ernest  no  time  for  inquiry  or  remark 
— **  I  have  found  her,  after  a  long  day  of  search, 
and  where  think  you  ?  why  in  this  vary  palace, 
where  she  came  voluntarily,  of  her  own  good 
will,  and  where  at  this  moment,  in  league  with 
the  Duchess  Anne  and  your  brother  Christo- 
pher, she  is  making  preparations  for  the  wed« 
ding." 

*<0h,  Agnes,  Agnes!  Lost  to  me  then  for 
ever,***  sobbed  forth  De  Mansfeldt,  sinking  on  a 
chair  and  looking  so  lamentable  that  the  Italian 
could  scarcely  have  commanded  his  countenance 
at  any  time  less  pregnant  with  eventful  matter. 

"  Aye,  for  ever  and  ever,^'  said  he  briskly, 
^*  if  you  have  not  nerve,  moral  nerve  enough  to 
enter  into  a  plan  which  I  have  formed,  and  to 
carry  it  through.'' 
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<^  Ob,  tdl  it  to  me,  I  am  ready  for  anything 
that  may  secure  my  sister  to  me.**^ 

**  In  the  first  place,  then,  you  must  deny — 
and  if  you  choose  you  may  root  the  fact  out  of 
your  mind — ^that  she  is  your  sister." 

"  How !  Agnes  not  my  sister !" 

**  Now  tell  me  honestly.  Count  Ernest,  have 
you  never  felt  something  whispering  loudly  in 
your  heart  that  you  •were  not  a  Mansfeldt  ?^' 

"  Not  a "" 

<*  That  the  warm  blood  whose  eddies  boiled 
eternally  towards  Agnes  was  not  the  same  by 
nature  as  that  with  which  it  longed  to  mix? 
That  christian  men  love  not  their  sisters  with  a 
carnal  love  ?  That  religion  shrinks  aghast,  and 
that  morals  would  hide  their  face,  from  the 
spectacle  of  a  brother  binding  his  own  flesh  and 
blood  in  a  vow  which  falls  little  short  of  a  mar- 
riage contract  ?^ 

«•  A  marriage "" 

**  That  you  never  could  have  done  all  this — 
that  nature  had  revolted  within  you  at  the  very 
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first  Step,  had  you  not  been  in  fact  an  alien  to 
the  noble  house  you  represent— of  rank  more 
high  perhaps,  that  matters  not— -but  one  removed 
in  infancy  from  your  own  natural  cradle,  and 
surreptitiously  placed  in  one  that  was  not  your 
birthright?  Some  wandering  Egyptians  were 
the  most  likely  agents  in  this  foul  transaction, 
which  gave  you,  'tis  true,  the  inheritance  of  a 
fine  title  and  an  estate  nine-tenths  squandered, 
but  robbed  you  of  the  rapturous  right  to  make 
Agnes  de  Mansfeldt  your  bride,  a  possession 
worth  the  empire  !  Have  you  had  no  warnings 
of  all  this  ?  Are  you  not  now  ready  to  act  on 
it  ?  Answer  me  quickly,  or  you  are  too  late — 
Time  flies.'' 

0 

^<  I  cannot,  Count  Scotus,  answer  such  a 
wild  mass  of  fiction  heard  now  for  the  first 
time.     I  cannot  see  your  drift — ^" 

*<  Then,  by  Heavens,  I  cannot  find  eyes  for 
one  so  blind  !  But  at  any  rate  you  can  hear*- 
then  mark  me!  Your  incestuous  designs  on 
Agnes — ^nay  hear  me  out — ^will  be  to-morrow 
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the  oommon  talk  of  Germany,  her  best  excuse 
for  flying  to  the  elector^s  arms,  the  total  blast- 
h^  of  your  character  !  I  offer  you  a  plan  and 
my  assistance  for  your  own  justification,  and 
the  possession  of  that  model  of  beauty  for  which 
you  pine  and  die,  despite  of  all  your  pious 
resistance  to  the  passion  which  consumes 
you." 

**  Count,  count,  this  is  monstrous — I  feel  no 
passion,  nothing  of  the  kind "^ 

**  You  do,  you  do,  my  friend,  although  you 
know  it  not.  I  see  this  moment  the  false  lustre 
of  eye  which  carries  death  to  the  possessor. 
I  mark  you  shrivelling  away  in  the  fierce 
struggle " 

*♦  I  have  no  struggle "" 

*^  Yes,  yes,  you  have,  and  you  sink  fast 
under  it.  Will  you  then  brave  religious 
scruples,  the  world^s  scorn,  her  own  repugnance, 
and  carry  her  off — I  have  the  means  at  hand — 
forcing  her  to  the  bridal  bed,  and  then  we  can 
easily  forge  documents  that  nothing  may  gain- 
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say— you  know  my  skill  already  to  prove  the 
whole  of  what  you  call  a  fiction,  and  secure  yoa 
the  bliss  you  so  well  merit,  and  so  desperately 
languish  for  ?'' 

**  Oh,  gracious  Heaven  protect  me  from  this 
frightful  plot!^  exclaimed  the  terror-stricken 
de  Mansfeldt,  springing  up  and  striding  to  the 
furthest  comer  of  the  room.  <<  I  feel  my  blood 
running  cold,  and  my  heart  is  cramped.  Oh, 
what  a  hideous  proposition  you  have  made  to 
me !  Can  this  really  be  Count  Scotus,  the 
sworn  friend  of  my  family,  who  suggests  this 
diabolical  scheme  ?  Has  my  conduct  indeed 
brought  down  those  accursed  imputations  on 
myself,  those  frightful  suspicions  on  Agnes  P 
Oh,  let  me  lose  her  for  ever,  sooner  than  risk 
this  terrible  stigma — ^let  me  at  once  deliver 
myself  up  to  the  vengeance  of  her  libertine 
seducer — ^let  me  be  racked  with  a  thousand 
deaths,  to  expiate  this  even  involuntary  guilt ! 
Has  my  pure  affection  merited  this  construc- 
tion ?    Has    my    life    given  warrant  for  it  ? 
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Count  Scotus  tell  me  what  could  have  put   all 
tbia  into  your  bead  ?^ 

*^  My  knowledge  of  the  human  heart — ^you 
may  not  be  aware  of  what  is  working  in  your^s,** 
replied  the  Italian  coolly. 

'*  Good  God  I  Can  I  be  such  a  wretch  ? 
Better  then  to  die  at  once,  and  rid  my  dear 
sister  of  such  a  monster  from  her  path  of  Ufe  P* 

'^  Much  better  to  help  her  on  with  a 
brotherly  hand ;  to  give  her  to  the  man  who 
only  waits  your  consent  to  wed  her  honourably 
and  endow  her  richly;  to  forward  your  own 
fortune  in  insuring  her^s,  and  free  ye  both  from 
the  dead  weight  of  an  engagement  which,  but 
to  yourselves,  carries  a  damning  evidence  of 
guilt," 

"I  agree  in  every  word — but  what  has 
changed  you  so?  You  who  so  strenuously 
opposed  this  marriage  ?^ 

*'  No  matter,  no  matter,  I  did  not  then  know 
what  the  world  said  of  you,  or  what  you  really 
fdit  or  intended,  or— but  that  is  no  matter  now. 
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Will  you  act  up,  and  on  the  spot,  to  your 
present  conviction,  and  join  your  sister  and 
your  brother,  and  your  common  friend  the 
duchess,  and  meet  the  enamoured  elector  by 
and  bye,  to  give  a  joint  consent? 

^  Oh,  yes,  willingly,  anxiously*— there  is  no- 
thing else  left  for  me  but  this  desperate  alter- 
native. But  do  you  think  me  safe  in  trusting 
myself  to  Truchses?  Will  you  promise  me 
your  protection  ?" 

**  To  be  sure  I  will^  against  man  or  demon — 
but  in  this  case  you  need  it  not.  Now  let  us 
lose  no  time.^' 

Ernest  traversed  a  couple  of  chambers  with 
the  Italian  for  his  guide,  not  quite  unappre- 
hensive of  some  lurking  enemy  behind  the  loose 
and  faded  tapestry  ;  but  his  heart  swelled  with 
joy  when  he  heard  the  voice  of  his  brother  in  a 
neighbouring  room  ;  and  the  moment  that  saw 
him  once  more  embracing  Agnes — and  with  afeel- 
ing  more  really  fraternal  than  ever  he  knew  be- 
fore— was  perhaps  thehappiesthehadev^r  passed. 
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A  scene  of  rapid  discussion  and  brief  ex- 
planation took  place.  Scotus  took  care  to  mix 
in  and  manage  it  in  just  such  a  way  as  to  leave 
his  own  conduct  in  an  apparent  aspect  of 
candour,  cleverness,  and  general  benevolence, 
in  which  every  individual  present  with  Ernest's 
exception  was  disposed  to  view  it ;  and  as  for 
him«  he  was  now  of  too  small  importance  to  the 
great  result  to  make  his  opinion  of  any  material 
value. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

It  was  exactly  twelve  oVlock  on  tbe  night  of 
the  transactions  just  recorded,  when  Jofaan  Hil- 
paert  the  chief  burgomaster  of  Cologne,  Her- 
man Oppenheit  his  colleague,  Ludwig  Bender 
and  Christian  Zomerhausen  two  of  the  town 
council,  and  the  learned  syndic  of  the  city,  met 
in  select  and  secret  conclave  in  one  of  the  pri- 
vate rooms  of  the  town  house,  to  debate  <m  cer- 
tain matters  of  moment,  touching  the  electorate 
at  large  and  the  interests  of  the  city  in  particu- 
lar. These  worthy  burghers  were  among  die 
most  determined  enemies  of  Ghebhard  Truchses, 
and  the  system  of  which  he  was  the  enKgfatened 
and  persevering  patron.    They  were  thorough- 
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going  conservativesy  sturdy  sticklers  for  the 
preservatioii  of  abuses  on  which  they  lived  and 
throve;  and  on  all  possible  occasions  endea- 
vouring to  confirm  others  in  the  prejudices 
vhich  they  had  inherited  from  their  forefathers 
for  several  generations. 

^^  Well,  my  good  masters/'  exclaimed  the 
chief  magistrate,  as  he  entered  the  room  where 
the  others  were  assembled,  ^'  Here  I  am, punc- 
tual as  the  clapper  which  strikes  midnight  this 
very  moment  on  the  great  bell  of  St.  Genevieve.'* 

''  And  as  noisy  as  the  one  and  as  empty  as 
the  other,^  whispered  Oppenheit  to  the  syndic 
(for  jealousy  and  envy  found  its  way  into  the 
feelings  of  those  political  associates)  while  the 
rest  welcomed  the  new  comer  and  complimented 
him  on  his  being  so  well  up  to  time. 

"  Now,  fellow-citizens,'*  resumed  the  burgo- 
master, ^*  let  us  to  the  subject  of  debate,  for 
truth  to  tell  frau  Hilpaert  looked  with  an  angry 
eye  when  I  left  my  house,  and  vowed  she  would 
sit  up  till  my  return.^ 

VOL.  II.  N 
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<^  The  worthy  dame  knows  well  your  truant 
ways,  neighbour  Johan,^  said  Zomerhausen, 
with  a  chuckle. 

^^  Aha !  friend  Christian,  art  thou  satirical 
and  slanderous  to-night  ?  Take  care,  take  care 
that  I  do  not  retort,  and  give  a  hint  to  your 
good  dame  about  the  little  Jewess  close  to  the 
Kirch-gasse."" 

"  I  defy  your  worship,  I  defy  you — I  am 
well  known  to  hate  the  whole  race  of  Jews,  and 
more  especially  the  father  of  little  Zillah.^ 

"  Yes,  and  like  a  good  Christian  thou  makest 
amends  to  the  daughter  for  thy  ill-will  to  the 
sire — is  not  that  it  ?"" 

"  Whatever  you  like,  your  worship,  I  can 
bear  all  your  raillery,  for  I  can  truly  say  I 
never  keep  my  frau  waiting." 

*'  Then  thou  art  a  miracle  of  a  man,  friend 
Christian,  and  thy  wife  may  well  be  called  a 
welUserved  gentlewoman." 

*<  Good,  good  !  give  over  neighbour  Zomer- 
hausen — youll  get  nothing  but  hard  knocks  in 
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an  encounter  of  wit  with  his  worship — ^good, 
good !  ha,  ha,  ha  r  exclaimed  Ludwig  Bender, 
a  constant  feeder  at  the  burgbmaster^s  table,  the 
official  laugher  at  his  jokes,  and  the  defender  of 
all  his  measures  in  the  council. 

^*  Methinks  this  light  talk  is  scarcely  meet  for 
the  serious  business  we  have  in  hand,  brother 
EUlpaert,*^  said  Oppenheit,  with  a  scowl. 

**  Tut,  tut !  brother  Herman,  donH  look  so 
grave,  or  throw  a  gloom  over  the  star-light 
which  was  just  clearing  the  heavens  as  I  came 
in.  We  must  io  business,  with  gay  hearts,  clear 
heads—'* 

<^  And  comforted  stomachs,  say  I, — ^your 
worship  will  pardon  the  interruption — and 
therefore  I  commend  ye  all  to  this  bowl  of 
spiced  hippocras,^  said  Zomerhausen. 

<'  A  happy  thought,  friend  Christian,  and 
the  cordial  is  even  less  likely  than  your  worthy 
helpmate  to  be  kept  waiting,^  replied  Hilpaert, 
dipping  a  glass  into  the  bowl. 

•*  Good,   good !    your    worship's    wit    flows 

n2 
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freely  to*night,'^  cried  Bender,  following  the 
example. 

'^  And  thou,  kind  Ludwig,  art  I  see,  as  ready 
as  ever  to  draw  thine  at  the  same  source.'" 

^*  Ha,  ha,  ha !  good,  excellent  good  r* 

^^  The  wine  or  the  wit,  Master  Bender?'" 
growled  Herman  Oppenheit. 

^  Both,  most  respected  second  burgomast^,*" 
replied  the  parasite,  ^'  The  one  comes  from  his 
worship^s cellar  and  the  other  from  his  brain; 
and  let  me  tell  you  tliat  each  is,  in  its  way,  tbe 
fountain  head." 

^^  Which  is  a  good  place  whereat  to  draw 
water,  but  scarcely  so  for  wine,  Ludwig,"  said 
Hilpaert,  helping  himself  again. 

'«  Ha,  ha,  ha  !''  chuckled  Bendw,  '^  but  while 
your  worship  drinks  after  this  fashioD,  and  tbe 
good  wine  mounts  to  your  head,  you  need  not 
fear  water  on  the  brain,  at  any  rate.**^ 

<^  Pray,  pray,  brother  Hjlpaert,  let  ua  stop 
the  filtering  of  this  foolery  and  proceed  to  buai- 
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ness,"  cried  Oppenheit,  impatiently,  and  empty- 
ing the  glass  which  he  too  had  filled. 

'*  To  business,  then,  to  business,  but  let  us 
keep  our  tempers.^ 

^^  What,  such  a  bad  one  as  the  second  burgo- 
master's r*  exclaimed  Bender. 

*'  Come,  come,  brother  Oppenheit  and  friend 
Ludwig,  no  bickering,  no  bickering,^  said  Hil- 
paert,  stopping  the  retort  which  he  saw  rising  in 
his  colleague's  throat.  '*  Let  us  leave  that  to 
our  heretic  enemies  in  the  chaptar.  We  must 
all  pull  together — ^fiU  one  bumper  more  my 
friends— -and  stick  to  each  other  closely  in  the 
common  cause.  Now,  good  Master  Syndic, 
please  to  unroll  your  papers,  and  get  your  pen 
out  of  Its  case  to  note  down  our  resolutions. 
Take  seats,  my  masters,  and  let's  to  business." 

The  burgomaster  threw  off  his  Minevar-lined 
and  overlapped  cloak  as  he  spoke  these  words, 
settled  his  ruff  round  his  neck  with  an  air  of 
important  preparation,  pulled  down  the  fhps  of 
his  doublet,  eased  the  brass-studded  leathern  belt 
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which  bound  his  portly  waist,  and  took  posses- 
sion of  the  stuffed  arm-chair  at  the  head  of  the 
table.  His  companions  made  their  respective 
preparations,  and  occupied  the  seats  at  either 
side;  the  taciturn  syndic  trimming  the  lamp 
which  stood  in  the  middle,  and  spreading  his 
writing  materials  before  him. 

<<  Now,  good  my  friends  and  fellow-citisEens, 
having  all  well  matured  our  notions  on  the 
great  events  which  are  about  to  burst  out  in 
the  electorate,  this  is  the  final  silting  of  us, 
the  most  worshipful  secret  committee  of  the 
general  town  council  of  Col(^[ne,  to  decide  on 
the  measures  to  be  put  in  force  to-monow, 
that  glorious  day  which  is  to  see  the  overthrow 
of  our  arch»tyranl,  and  the  consolidation  of  our 
rights  and  privileges  as  by  law  established.** 

^*  Good,  good !"  cried  Bender. 

*^  Yes,  my  worthy  friend,  you  are  right,  it 
is  good,"  continued  the  burgomaster,  warmed 

« 

by  his  sycophant's  praise,  <'  right  good  to  see 
men  resolved  to  stand  by  their  privileges^' — 
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^'And  by  each  other,^  observed  Zomer- 
hausen. 

^  Don*t  interrupt  me,  friend  Christian ! — 
Resolved  to  stand  and  to  fall,  in  upholding  the 
usages  and  customs  of  thdr  country,  and  the-— 
the  customs  and  usages  of  their  forefathers. 
Never,  fellow-citizens,  shaU  it  be  said  that  the 
men  of  Cologne  were  backwards  in  coming 
forwards  in  such  a  mighty  cause.  Never  shall 
a  haughty  sovereign,  a  heretic  in  his  heart  and 
a  tyrant  in  his  intentions — ^let  him  go  to  mass 
ever  so  regularly,  or  act  for  the  good  of  the 
people  ever  so  much-*never  shall  such  a  so- 
vereign keep  a  free  people  in  chains.'^ 

<'  Excellent  good !'' 

^^  Hush,  Master  Bender,  and  let  our  chief 
magistrate  finish  his  luminous  speech,'"  said 
Oppenheit,  with  a  sneer,  which  the  syndic 
acknowledged  by  a  wink. 

<<  And  now,^  resumed  Hilpaert,  *^  now  that 
I  have  opened  the  business  of  this  our  secret 
and  extraordintt'y  sitting,  I  leave  the  way  clear 
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for  such  as  wish  to  follow  on  the  same-side  of 
the  question,  being  resolved  to  maintain  the 
right  of  free  discussion  as  long  as  I  have  the 
honour  to  fill  this  chair.*^ 

<<  With  a  most  unwieldy  mass  of  flesh  and 
a  proportionate  explosion  of  fbllj,'^  whispered 
his  colleague  to  the  syndic,  who  thereupon 
pursed  up  his  lips,  and  strove  to  twist  them 
into  a  sidelong  smile. 

^^  Brother  Oppenheit^  you  have,  in  right  of 
your  office,  which  is  only  second  to  my  own  in 
dignity,  the  priority  of  speech — ^What  have  you 
to  say  ?" 

*^What  have  your  eloquence  and  wisdom 
left  me  to  say.  Brother  Hilpaert,  but  that 
I  agree  with  your  sentiments,  espouse  your 
opinions,  and  think  the  sooner  we  proceed  to 
business  the  better?'^ 

^*  To  business  !  is  not  this  business,  may  I 
ask  your  worshipful  respectability  ?  Ts  it  not 
business  to  have  our  minds  fixed  and  our  hearts 
braced    up,    by    the    exciting  words   of  his 
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worship  the  chief  burgomaster  ?"  asked  Ludwig 
Bender. 

"  Yes,"  cried  Zomerhausen,  who  wriggled  on 
his  seat  with  impatience  to  begin  his  oration, 
'*  I  think  it  is,  and  business  of  the  right  sort 
too^  whatever  our  worthy  second  burgomaster 
may  think.  And  I  am  bold  to  say  that  this  is  no 
time  for  flinching  and  wavering,  when  a  great 
blow  is  to  be  struck.  What !  shall  we  wait  to 
be  crushed  altogether  by  the  tyraqny  that  this 
reforming  prelate  is  letting  loose  upon  usP 
Shall  we  suffer  innovation  to  sap  our  founda- 
tions, and  have  our  venerable  institutions  puU^ 
about  our  ears  ?  Shall  we  allow  this  elector  to 
have  our  children  taught  more  than  we  know 
ourselves,  to  fasten  down  the  rising  generation 
to  desks  and  benches,  and  encourage  them  to 
laugh  at  us  and  their  other  ancestors,  for  our 
ignorance  of  the  new-fangled  trash  tba^  they 
are  to  be  crammed  with  ?  Did  our  fathers,  or 
our  grandfathers,  or  their  grandfathers  know 
how  to  read  or  write,  eh  ?  and  did  not  the 

v3 
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world  wag  as  well  in  their  days  as  in  our's? 
Did  it  not  always  go  round  ?  Have  Guttenberg, 
Fust,  or  Schoeffer  with  all  their  types  and 
presses  changed  its  course?  Then  shall  we, 
the  notables  of  this  great  city,  stand  quiet  while 
we  are  shoved  from  our  seats  by  the  raff  and 
rubbish  we  have  so  long  ruled  over?  Must 
our  delightful  banquets  be  opened  to  every 
hungry  citizen  who  has  hitherto  only  had  the 
privilege  of  paying  the  bill  ?  Why  should  our 
old  established  customs  be  changed?  What 
harm  do  we  do  to  any  one  by  holding  fast  to 
the  rights  which  were  handed  down  to  us  by 
our  progenitors  ?  We  are  told  by  this  tyrant 
sovereign  of  ours  that  we  owe  a  debt  to  pos- 
terity. Indeed !  What  did  posterity  ever 
lend  us  ?  In  which  of  your  books,  my  fellow- 
citizens,  is  posterity  to  be  found  at  the  credit 
side  P  But  let  me  tell  you,  my  friends,  that 
we  are  posterity.  Perhaps  you  never  thought 
of  that.  Yes,  we  are  posterity,  and  we  will  in 
our  justice  do  for  our  posterity  what  our  an- 
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cestors  in  their  wisdom  did  for  their's — ^that  is 
for  us. — ^We  will  stick  to  our  old  customs,  and 
our  vested  rights,  and  our  holy  religion,  and 
leaye  an  example  behind  us,  like  those  who  went 
before  us,  for  those  who  come  after  us,  and 
who  shall  never  overtake  us,  if  we  can  prevent 
them  from  treading  on  our  heels  !  And  now, 
most  worshipful  chief  burgomaster,  I  have 
finished.'^ 

"Good  Master  Syndic,  have  you  taken 
down  the  words  of  my  own  and  the  other 
worthy  committee-men'^s  speeches  ?*"  asked  Hil- 
paert. 

**The  sense,  not  the  exact  words,  your 
worship."** 

"So,  Master  Syndic,  you'll  be  indicted 
under  the  new  reform  for  holding  a  sinecure,"' 
said  Oppenheit  in  an  under  tone,  giving  at 
the  same  time  a  nudge  with  his  elbow  to  his 
learned  neighbour;  and  the  latter  displayed 
a  contortion  of  countenance  thereat. 

"  I  beg  your  worship's  pardon,'*  said  Zomer- 
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hausen,  starting  up  again,  as  though  be  had 
just  found  some  loose-scattered  memoranda  on 
his  brain — ^*  I  forgot,  that  is  to  say  1 1^  out, 
or  omitted,  or  as  one  may  say  put  aside  an  ob- 
servation, which  is,  I  may  venture  to  flatter 
myself,  of  some  importance  to  this  great  ques- 
tion. I  therefore  take  leave  to  remark  that 
we  must — we  ought — that  is  we  are  bound  to 
hold  fast  to  our  rights  and  privil^es — and 
that  the  dues,  duties,  tolls,  and  taxes,  which 
we  levy  by  immemorial  prescription  on  the 
citizens,  are  as  much  our  corporate  pr(^)erty, 
as  the  blessed  impost  of  tithes  is  that  of  the 
holy  church,  or  the  private  domains  of  those 
pestilent  innovators  Nuenar,  Wissemburg, 
Kriechlingen  and  the  rest  are  thear  proper 
possessions,  and  that  any,  the  least  attempt  at 
composition,  commutation,  or  reduction,  such 
as  is  contemplated  by  the  heretical  tyrant  who 
for  the  time  rules  over  us  is  sacrilege  and  trea- 


son—"* 


"  So  think  I,"  said  Hilpaert. 
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**  And  I^'^  diimed  in  Bender. 

ct  -«^Ifi  Mciilege  and  treaaon  to  our  corpoeale 
jnimumlies^^  contiDued  Zomerhauaen,  ^^  and  I 
woidd  moreover  impress  on  ye  all,  my  worthy 
feUo^-ckiaens  and  feUow-labourers  in  the  great 
good  cause  of  conservatism^  on  ye  all  I  say, 
that  w^  are  as  may  be  said  posterity,  and  that 
we  ought  in  justice  to  do  for  our  posterity, 
what  our  ancestors  in  their  wisdom  did  for  their 
posterity—' 

«« Methinks»  good  Christian,  you  said  that 
before,^  remarked  Oppenheit,  drily. 

*^  No  matter  if  he  did,  worthy  colleague — ^a 
good  thing  may  be  said  twice  over,  to  stimulate 
our  honourable  zeal  in  the  holy  cause  of  con- 
servatism}? said  Hilpaert. 

<'  Which  the  elector  and  his  reforming  gang 
have  tkie.  ferocious  insolence  to  call  monopoly 
aud  abuse,"  added  Oppenheit,  in  a  tone  which 
seemed  to  insinuate  that  the  coarse  sense  of  the 
rough  and  sarcastic  burgher  admitted  the  truth 
of  tlie  imputation  he  affected  to  repudiate. 
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''  And  for  whicb  reason,^  said  Hilpaert,  con- 
sequentially, ^'  we  are  all  resolved  as  one  man 
to  overthrow  and  drive  out  the  arch  profligate 
and  his  noxious  crew — and  it  is  therefore  the 
decision  and  decree  of  this  secret  and  extra- 
ordinary committee  that  the  rising  of  the 
people  does  take  place  to-morrow  —  which 
means  this  blessed  day  of  St.  Urban,  May  the 
25th,  Anno  Domine,  1579 — ^for  it  is  now  near 
one  o'clock  in  the  morning — and  that  the  ne- 
gotiation already  opened  some  hours  agone  by 
our  secret  agent  with  the  mercenaries  of  Lieg- 
nitz  be  carried  into  effect  as  soon  as  the  officer 
deputed  to  treat  with  us  arrives — and  poix 
tauaend!  why  is  he  not  here  already  ?  and  that 
our  old  allegiance  is  hereby  and  henceforward 
declared  forfeited  and  null,  and  our  new  fidelity 
to  be  on  the  spot  pledged  to  his  Highness  Ernest 
of  Bavaria,  Prince-bishop  of  Liege,  our  sove- 
reign elector  that  is  to  be,  from  this  time  forth 
— and  so,  kind  Master  Syndic,  if  thou  hast 
already  inscribed  these  our  solemn  resolutions, 
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let*s  all  now  sign — for  his  highness  the  bishop 
will  not  much  longer  tarry  :  and  he  our  secret 
agent,  kiTown  only  to  his  highness  the  bishop 
and  to  me  as  head  of  the  corporation,  whose 
name  let  no  man  ask  for,  must  soon  be  here. 
Is  all  ready  for  signing  ?" 

^'  The  heads  are  all  down,  your  worship.^ 

'^  That's  just  what  our  tyrant  would  like  to 
be  able  to  say  of  the  town-council,  Master 
Syndic." 

'^Aba,  aha!  good,  good,  your  worship!" 
was  Ludwig  Bender's  very  original  comment- 
ary on  this  somewhat  unseasonable  joke  of  the 
burgomaster. 

^^  Now  my  worshipful  masters,  take  the  pen 
and  sign,  so  please  ye,^  said  the  syndic. 

^^  There  is  my  cross,^  said  Hilpaert,  putting 
his  mark. 

'^  And  mine,^^  added  Oppenheit. 

^<  So,  that  stands  for  me,  Ludwig  Bender .'^ 
"  And  there  is  the  token  of  my  consent,'^ 
exddmed    Zomerhausen,  throwing  down  the 
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pen  which  the  syndic  took  up  again,  to  certify 
the  authenticity  of  the  various  marks. 

^<Ah>  good  syndic,^  observed  Hilpaert, 
while  the  learned  clerk  was  writing*  *^  what  a 
lucky  thing  it  is  that  you  are  so  phlegmatic 
and  philosophical,  with  all  that  mass  of  learn- 
ing in  your  head  and  at  your  fingers^  ends.  If 
we  could  read  and  write  as  you  do»  what  iaa 
inflammatory  set  of  fellows  we  should  be! 
Heaven  protect  our  children  and  their  chil- 
dren from  the  incendiary  designs  of  those  re- 
formers !'' 

At  this  moment  a  knock  twice  repeated  was 
heard  against  the  iron  plate  which  was  nailed 
to  the  private  door  leading  from  the  street  to 
the  council-room. 

^'  They  are  come,  they  are  come,  that  is  the 
signal,^  said  one  of  the  party.'  Another  called 
the  attendant  who  dozed  away  his  hour  of 
watch  in  the  anti-room  ;  and  in  a  moment  or 
two  more  the  door  was  opened,  and  three  in- 
dividuals entered  the  chamber.     One  of  these 
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was,  unthout  disguise  or  concealment,  the 
Ritter  Heinrich  Von  Sweinishai.  The  other 
two  wore  black  vdivet  masks;  but  one 
of  these  was  immediately  thrown  aside,  and 
the  naturally  harsh,  yet  affectedly  bland  and 
insinuating  expression  of  Ernest  of  Bavaria's 
countenance  was  exposed  to  the  admiring  gase 
of  the  party. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

The  citizens  received  the  intriguing  prelate 
with  profound  humility,  that  sort  of  sordid 
reverence  which  is  too  often  lavished,  even  in 
these  enlightened  times,  on  men  of  rank,  and 
which  naturally  generates  in  the  latter  an  over- 
insolent  pride  in  their  own  station,  and  a  deep 
contempt  for  its  idolaters. 

"  Most  gracious  and  reverend  prince,'^  said 
Hilpaert,  "  I  give  your  highness  welcome  and 
much  thanks  for  your  condescension,  in  the 
name  of  the  corporate  gratitude  and  fidelity 
of  the  town-council  of  this  good  city,  here  at 
this  present  time  assembled — '^ 

"  Represented,^' whispered  Oppenheit. 
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^^  That  is  to  say  represented,  in  the  person 
of  myself — ^the  chief  magistrate— and  those 
other  respectable  and  enlightened  burghers,  my 
good  friends  and  colleagues  in  the  due  govem- 
ment  of  the  same.  Be  it  therefore  known  to 
your  gracious  and  renowned  high-mightiness, 
that,  after  due  deliberation  and  sagacious  ex- 
amination we  have  unanimously  resolved  in  the 
name  of  our  fellow-citizens  leaving  to  the  rest 
of  the  electorate  to  follow  our  bright  example, 
that  our  allegiance  to  the  tyrant  Ghebhard  is 
from  this  hour  cancelled  and  void,  and  is 
henceforward  handed  over  in  full  and  ample 
possession  to  your  aforesaid  high-mightiness, 
your  heirs" 

**  Successors,  friend  Johan — his  reverence  is 
a  bishop  and  cannot  have  heirs,^'  whispered 
Oppenheit  glad  of  an  opportunity  of  putting 
his  colleague  out. 

*' — Your  high-mightiness's  successors— and 
and — ^hem !  and — so  forth,  and  so  forth,  and 
so  forth,^'   babbled    the   discomposed    burgo- 


284  AGKES   DB   MAKSFELDT. 

master,  who  never  could  recover  the  broken 
thread  of  his  labyrinthian  orations. 

*^  Excellent  good  P  exclaimed  Bender,  com- 
ing to  his  patron^s  relief. 

<*And,  gracious  and  reverend  prince,^  said 
Zomerhausen,  stepping  impatiently  forward, 
^*  If  an  humble  individual  like  myself,  totally 
unaccustomed  to  public  speaking^— 


« 


Worthy  citizens!  and,  as  I  may  T  trust 
already  call  ye,  faithful  subjects  !*'  said  the 
bishop,  promptly  placing  a  dam  before  the 
coming  flood  of  eloquence,  **  I  know  wdl  your 
sentiments,  and  I  will  not  do  ye  the  injustice  to 
require  a  new  expression  of  them.  Pray  be 
seated  all,  that  we  may  without  loss  of  time 
consult  on  the  measures  required  at  this  critical 
moment.'^ 

**'  He  might  have  heard  my  speech,  though,^ 
said  Zomerhausen  to  Oppenheit,  in  a  subdued 
voice,  and  with  a  crest-fallen  look,  as  they  each 
took  a  chair. 

**  And  not  be  a  bit  the  wiser,  friend  Chris- 
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tian/*  was  the  consolatory  reply,  to  which  it 
was  impossible  to  make  any  retort,  for  the 
bishop,  in  a  firm  and  decided  tone,  claimed  the 
attention  of  his  listeners  to  the  statement  which 
he  rapidly  made  of  the  forces  he  had  at  hand, 
and  the  means  by  which  he  meant  to  put  them 
into  motion,  to  aid  the  popuhu:  movement 
which  was  to  burst  out  the  same  morning,  for 
the  dethronement  of  Ohebhard  .Truchses,  the 
seizure  of  his  person,  and  the  proclamation  of 
Emest^s  accession  to  the  electorate,  to  be 
confirmed  and  solemnized  by  the  concurrence 
of  the  plenipotentiaries  of  both  the  emperor 
and  the  pope,  who  were  prpvided  with  all  the 
official  documents  of  ban  and  anathema  for 
simultaneous  promulgation  on  the  occasicm. 

<^And  now,  my  kind  friends,^'  continued 
Bishop  Ernest,  '^  this  completion  of  our  long 
labours  wants,  for  a  due  winding  up,  only  the 
announcement  that  this  gallant  officer,  Ritter 
Heinrich  Von  Sweinishen,  the  chief  finance 
minister   of   his   highness,   my  royal  cousin 
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Prince  Henry  of  Liegnitz,  who  by  a  happy 
dispensation  of  Providence  has  opportunely 
arrived  among  us  at  this  crisis — ^this  gallant 
ojficer)  I  say,  in  the  name  and  with  the  full 
authority  of  his  royal  master,  has  promptly 
acceeded  to  the  proposition  of  this  my  noble 
— but  for  reasons  of  state— -disguised  friend,  to 
join  the  whole  force  of  his  levies  to  our  own, 
renouncing  the  attempted  tampering  with  his 
highnesses  independent  and  disinterested  high 
principles,  already  essayed  by  your  arch-enemy, 
whom  we  may  now  call  the  late  Elector  of 
Cologne.'^^ 

'^  Long  live  Ernest  of  Bavaria  !'^  cried 
Hilpaert,  plunging  his  goblet  into  the  bowl, 
which  had  been  replenished  by  the  attendant 
and  of  which  the  bishop  had,  half  haughtily 
half  coniplaisantly,  already  refused  to  partake. 

^*  Ernest  for  ever  f  echoed  Bender,  drinking 
deeply. 

"  Hurra !  huzza  !  huzza !  hurra  r  shouted 
he  others,  each  quaffing  a  bumper  the  while. 
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**  Hush,  hush !  prudence,  my  over*zealous 
friends  T  said  the  bishop,  ^^  the  time  is  not  yet 
come  for  this  heart-gladdening  avowal.  Some 
hours  hence  I  hope  to  hear  the  streets  ringing 
with  your  shouts-*  and  I  pledge  myself  in 
advance  to  proclaim  and  preserve  to  ye — as  I 
have  often  before  promised — all  your  rights, 
privileges,  and  immunities  as  by  law  esta- 
blished, and  by  long  usuage  sanctified,  and  as 
originally  decreed  by  the  wisdom  of  your 
ancestors." 

^^  Long  live  our  ancestors  f^  vociferated  Hil- 
paert,  with  reverential  and  tipsy  enthusiasm, 
and  the  others  chorussed  the  cry,  while  the 
bishop  smiled.  Bitter  Heinrich  twisted  his  mus- 
taehios,  and  the  black  mask  shook  as  if  the 
wearer  laughed  heartily  behind  it. 

"Now,  Master  Burgomaster,  and  worthy 
citizens,  listen  to  the  conditions  of  the  Bitter," 
said  the  bishop. 

"  Conditions !"  murmured  the  burghers  with 

one  voice. 
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**  Yes,  geDtlemen,  ooDditioDS.  You  did  not 
expect  that  my  royal  master  and  a  soveseiga 
prince,  was  to  condescend  to  join  the  cause  of 
a  corporation  without  a  due  equivalent  P*^  ex- 
claimed Ritter  Heinrich,  with  an  air  of  most 
perfect  disdain,  for  long  experience  told  him 
the  best  way  of  treating  with  the  vulgar  and 
sordid. 

**  In  such  a  cause  methinks  there  should  be 
no  demur,  when  the  point  at  stake  is  to  cripple 
the  means  of  the  arch-enemy — ^the  destroyer  of 
your  rights,  the  trampler  down  of  your  privi- 
leges— the  spoliator  of  your  immunitiefr—and 
to  strengthen  your  own  hands  for  the  overthrow 
of  his  tyranny,"  said  the  bishop. 

'^No,  certainly  not — by  no  means — pray, 
most  worshipful  Ritter,  let  us  hear  the  terms 
proposed  for  his  Highness  Prince  Henry ^8  ser- 
vices,^ said  Hilpaert. 

<<  Services  !'*  fiercely  ejaculated  the  Ritter<-» 
while  the  bishop  cast  a  dissatisfied  glance  at 
the  burgomaster,  and  the  man  in  the  vdvet 
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mask  started  back  and  threw  up  his  hands  with 
real  or  feigned  surprise. 

*^  Alliance  was  the  word  my  worthy  colleague 
would  have  used,"  remarked  Oppenheit. 

*<  Oh,  that  is  quite  a  different  thing  !^'  ex- 
claimed Yon  Sweinishen. 

**  Not  much   difference    methinks,    Master 
Syndic  if  they  are  to  be  equally  paid  for,*' 
whispered  Oppenheit. 
^  Umph  r  answered  the  syndic. 
*'  The  terms,  the  terms  ?^*  said  Hilpaert,  with 
a  hiccup  composed  chiefly  of  mulled  hippocras. 
*<  Speak  out,  noble  cavalier,  in  the  name  of 
your  royal  master,''  said  the  bishop. 

<^  In  obedience  to  the  orders  of  your  high- 
ness, and  in  hopes  of  producing  on  those  wor- 
shipful magistrates  a  due  impression  of  my 
master*8  moderation,  I  proceed  to  state  the  con- 
ditions on  which  he  graciously  condescends  to 
place  at  their  disposal  the  whole  of  his  imposing 
force  of  four  thousand  gallant  veterans,  ready 
to  turn  the  tide  of  the  coming  contest;  and 

YOL.   II.  o 
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with  a  due  and  ample  recruitm^it  thereof  the 
number  may  be  speedily  doubled,  tripled,  or 
quadrupled—" 

'^  At  our  expense,^'  muttered  Oppeoheit. 

'^  Aye,  my  master's  or  quiutufded,  so  as  to 
guarantee  this  noble  dty  against  any  possible 
attack  of  the  Dutch  troops  under  William  of 
Nassau,  of  any  marauding  excursion  from  the 
Spanish  forces  of  the  Prince  of  Parma,  or  bcm 
any  sudden  surprise  from  the  Protestant  allies 
of  this  tyrant  Truchses,  who  will  all  be  a-feot 
by  and  bye,  to  serve  themselves  under  pretext 
of  aiding  him."*' 

*^  These  are  but  remote  contingencies^  Herr 
Ritter,^  stammered  Hilpaert,  who  had  still,  in 
spite  of  the  spiced  wine,  sense  and  sight  enough 
left  to  see  clearly  through  that  particular 
species  of  mist  christened  since  his  days  nnysti- 
fication. 

Far.off  advantages,"  said  Bender. 
Littl&-to-be-dreaded  dangers,^'  growled  Zo- 
merhausen« 
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*^  Nothing  but  smoke,^'  growled  Oppenheit. 

*'  Umph !"  exclaimed  the  syndic. 

^^  But  then,  my  worshipful  masters,  there  is 
the  unmolested  navigation  of  the  Rhine  to  be 
secured  from  here  to  Holland,  and  fix>m  Hol« 
land  to  the  sea  and  thence  to— *^ 

^^  The  Antipodes,  if  we  had  ships  to  carry  us 
there  and  an  object  in  going*^  said  Oppenheit, 
more  briskly  than  usual.  *'  But  in  a  word, 
most  noble  Ritter,  what  does  your  master  ask 
for  the  hire  of  himself  and  his  men  to  aid  our 
present  purpose,  the  only  one  now  under  con- 
sideration ?" 

^  Well  then,  in  a  word,  and  since  hire  is  the 
word  you  insist  on,  worshipful  sir,  a  present  of 
ten  thousand  crowns  to  himself,  five  thousand 
to  be  distributed  among  his  officers,  a  largess 
of  as  many  more  to  his  men,  and  free  quarters, 
good  rations,  and  reasonable  pay  for  the  whole 
o{  his  legion  from  this  day  forth  during  the 
coDttBuance  of  the  war.'* 


o  2 
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^*A  most  disinterested  and  magnanimous 
prince/' snarled  Oppenheit. 

"  Very  !^  stammered  Hilpaert ;  while  the 
rest  of  the  party  stared  in  astonishment  at  those 
exorbitant  demands. 

*^  Gentlemen,  my  royal  master''s  sword  may 
turn  the  balance  just  now — and  both  scales  are 
open,^  said  the  Bitter. 

"  True,  and  it  seems  that  the  highest  bidder 
may  make  either  kick  the  beam,^'  replied  Op- 
penheit. *^  But  in  this  case  a  little  time  for 
deliberation  must  be  allowed.  Give  us  an  hour, 
Bitter,  and  we  shall  decide,  and  duly  return 
you  our  final  answer.  In  the  meantime  we  have 
mighty  things  on  hand.  The  various  sections 
of  the  city  will  be  early  a-foot,  and  much  is  to 
be  done  by  sunrise.  My  worthy  colleague 
here  seems  inclined  to  doze.*^ 

^*  Not  at  all,^  said  Hilpaert,  bouncing  up, 
*'  I  am  ready  for  action — I  shall  but  return  to 
my  wife  for  an  hour,  to  set  matters  to  right, 
and  then—'* 
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'*  You  will  be  as  ready  as  ever  to  do  wrong,** 
was  Oppenheif 8  half-audible  commentary. 

"  Then,  worthy  friend,  you  will  proceed  from 
family  to  public  duty,  like  a  giant  refreshed," 
said  the  bishop,  giving  into  the  humour  of  his  ci- 
tizen supporters,  and  himself  elated  to  the  high- 
est pitch  by  the  near  approach  of  what  he  had 
long  reckoned  on  as  an  assured  and  easy  triumph. 
In  his  many  stolen  visits  to  Cologne,  which 
from  the  devotion  of  the  town-magistrates  to 
his  cause,  were  matters  of  no  risk  or  difficulty, 
he  had  satisfied  himself  that  the  moment  the 
explosion  was  to  take  place  the  authority  of 
Truchses  would  be  overthrown.  In  the  whole 
city  the  latter  had  but  few  partisans,  and  those 
only  among  the  liberal  and  protestant  party  in 
the  chapter,  formed  of  the  aristocracy  of  the 
city  and  neighbourhood.  The  besotted  people 
were  almost  all  against  him,  worked  on  by  the 
numerous  and  bigotted  clergy,  and  supported 
in  their  hatred  and  hostility  to  their  sovereign 
by  every  possible  argument  addressed  to  theit 
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prejudices  and  their  cupidity.  The  Bidiop  tX 
Liege  held  at  its  true  value  the  promiaed  as- 
sistance of  Liegniiz^s  half-formed  and  widely- 
scattered  legion.  He  knew  that  Von  6win- 
nishen  asked  too  much,  but  he  was  also  coo^ 
vinced  that  he  would  abate  in  his  demand,  and 
he  cared  little  how  much  the  rich  dttzens,  his 
anticipated  subjects,  were  mulcted  for  the  ob- 
ject of  depriving  the  rival  he  wanted  to  supplant 
of  what  might  turn  out  after  all  a  troublesome 
acquisition  to  either  friends  or  foes.  He  had 
readily  admitted  to  his  presence,  at  the  secret 
rendezvous  where  his  adherents  were  assembled, 
the  Ritter  Heinrich,  who  had  been  with  such 
apparent  facility  won  over  to  listen  to  the  over* 
tures  of  the  secret  agent  by  whom  he  was  in- 
troduced to  the  bishop. 

Need  we  tear  the  mask  off  that  seiaet  agent^s 
face  P  No,  our  readers  will  admit  that  we  hare 
not  attempted  to  throw  any  mystery  over  the 
unmitigated  rascalities  of  Jerome  Scotus.  The 
following  ooversation  took  place  betwe^  him 
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and  his  reverend  and  all  but  royal  •employer, 
when  they  quitted  the  town  honse  and  wended 
their  way  towards  one  of  the  city-gates,  having 
left  the  five  members  of  the  secret  committee  to 
debate  on  the  Bitter's  proposal,  and  left  him 
free  to  follow  whatever  employment  he  chose  to 
sedc  during  the  hour  demanded  for  delibera- 
tion,  at  the  expiration  of  which  he  was  to  return 
for  his  answer. 

*'  Heaven  be  praised,  we  have  now  a  moment 
for  free  converse,  count !  I  am  beycmd  reach 
of  the  wine-flavoured  flattery  of  those  coarse 
burghers,  and  you  need  not  wear  a  mask  either 
on  your  face  or  your  thoughts.  Tell  me  then 
the  particulars  of  Qhebhard's  last  scene  of  ruin, 
for  you  have  assured  me  it  is  consummated,"^ 
said  the  bishop. 

*^  To  your  highnesses  heart's  content;  at  day^ 
break  he  will  be  bound  fast  to  a  wife,  and  as 
dosdy  wedded  to  utter  destruction,^  replied 
Seotus,  coolly. 

^*  Madman  and  renegade  at  once  i  How  well 
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« 

you  must  have  worked  od  him,  my  umrivalled 
friend,  my  right  arm  in  this  great  enterpris^ ! 
How  your  deepest  depths  of  knowledge  must 
have  been  fathomed !  Can  I  ever  repay  this 
wondrous  service  ?" 

^'  In  truth,  your  highness,  ^tis  not  amiss  that 
the  thought  of  remuneration  should  pass  across 
your  brain,  for  methinks  the  hour  of  my  reward 
is  fairly  come/' 

^*  So  think  I,  my  valued  friend,  and  you 
shall  not  find  me  ungrateful.  When  once  my 
hated  rival  is  fairly  netted " 

*^  He  is  so  now.  He  and  the  whole  of  that 
pestilent  crew  of  Mansfeldts,  brought  together 
into  his  palace  by  no  small  labour  on  my  part — 
Nuenar,  Kriechlingen,  all  to  a  man,  in  short, 
of  your  most  dangerous  enemies,  are  now  en- 
trapped and  only  waiting  to  be  crushed  by  one 
blow.^ 

'^  But  Truchses  has  not  yet  actually  set 
the  seal  on  his  perdition  by  his  final  act  of 
apostacy. — You  promised  me.  Count  Scotus, 
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that  you  would  see  him  married,  out  of  the 
pale  of  possible  redemption,  under  the  very  ban 
of  civil  and  religious  vengeance.  This  has  not 
yet  come  to  pass." 

**  Nor  shall  it,  I  fairly  tell  your  highness, 
till  I  am  settled  with  and  amply  paid.  Need  I 
boast  that  I  have  some  knowledge  of  the  minds 
of  men  ?  or  add  that  I  have  known  some  who 
falter  and  break  down  on  the  very  last  step  of 
their  most  important  undertakings?  Good  faith 
is  a  grand  quality  between  associates  in  any 
enterprise,  and  your  highness  will  idlow  that 
our's  has  been  no  common  one.^ 

^*  Bear  count,  respected  friend,  invaluable 
ally,  what  would  these  words  express  ?^ 

^'  Precisely  what  I  feel,  and  have  felt  for 
some  time  past,  your  highness — that  you  do  not 
come  to  the  point — that  I  have  done  my  duty 
in  your  cause,  well  and  with  eminent  success, 
and  that  I  expect  on  the  spot,  peremptorily  but 
most  respectfully,  the  full  measure  of  my  re- 
ward and  of  your  promise.*" 

o3 
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"  It  is  just,  it  is  just,  the  labourer  is  woitfay 
of  his  hire — but  how  is  it  possible  now,  in  this 
hour  of  confusion  and  intricacy  to  comply  with 
this  demand  for  prompt  payment  ?  There  are 
no  writing-materials  at  hand,  of  fitting  sort  for 
the  document  I  would  willingly  draw  up,  to 
pledge  myself  legally — since  it  seems  you  have 
doubts  of  my  honourable  and  princely  word — ^ 

^*  Heaven  forfend !  your  highness  cannot  sure 
suspect  me  of  such  irreverence — ^biit  these  are 
times  of  peril ;  to-day^s  doings  may  bring  many 
a  head  to  earth  ;  Truchses  and  his  followers 
may  become  desperate — a  sacriligeous  hand 
might  dare  to  strike  even  Heaven^s  anointed 
and  the  people'^s  choice ^ 

"  What  do  you  say,  count  ?  You  do  not 
think  there  will  be  any  resistance  ?  Surely  the 
unanimity  of  the  citizens  in  my  favour  and  the 
help  of  my  own  people  scattered  in  the  guise  of 
peasants  and  artizans  through  the  towns,  with 
the  aid  of  those  fierce  reitres — Would  to  God 
those  stupid  burghers  had  come  in  at  once  to 
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the  terms  of  that  captain ! All  this  muse 

secure  our  cause   against    the   possibility  of 
4  failure?     You  think  so,  donH  you  ?    You  have 
made  your  calculations  ?** 

"  Yes,  your  highness,  I  am  sure  of  it — I  have 
made  my  calculations — ^but  a  random  blow,  a 
shot  from  an  arquebuss,  a  stone  thrown,  the 
falling  of  a  tile  might  baffle  them  all.**^ 

*^  I  am  almost  thinking,  my  dear  and  valued 
count,  that  I  had  better  not  myself  appear  till 
everything  is  over  and  settled,  that  it  would 
perhaps  be  more  dignified  for  me  to  return  to 
Liege  and  wait  awhile/* 

^^  Your  highness  had  better  not  think  that 
downright,  lest  the  notion  get  possession  of 
your  better  reason  and  run  away  with  it.  Your 
highness  surely  does  not  want  nerve  to  go 
through  with  the  adventure  you  have  embarked 
in  ?  Better,  if  so,  never  to  have  trusted  your- 
self in  a  revolution,  where  personal  courage  is 
the  first  virtue  and  the  surest  element  of  suc- 
cess,'' 


'<  Count  Sootus,  you  do  me  wrong,"^  said  the 
bishop,  stopping,  and  in  a  voice  if  not  actually 
stern  at^least  firm;  ^^I  am  neither  a  ooward, 
nor  a  promise-breaker.  Nor  am  I  of  that  reck- 
less temperament  that  throws  the  goods  of  life 
and  life  itself  into  a  thousand  vulgar  and  igno- 
ble risks ;  caution  is  an  instinet  with  me,  even 
were  it  not  a  principle !  'Tis  in  my  nature, 
and  without  its  ample  exercise  this  long  wroi^bt 
plan  might  have  never  come  to  a  head.  The 
not^to-be-avoided  chances  of  failure  I,  like  all 
players  for  a  great  stake,  have  made  up  my 
account  for,  but  you  will  at  least  allow  I  re- 
duced them  to  the  lowest  point  in  seeking  you 
out,  and  bringing  you  from  far  to  be  my  chief 
auxiliary  and  constant  counsellor." 

^'  And  I  served  you  well,  from  'the  first  mo- 
ment of  our  engagement  up  to  this  which  is 
nearly  the  last.  Be  steady  then  as  well  as 
cautious ;  act  honestly  for  my  sake  and  boldly 
for  your  own.     All  is  not  yet  over.'*' 

After  this  reply  the  bishop  wicked  silently 
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0D9  gtdded  by  his  companion.  After  they  had 
proeeeded  some  time,  the  former  as  if  rousing 
from  a  reverie  started  and  spoke. 

^  Where  are  we  going,  count  ?**  said  he, 
looking  around  him  in  the  gloom.  '*  It  seems 
to  me  as  though  we  wandered  from  our  path  to 
the  rendezvous.*' 

'^  Trust  to  me,  your  highness;  I  know  the 
road.'' 

*'  It  is  weQ ;  I  do  trust  you.  And  now. 
Count  Scotus,  I  have  been  thinking  that  were  it 
possible  to  procure  pen  and  ink,  and  paper,  such 
as  suits  the  usages  of  my  rank,  I  could  at  once 
appease  your  doubts,  if  any  exist,  as  to  my  fair 
intentions  towards  you,  by  giving  you  a  draft 
on  my  treasurer  at  Liege,  for  prompt  payment 
of  a  sum  that  willj  I  think,  nobly  satisfy  your 
expectations,  however  short  it  may  fall  of  your 
high  deserts.     What  say  you  ?"* 

**  That  I  am  quite  satisfied  with  your  high- 
nesses better  thoughts,  and  that  there  is  a  place 
at  hand,  with  every  requisite  to  meet  your  gene- 
rous intentions.'" 
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<<  Then  lead. me  to  it.^ 

They  had  not  proceeded  far  wfam  they  met  a 
person  on  horseback^  leading  another  8teed»  both 
furnished  with  saddle-bags  as  if  prepared  for  a 
journey.  The  bishop  turned  his  head  aside  to 
avoid  observation,  and  stepped  briskly  forward. 
Looking  round  in  a  moment  more  for  his  com- 
panion, he  saw  him  evidently  speaking  to  the 
person  on  horseback ;  and  he  heard  a  murmured 
phrase  of  Italian,  but  he  could  not  distinguish 
the  words  nor  judge  who  was  the  speaker. 

"  Your  highnesses  pardon  !^  exclaimed  Scotus, 
as  he  came  forward,  "  we  are  near  the  fdace  I 
spoke  of.^ 

*'  Are  you  known  to  that  passer-by,  good 
count  ?*" 

"  My  mask  is  not,  your  highness/* 

**  You  spoke  Italian  ?^ 

"  Perhaps  I  did,  but  what  of  that  ?" 
Oh  !  nothing,  but  that  it  sounded  oddly .^ 
To  hear  a  man  speak  his  native  language  ? 
Beware  of  suspicion— or  at  least  of  betraying 
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its  existence.  Your  highness's  instinct  of  cau- 
tion may  d^enerate  if  you  do  not  watch  it 
doflely.  Now  we  are  arrived;  I  pray  your 
highness  to  enter — I  follow. '^ 

This  timely  hint  to  the  bishop's  pride  or 
his  prudence  produced  its  full  effect.  With- 
out an  instant'^s  hesitation  he  entered  the 
wicket,  which  Scotus  held  in  his  hand;  the 
latter  immediately  followed  and  closed  the 
gate;  and  the  bishop  found  himself  in  the 
garden  where  the  reader  has  been  already 
more  than  once.  The  Bidhop  of  Liege  was 
right  in  the  estimate  of  his  own  character. 
He  did  not  quite  want  courage.  He  could  at 
times  be  almost  a  brave  man — but  was  too  cau- 
tious to  be  ever  a  bold  one.  In  the  present  in- 
stance he  felt  that,  be  his  doubts  or  his  suspicions 
what  they  might,  it  would  be  madness  to  let 
them  sink  into  fear.  Had  the  night  not  been  so 
dark  his  keen-eyed  companion  might  have  dis- 
covered that  the  bishop's  cheek  was  pale.  But 
neither  his  step  nor  his  mind  faltered,  as  the 
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Italian  led  the  way  through  the  oft-threaded  in- 
tricacies of  the  palace-garden.  At  length  he 
reached  a  low  vestibule,  opened  a  door,  and 

passed  into  a  narrow  corridor  where  a  lamp  was 
a-light  In  a  moment  more  he  and  his  reverend 
and  princely  follower  were  in  Scotus^s  own 
apartment. 

*^  And  now,  Count  Scotus,  may  I  &sk  where 
am  I  ?*  said  the  bishop,  looking  around  with  a 
scratinizing  yet  not  a  timid  gaze. 

'<  In  the  electoral  palace,^  answered  the  Ita- 
lian, fixing  a  glance  meant  to  probe  deeper  than 
the  mere  expression  of  the  inquirer's  face.  A 
convulsive  movement  of  the  shoulders  and  hands, 
a  quick  frown,  and  a  moment^s  opening  of  the 
mouth  were  the  only  discoverable  evidences  of 
emotion.  Whether  the  bishop's  heart  leaped  or 
sank  was  not  to  be  known. 

**  And  for  what  purpose  ?^  asked  he,  with  a 
calm  and  haughty  tone. 

**  Merely  to  give  your  highness  all  fadlidei 
for  drawing  up  the  document  you  spoke  of.^ 
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Ha,  ha^  ha  !^  said  the  bishop,  with  a  faint 
amile,  and  a  not  ill-feigned  ease  of  manners, 
^f  thi^  is  indeed  taking  possession  somevhat  be- 
fore, my  time*  What  would  my  rival  say  were 
he  to  know  that  I  am  going  to  sign  the  reward 
for  his  ruin  on  his  own  table  l^ 

*^  He  would  ratify  the  deed,  and  call  it  a 
gratuity  for  having  secured  his  happiness.^ 

*<  Well,  well,  that  is  matter  of  opinion— 4>ut 
let  me  do  the  work  which  brought  us  here,  for 
the  sooner  we  finish  this  frolic  the  better.  Is 
c|gress  as  easy  as  ingress,  count  ?^ 

"  That —like  most  things— depends  on  dr* 
cumstances,  your  highness.  Here  are  mate- 
rials  for  writing  such  as  are  in  all  ways  worthy 
of  you  ;^  and  with  these  words  Scotus  opened 
an  escrutoire,  and  placed  a  chair  before  it.  The 
.bisb<^  took  possession ;  and  wrote  with  a  hur* 
ried  pen,  which  he  meant  to  make  an  excuse 
for  a  not  over-steady  hand. 

**  Now  count,  as  to  the  sum  ?  what  say  you  ? 
You  know  I  never  specified   any    particular 
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amount  as  that  which  you  whe  to  be  ettliUed  to 
for  this  service.^ 

^  I  think  your  highness  once  said,  some  ten 
days  back,  something  as  to  your  oonsidering 
fifty  thousand  crowns  not  a  too  high  price  for 
the  assistance  I  was  even  then  affording  you.^ 

*^  Did  I  ?  then  I  will  now  put  a  hundrtd 
thousand  into  the  treasury  order.  Are  you 
satisfied,  count  ?^ 

*^  Quite  so,  even  if  it  pleases  your  faighnen 
to  write  but  one  and  leave  out  the  hundred" 

The  bishop  now  smiled  in  earnest,  at  the 
Italian^s  pretended  disinterestedness  and  at  the 
pleasant  conviction  that  he  was  completely  out- 
witting that  arch  impostor*  The  fact  was  that 
the  sovereign's  order  on  the  public  treasury  of 
the  principality  of  Li^e  was  not  worth  a  gros- 
chen  vdthout  the  counter-signature  of  a  minister, 
and  a  particular  seal  of  office,  but  would,  on 
the  contrary,  render  any  one  presenting  it  lor 
payment  subject  to  instant  arrestation.     Had 
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the  faifihop  written  a  draft  on  tfae  private  in* 
tendant  of  his  own  personal  funds  or  private 
possesflioBS  the  matter  had  been  di£Perent/and 
it  had  been  instantly  paid  to  any  produoeable 
amount 

The  bishop  steadily  signed  his  name,  and 
afiixed  a  seal  stamped  by  his  own  signet*ring 
which  he  carried  about  him,  and  he  dated  the 
documenty  at  Scotus's  suggestion,  and  himself 
enjoying  the  addition  to  what  he  considered  all 
through  a  good  joke,  **  from  our  electoral 
palace  of  CSologne.*^ 

'*  Truly,  Count  Scotus,  no  sovereign's  escru-* 
toire  could  be  better  supplied  with  paper  of 
rare  device  and  wax  of  right  royal  brilliancy 
and  odour ;  and  as  surely  may  I  add  that  no 
sovereign  sign-manual  or  signet  was  ever  applied 
with  greater  pleasure  to  a  secret  rescript  Take 
it,  then,  and  keep  it  till  the  day  comes  when  it 
may  suit  you  to  act  on  this  document,  and 
receive  the  recompense  <^  your  high  and  ho>- 
nourable  service.*^ 
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"  The  day  has  almost  come,  jour  fa^faneeB^ 
for  I  see  it  beginning  to  glimmer  above  the  tree- 
tops  in  the  garden;  and  I  could  not  pay  so 
ungracious  a  return  for  your  gracious  intentions 
as  to  let  them  linger  unfulfilled.^ 

With  these  words  Scotus  placed  the  paper 
carefully  within  his  doublet^s  folds.  The  bishop 
rose^  and  casting  some  rapid  looks  around  the 
room,  in  which  various  articles  of  dress,  open 
trunks,  books,  and  scientific  instruments  were 
scattered  in  disorder,  he  moved   towards  the 

door  by  which  he  had  entered,  and  with  as 
much  composure  as  he  could  command,  he  pro- 
posed retreating  from  the  palace  which  the 
announced  approach  of  daylight  made  now  a 
thousand-fold  more  disagreeable  than  before. 

**  Your  highness  cannot  surely  believe  that  I 
have  merely  brought  you  here  for  the  poor 
selfishness  of  securing  for  myself  the  execution 
of  this  paper  ?  no^  I  have  had  a  higher  purpose 
in  view.  Having  received  the  title  to  an  over- 
generous  reward  for  my  poor  services,  I  would 
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J19W  ooBYinee  you,  by  the  eyidence  of  your  own 
ear»  at  least,  that  our  joint  dbgect  is  attained. 
Lookhere,*^  continued  Scotus,  raising  the  tapes- 
try, and  opening  a  small  door,  ^<  this  narrow 
passage  leads  up  directly  to  the  partition  wall 
of  Ghebhard'^s  most  private  apartment.  It  is 
unknown  to  him  even ;  but  I  was  not  as  many 
hours  in  these  quarters  as  I  have  since  been 
days,  when  I  discovered  it,  and  I  have  since, 
you  may  well  believe,  turned  it  to  good  ac- 
count" 

<^  I  am  satisfied  you  have— but  now  let  us 
quickly  retire — I  want  no  further  demonstra- 
tion of  the  success  of  your  efforts— come, 
come!" 

"  Hush !  hark !  yes,  there  they  are  in  full 
conclave — The  brothers,  Nuenar,  the  old  here- 
tic Spangenberg,  all  ready  for  the  solemnization 
of  the  marriage,  if  not  in  the  very  ceremony. 
Hist,  your  highness !  would  it  not  be  exquisite 
to  listen  to  your  rival  pronouncing,  as  it  werei 
the  very  sentence  of  his  ruin  and  your  triumph? 
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Lef  s  hearken  a  moment  in  this  paBsage — tboe 
is  time  enough  for  retreat  without  disoovery^*^ 
all  are  too  much  occupied  and  too  full  of  their 
false  security  to  cross  our  path.    60  on,  go  on 
a  little  more,'"  continued  Scotus  as  the  bishop 
unable  to  resist  his  curiosity  and  afraid  of  ap* 
pearing  to  fear,  entered  the  cavity^  "  there  is 
no  obstacle  to  your  advance.     But  be  cautious, 
make  no  noise — scarcely  breathe— -every  sound 
is  audible  through  the  partition.*" 

I  hear  nothing,^  whispered  the  bishop* 
They  have  ceased  speaking  for  a  mament 
— go  closer  to  the  wall,^  said  Scotus ;  and  as 
the  former  followed  his  directions,  he  withdrew 
briskly  from  the  little  passage,  closed  the  door, 
turned  the  key,  and  took  it  from  the  lock, 
leaving  the  imprisoned  prelate  to  ruminate  at 
his  leisure  on  the  near  connexion  between  cau- 
tion and  cunning,  and  the  risk  which  is  ran,  by 
the  nervous  dread  of  seeming  afiraid  leading  to 
acts  of  manifest  temerity. 
Scotus  paused  for  a  moment  in  the  n^iddle  of 
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the  chamber,  and  surveyed  hastily  the  quantity 
of  various  property  scattered  about. 

^^  Rich  garments,    valuable   books,    instru* 
ments  of  price,'^  said  he  <^  it  does  grieve  me  to 
leave  any  of  ye  behind !  Even  at  this  moment 
of  immense  wealth,  the  avaricious  stir  of  nature 
is  in  my  heart  for  the  merest  trifle  I  possess. 
But  am  I  one  of  those  who  would  risk  a  great 
possession  for  a  greedy  passion  ?  No,  I  am  grown 
wiser   than  nature  made  me,  otherwise  I  had 
lived    for  nought.     Am  I  not  a  great    man  ? 
Two  powerful  prelates,  princes,  potentates,  my 
dupes  in  one  short  night !     Is  not  the  power  of 
knowledge    and    the    knowledge    of  power  a 
glorious    possession?      Adieu,    magnanimous 
rivals !     I    leave  ye   both   in   your   common 
pdace — to  one  a  prison  to  the  other  a  paradise 
— and  h'ttle,  oh  how  little !  do  I  care  whether 
fate  turns  it,  for  either  or  for  both,   into  a 
heaven  or  a  hell !" 

His  soliloquy  over,  he  stole  gently  from  his 
apartment,  left  the  doors  open,  passed  through 
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the  garden,  and  soon  overtook  Imogen,  who 
waited  at  an  appointed  place  with  the  fleet  and 
high*spirited  horses.  Scotus  mounted  on  one 
of  them,  and  with  his  companion  close  by  his 
side,  he  quickly  passed  through  the  city-gates, 
being  provided  with  a  certificate  oi  surety,  a 
passport,  and  all  papers  necessary  for  his 
comings  and  goings  to  and  fro  between  the 
electoral  city  and  the  territory  of  Liege,  to- 
wards which  direction  he  was  far  on  his  route 
before  the  sun  had  risen  above  the  earth's 
visible  edge. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

And  scarcely  had  the  day-god  rushed  up 
impetuously  from  the  horizon,  when  the  whole 
face  of  earth  and  heaven  became  changed. 
Rolling  clouds  followed  fast,  and  enviously 
obscured  the  sunbeams.  Torrents  of  rain 
poured  down.  The  wind  shook  to  their  very 
roots  the  young-leaved  trees,  and  lashed  the 
waters  of  the  Rhine  into  the  semblance  of  a 
mimic  sea.  A  flood  swept  through  each  se- 
parate street  of  the  city,  and  sheets  of  water 
fell  from  the  projecting  roofs  and  angular 
gables  of  every  house.  Yet  the  drenched  ci^ 
tizens  were  up  and  out  in  thousands.    They 
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had  a  double  vengeance  to  exercise  on  this 
most  inauspicious  day ;  for  both  religious  and 
political  fanaticism  worked  fiercely  in  their 
hearts. 

The  fHe  of  St.  Urbain,  the  patron  of  vine- 
growers  and  wine-drinkers,  had  been  affected 
by  the  caprices  of  the  season,  in  a  very  pecu- 
liar manner  throughout  Germany  from  time 
immemorial.  No  bishop  or  martyr  was  ever 
canonized  under  such  contingencies.  St.  Swi- 
thin  himself,  the  very  arbiter  of  the  weather- 
glass, the  ever-changing  distributer  of  shower 
or  sunshine,  possessed  immunities  which  were 
refused  to  the  innocent  and  ill-treated  Urbain. 
No  matter  if  hail,  rain,  snow,  or  a  combination 
of  all  defaced  the  anniversary  of  the  former, 
his  faithful  followers  do  him  equal  honour  as 
though  he  had  benignantly  shut  up  his  sluices 
and  poured  enjoyment  instead  of  misery  upon 
the  nethet  world.  But  if  on  the  birthday  of 
the  latter,  who  was  never  imagined  to  posBCSs 
the  slightest  control   over  the  elements,  the 
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weather  proved  uopropitious  to  his  pleasure- 
seeking  votaries,  there  was  no  manner  of  in- 
dignity which  they  did  not  heap  upon  him,  his 
^gies,  his  relics,  and  his  memory.  For  four* 
and«twenty  hours  together  he  was  completely 
unsainted  and  decanonized,  and  a  long  twelve- 
month of  veneration  cancelled  the  sacrilege  of 
a  day  It  was  a  curious  custom ;  a  grotesquely 
practical  satire  on  the  monstrosity  of  saints^-wor- 
ship.  It  is  wonderful  that  such  a  principle  could 
live  through  the  anomaly  of  such  a  practice.  But 
the  church  of  Rome  owed  its  great  strength  to 
the  greater  weakness  of  human  nature ;  and  it 
played  the  ccHisoience  and  superstitions  of  its 
adherents,  with  a  long,  a  loose,  but  a  scarcely-to- 
be-broken  line. 

The  desperate  weather  which  ushered  in  the 
morning  would  perhaps  have  proved  a  check 
to  the  long-planned  revolt,  had  it  not  been  that 
the  pent-up  impiety  of  the  populace  was  glad 
to  find  a  double  vent  on  this  occasion ;  and  it 
turned  out  that  the  day  was  well  fixed  on  by 
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the  corporation  conspirators.    No  sooner,  there-^ 
fore,  were  the  citizens  informed  by  the  autho- 
rities that  they  were  at  liberty  to  pursue  their 
usual  career  of  outrage,  than  the  flood-gates  of 
popular  fury  were  let  loose,  and  at  a  precon^ 
certed  signal  the  demonstrations  of  hostility 
against  the  insulted  saint  were  in  a  moment 
turned  into  deeds  of  violence  against  the  de-, 
nounced  sovereign.     The  wooden  statue  of  poor 
Urbain  which  stood  in  the  market-place  was 
quickly  covered  with  showers  of  mud,  and  ere 
long  hurled  from  its    pedestal  and   dragged 
through  the  abounding  puddles  of  that,  even 
now,  dirtiest  town  in  Europe.    And  be  it  re- 
membered that  the  filthy  water  of  Cologne  at 
that  epoch  was  not  neutralized  as  now  by  the 
^au  of  more  modern  invention.     No  Farina 
existed  then,  to  redeem  the  noxious  cdebrity 
of  his  native  place ;    and  the  impurities  of 
thousands  of  monks  and  mendicants  aided  to 
give  any  odours  but  those  of  sanctity  to  the 
defaced  and  draggled  effigy. 
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And  it  was  before  the  irreverent  fage  of  the 
congregated  mass  of  rioters  was  sated»  yet  just 
as  it  had  reached  the  point  of  readiness  for 
some  new  object,  that  the  skilful  revolutionists 
intermixed  the  cry  of  "  Down  with  the  elector  l^ 
with  the  vociferated  execrations  poured  out  on 
all  sides  against  the  saint.  In  an  instant  the 
tide  of  rabble  excitement  rushed  fiercely  into 
this  new  channel.  The  image  of  Urbain  was 
abandoned  to  its  filthy  fate.  Its  vulgar  assail- 
ants, in  every  sense  profane,  had  now  found  a 
higher  object  of  attack,  and  they  tumultuously 
rushed  in  broken  groups  towards  every  quarter 
of  the  city,  where  any  statues,  busts,  or  insignia 
of  Ohebhard  Truchses  were  to  be  found.  These 
they  dragged  along  the  various  streets,  and 
after  mutilating  them  in  every  possible  form  of 
indignity  and  indecency,  they  either  spumed 
them  out  of  the  city-gates,  or  dashed  them  into 
the  waves  of  the  angry  river,  and  they  shouted 
with  frantic  joy  as  each  fragment  was  whirled 
within  the  foaming  eddies. 
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One  party,  more  furious  than  the  rest,  and 
hurried  away  by  their  hatred  against  the  in- 
dividual so  far  as  to  confound  him  with  the 
office  he  filled,  burst  into  the  cathedral,  and 
seizing  the  archbishop's  sceptre^  or  baculus, 
from  the  place  where  it  had  been  suspended  for 
a  long  series  of  years  among  other  consecrated 
objects,  soon  shivered  it  to  pieces  in  the  public 
street,  in  the  presence  and  amidst  the  loud 
plaudits    of   thousands,    who    quickly   com- 
menced a  scramble  in  the  accumulated  mud 
for  the  rich  gold-work  and  the  precious  stones 
that  had  ornamented  the  sacred  bauble,  and 
which   were  now  scattered  among  the  crowd. 
The  taste  for  pillage  thus  given,  there  is  no 
knowing  how  far  it  might  have  been  carried,  or 
if  it  had  even  stopped  with  the  plunder  of  the 
holy  temple  itself,  had  not  the  magistrates  and 
city-officers,  with  the  members  of  the  oonnaU 
and  even  the  solemn  syndic,  appeared  at  this 
critical  juncture,  and  by  the  force  of  sundry 
harangues  and  inflammatory  appeals  to  the  pre- 
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judices  of  the  mob,  so  far  mastered  their  pas- 
sions as  to  turn  them  from  the  objects  they 
wished  to  save  against  those  they  hoped  to 
destroy.  The  electoral  palace  was  conse- 
quently the  point  towards  which  the  pillagers 
next  moved. 

The  first  stragglers,  on  arriving  before  the 
principal  gates,  were  surprised  to  find  them 
wide  open  and  unguarded;    and  others  who 
went  round  to  the  rear  observed  similar  proofs 
that  the  building  was  totally  abandoned.    Such 
was  indeed  the  fact ;  and  the  rebel  magistraqy 
with  their  followers  found,  consequently,  no 
obstacle  to  the  fierce  rush  which  was  instantly 
made  into  the  court-yard,  halls,  corridors,  and 
thence  into  the  most  secret  chambers.    The 
work  of  destruction  soon  commenced  and  was 
speedily  over.      It  must  be  witnessed  to  be 
believed  in  what  an  incredibly  short  space  of 
time  an  extensive  mansion  may  be  sacked  and 
gutted  from  garret  to  cellar.     In  the  case  we 
describe  no  time  was  lost ;  nothing  was  spared. 
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The  ancient  but  costly  furniture,  pictures^ 
books,  ornaments,  and  utensils  of  all  kinds 
were  shattered  in  the  various  apartments,  or 
dashed  down  from  the  windows  or  balconies 
into  the  street.  The  fragments  of  shivered  glass 
shone  for  months  among  the  pavement  in  glit* 
tering  testimony  of  the  devastation,  long  after 
the  minutest  splinters  of  wood  work  had  crum* 
bled  or  been  blown  away,  and  while  the  winds 
whistled  through  the  doorless  and  windowless 
shell  of  desolation  that  looked  like  a  ruin  tnany 
ages  old. 

The  spoils  of  the  palace,  variously  applied, 
soon  gave  an  air  of  wild  and  fantastic  pic* 
turesqueness  to  the  pillagers.  The  tapestries 
and  the  costly  curtains  of  silk  or  velvet,  deeply 
fringed  with  gold  or  silver  lace,  were  torn  into 
shreds  and  affixed  to  poles  and  carried  as  flags 
waving  over  the  heads  of  their  bearers,  or 
turned  into  scarfs,  sashes,  or  imperfect  mantles 
to  decorate  their  bodies.  Dresses  of  every 
description,  from  those  of  the  prince-prelate  and 
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his  richly-attired  guest  Count  Scotus  down  to 
the  simplest  menials  of  the  household,  were 
instantly    appropriated    by   the    first  comers. 

Pieces  of  armour,  helmets,  and  warlike  instru^ 
ments  were  donned  and  wielded  in  most  incon? 
gruous  ways.  And  thus  equipped  and  deco- 
rated, half-drunk  with  the  produce  of  the  welU 
stored  cellars,  and  ripe  for  every  excess,  the 
destroyers  next  proceeded  to  the  houses  of 
Kriechlingen  and  the  other  protestant  members 
of  the  chapter,  and  at  each  of  these  the  same 
scene  was  repeated,  with  slight  variations  of 
violence.  In  none  of  those  obnoxious  mansions 
however  were  any  human  victims  found  on 
which  the  mob  might  wreak  their  fury.  There 
never  was  a  more  bloodless  revolution  effected, 
for  early  in  the  morning  it  was  announced  that 
the  elector  and  his  suite,  with  the  families  of 
Kriechlingen  and  the  others  of  those  who  ad- 
hered to  his  cause  had  all  effected  their  escape 
towards  Bonn,  the  capital  of  the  electorate. 
And  the  gate  leading  to  that  city  being  in  pos- 
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session  of  the  troops  under  the  command  of 
Von  Heyen,  to  whom  were  joined  some  of  the 
Liegnitz  reitres,  the  people,  sure  of  their 
triumph,  did  not  attempt  any  collision  with  the 
united  regular  and  irregular  force,  which  after 
a  short  delay  followed  the  distinguished  run- 
aways whose  retreat  it  was  their  duty  to  protect, 
showing  a  good  countenance  against  the  mob 
who  felt  no  inclination  to  push  their  conquests 
beyond  the  city  walls. 

As  long  as  the  electoral  troops  were  in  sight, 
the  memory  of  Von  Heyen's  conduct  a  few 
weeks  before,  and  the  reputation  of  the  reitres 
acting  as  assistant  checks,  the  ardour  of  the 
revolted  population  was  considerably  tempered 
by  alarm.  Their  worshipful  honours  of  the 
town  council,  baffled  in  the  hope  of  seizing  the 
elector  and  his  partizans,  terrified  at  the  very 
absence  of  resistance  which  seemed  to  speak 
some  deep  design  or  after-plot,  and  above  all 
things  marvelling  at  the  disappearance  of  their 
beloved  Bishop  of  Liege,  were  tossed  to  and 
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fro  in  a  tumult  of  doubt  and  fear.  To  the  timid 
th&re  18  no  evil  so  great  as  the  vague  apprehen- 
sion of  treachery.  The  brave  man  holds  it  in 
especial  scorn.  However  he  may  be  alive  to  a 
sense  of  other  danger — even  when  he  rushes 
to  meet  them— that  he  rarely  dreams  of,  and 
never  dreads.  But  our  palpitating  friends  of 
the  corporation  were  not  of  the  latter  class ; 
and  it  was  only  on  receiving  a  report  of  the 
actual  retreat  of  Von  Heyen  and  his  force  that 

■ 

the  self-formed  provisional  government  put 
forth  all  the  insolence  of  brief  authority. 

A  formal  proclamation  of  Ohebhard  Truchses^ 
dethronement,  and  of  Emest^s  election  was  the 
first  act  of  the  citizens  and  of  the  churchmen 
whom  they  associated  with  them  in  the  govern- 
ment* The  various  representatives  of  the  em- 
peror, the  pope,  and  the  other  potentates,  were 
invited  to  sanction  these  proceedings ;  and  the 
rest  of  the  electorate  was  strongly  urged,  in 
ready-printed  addresses,  to  join  in  the  move- 
ment.   Order  was  soon  in  a  great  degree  re- 
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fttored.  The  burghers  when  they  saw  that 
there  was  no  chance  of  a  conflict  assembled  in 
great  numbers  for  the  formation  of  a  civic 
guard;  the  rioters  worn  out  by  fatigue,  drenched 
with  rain,  and  overpowered  by  wine,  retired  to 
their  hovels  for  repose,  or  found  it  on  the  pave* 
meat  or  in  the  channels  where  they  sunk  down 
in  promiscuous  heaps.  In  this  state,  the  various 
weapons  which  they  had  plundered  from  the 
palace  and  elsewhere,  were  quietly  taken  from 
the  relaxing  grasp  of  some,  or  purchased  from 
the  more  tenacious  few  at  low  prices.  Sevend 
who  resisted  the  summons  of  the  authorities 
were  put  into  prison.  Others  scattered  volun- 
tarily into  the  country ;  and  thus  in  four-and- 
twenty  hours  the  city  was  at  least  secure  against 
any  abuse  of  the  liberty  it  had  at  so  little  risk 
acquired. 

But  during  the  whole  of  this  period^  anxiety 
and  apprehension  on  the  subject  of  the  missing 
Bishop  of  Li^e  absorbed  every  other  feeling; 
and  while  the  revolted  citizens  dared  not  take  a 
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Step  in  advance  of  what  the  first  hour  of  success 
had  urged  them  to,  the  wily  diplomatists  of  the 
<x>ngres9  hung  back  from  any  decided  measure 
of  approbation  as  to  what  had  been  already 
done.  Serious  misgivings  were  the  consequence 
to  the  compromised  members  of  the  corporation. 
Many  a  shivering  fit  of  moral  ague  was  followed 
by  the  fever-flush  of  terror  at  imagined  pains 
and  penalties;  and  the  most  valorous  among 
the  burgher  conservatives  found  their  draught 
of  triumph  as  bitter  as  though  it  had  been  lite'- 
rally  distilled  from  their  laurels.  An  end  was, 
however,  put  to  this  suspense  by  the  chance 
discovery  of  the  bishop  in  his  closet-prison. 
An  unsated  pillager  had  returned  to  the  ruined 
palace  on  the  morning  following  the  riot,  in 
hopes  of  finding  in  some  nook  or  cranny  where- 
withal to  reward  his  avaricious  perseverance; 
and  he  succeeded  far  beyond  his  hopes  or  de- 
serts. For  in  groping  against  the  wall  of  the 
apartment  so  lately  occupied  by  Scotus,  he 
touched,  by  chance,  the  spring-lock  which  fast- 
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eaed  the  newly  •proclaimed  elector  ia  tbe  retj 
heart  of  his  usurped  possesdoD.  Great  was  the 
delight  on  either  side,  when  the  liberator  and 
the  delivered  knew  the  real  state  of  things. 
The  incarcerated  bishop  was,  however,  neariy 
exhausted  by  his  long  confinement  and  his 
onunped  position.  Not  having  heard  the 
slightest  buzz  or  hum  in  the  direction  o{  what 
Scotus  had  assured  him  was  the  private  chamber 
of  Ohebbard  Truchses  (as  well  he  might  not, 
considering  that  the  partition-wall  wa&  fuU 
three  feet  thick),  his  faculty  of  overcaution  pre^ 
vented  him  from  venturing  the  slightest  sound 
that  might  betray  him,  to  the  ears  which  he 
doubted  not  were  on  the  alert  for  any  symptcmi 
of  his  near  ndghbourhood.  MHien  the  pills^ 
of  the  palace  commenced,  his  organ  of  <*  cau* 
tion**^  had  become  suddenly  developed  many  fold; 
and  even  when  the  stillness  of  abandonment  set 
in,  and  the  common  sensation  of  nature  toild  him 
that  night  had  succeeded  to  day,  and  that  day 
was  again  treading  on  the  footsteps  of  night,  he 
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defied  all  the  argeney  of  sleep^  hanger,  and 
thirst,  and  remained  stiff  and  half-starved  with- 
out attering  a  cry  or  striking  a  blow  that  might 
by  possibility  have  attracted  the  attentbn  of 
some  passer-by.  And  he  would,  in  all  pro- 
bability but  for  his  chance  release,  have  ended 
by  sinking  dead  in  his  cell  sooner  than  brave 
the  peril  of  a  call  for  relief.  And  of  such  stuff 
is  made  your  over-prudent  men,  all  unfit,  it 
will  be  at  least  allowed,  to  guide,  even  if  they 
be  qualified  at  all  to  mix  in,  the  great  move- 
ments of  political  life. 

We  must  pass  over  the  rejoicings  of  the 
bishop  and  his  newly-acquired  subjects  at  this 
miraculous  release,  as  well  as  the  vigorous 
measures  which  he  immediately  adopted  in  bis 
several  relations  with  the  corporaticMi  and  the 
congress,  and  the  secret  glee  with  which  he 
chuckled  over  the  thought  that  Scotus  was  by 
that  time  in  close  durance  at  Liege,  and  within 
reach  of  the  ample  measure  of  retribution  due 
to  his  double  treachery.    And  now  we  turn  our 
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attention  to  persons  and  events  of  more  inte- 
rests. 

mm 

It  needs  hardly  to  be  stated  that  Von 
Sweinishen  was  the  source  from  which  the 
elector  learned  the  dangers  that  beset  him  and 
his  friends,  and  by  whose  timely  warning  he 
and  they  were  enabled  to  escape  from  it  The 
rough  but  cunning  adventurer  having  appa- 
rently entered  into  all  the  proposals  of  Scotus, 
accepted  all  his  bribes,  and,  on  his  return  to 
the  town  council,  made  a  commutation  of  his 
demands  in  consideration  of  prompt  payment, 
hastened  with  his  master  to  communicate  every- 
thing that  passed  to  Ghebhard  Truchses. 

The  state  of  mind  of  Ohebhard,  from  the 
moment  of  his  recovered  recollection  after  the 
shock  of  amaze  and  rapture  on  seeing  what  he 
believed  to  be  the  magical  representation  of  his 
heart's  idol  in  the  mirror,  must  be  left  to  the 
reader's  fancy.  To  depict  it  in  broad  and  deep 
detail  is  beyond  the  writer's  hopes ;  and  a 
skeleton  sketch  of  such  an  intense  combination 
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of  feeling  and  thought  would  be  unworthy  of 
our  hero,  and  of  his  history.  How,  in  fact, 
describe,  or  how  account  for,  the  mental  miracle 
of  a  man'^s  bounding  at  once  from  inebriate  un- 
consciousness into  the  full  enjoyment  of  reason, 
and  at  the  same  time  sinking  into  entire  forget- 
fulness  of  what  passed  during  his  temporary 
loss  of  it  ?  How  analyze  that  confused  buzzing 
of  the  brain,  which  tells  us  vaguely  what  we 
said,  and  heard,  and  saw,  and  thought  when 
wine  was  just  beginning  to  gain* the  mastery, 
and  ere  the  nobler  faculties  of  the  mind  became 
entirely  swamped  in  its  excess  ?  Or  the  rush 
of  blood,  the  wild  pulse-throbs,  the  heart  riot, 
under  the  false  influence  of  which  a  mortal  feels 
himself  a  God,  while  he  is,  in  fact,  no  better 
than  a  brute?  The  burst  of  returning  con- 
sciousness, the  pang  of  regret,  the  blush  of 
shame,  the  deep-breathed  vow — so  often  mad^, 
so  seldom  kept— of  future  moderation?  And 
if  to  these  general  features  of  a  too  common 
case  be  added  the  peculiar  sensation,  likely  to 
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arise  in  a  mind  of  haughty  taisitiv^aeas^  far  in 
advance  of  the  gross  excesses  of  that  age  y^  in 
full  sympathy  with  its  impassioned  energy, 
materials  will  not  be  wanting  for  the  speculative 
reader,  who  would  picture  Ohebhard  Truchses 
in  the  most  critical  morning  of  his  life 

And  when,  led  in  by  Scotus,  and  by  him 
prepared  for  the  scene,  he  saw  assembled  to- 
gether Agnes,  her  brothers,  and  her  friend 
Duchess  Anne,  all  unanimous  in  consenting  to, 
and  the  three  latter  eager  for  the  completion  of 
that  marriage  which  the  elector  now  urged  with 
such  seductive  ardour,  when,  not  inquiring 
how  this  group  was  formed  or  brought  so 
strangely  into  his  palace,  he  only  saw  it  as  the 
condensed  personification  of  feelings  of  which 
Agnes  was  the  heart;  when,  forgetting  the 
struggle  which  had  for  awhile  so  racked  him, 
he  was  resolved  to  sacrifice  all  interests  and 
brave  all  hostility  for  the  possession  of  the  bliss 
which  Providence  seemed  to  have  provided  and 
secured  for  him  ;  then  it  was  that  he  presented 
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a  Uving  model  whieh  bids  defiance  to  aught 
but  imagination's  boundless  skill. 

No  sooner  was  Obebhard  convinced  of  the 
reality  of  his  own  sensations,  and  satisfied  that 
he  did  not  breathe  in  a  mist  of  magical  de- 
lusion, and  all  around  him  proving  the  fact 
that  his  passion  for  Agnes  now  only  waited  the 
words  which  were  to  make  its  sciemnization 
legal,  as  its  existence  was  already'  holy,  than 
he  sent  prompt  messengers  to  summon  Nuenar, 
Kriechlingen,  and  the  other  leaders  among  the 
protestant  members  of  the  chapter,  to  witness 
the  ceremony,  to  the  immediate  performance  of 
which  Agnes  could  not  refuse  the  so  much 
urged  consent;  and,  in  accordance  with  her 
strong- felt  wish,  as  well  as  to  gratify  the  family- 
feeling  of  her  brothers,  old  Cyriacus  Spangen- 
berg  was  chosen  as  the  officiating  clergyman, 
and  sent  for,  for  the  purpose.  It  was  just  when 
matters  had  reached  this  point  that  Scotus  dis- 
appeared, and  hastened  to  his  rendezvous  with 
the  Bishop  of  Liege,  afterwards  to  accompany 


90  ACKES    DE    MA^SFELDT. 

him  to  the  secret  council  already  described. 
And  scarcely  had  the  elector*8  friends  assembled 
in  obedience  to  his  invitation,  and  before  the 
marriage  ceremony  could  b^n,  when  Prince 
Henry  of  Liegnitz  and  Von  Sweinishen  de- 
manded instant  admission  to  Truchses^  pre- 
sence, and  revealed  to  him  his  imminent  peril 
from  the  plot  on  the  point  of  bursting  out« 

Not  a  moment  was  to  be  lost.  Immediate 
action  followed  on  the  conviction  of  its  necessity. 
Truchses  again  on  this  occasion  gave  proof  of 
that  inestimable  talent  which  enables  a  man  to 
place  under  control  his  most  intense  sensations, 
when  their  indulgence  would  dash  with  matters 
of  equal  moment,  but  of  a  widely  distinct 
nature.  Orders  and  preparations  for  departure, 
a  quick  perception  of  the  measures  to  be  taken, 
of  what  was  required  for  safety  and  of  what 
would  be  superfluous,  and  of  the  things  to  be 
carried  away  and  the  encumbrances  to  be  left 
behind,  and  finally  an  instant  adaptation  of  tone 
and  manner  to  every  individual  involved  in  the 
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exigency — encouragement  here,  represBion  ther^, 
inspiring  words  and  looks  to  one,  a  soothing 
sentence  or  stimulating  phrase  to  another — all 
ivell-timed  and  fitly  applied,  and  all  establishing 
our  hero  as  a  practical  man  of  business,  without 
being  which  the  finest  attributes  of  genius  are 
of  small  account  to  those  who  fill  the  leading 
parts  in  a  political  drama. 

During  the  whole  of  this  bustling  scene  our 
heroes  double  character  was  admirably  pre- 
served. The  sovereign  was  brought  out  in  full 
relief;  the  lover  was  in  abeyance.  But  the 
prominent  action  of  the  first  did  not  overwhelm 
the  by-play  of  the  latter.  A  look,  a  gesture, 
a  passing  word  told  Agnes  that  she  was  the 
inspiration  of  all  the  rest.  Had  anything 
been  required  to  confirm  her  attachment  the 
events  of  that  hour  had  done  it,  for  nothing  so 
cements  a  woman^s  affection  as  her  pride  in 
the  talents  and  energy  of  its  object.  A  gentle, 
tame,  insidious  suitor  may  steal  into  a  fe- 
male heart,  but  it  is  a  firm  and  vigorous  one 
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who  can  alone  keep  possession  of  a  woman^'s 
mind. 

Ere  the  revolt  broke  out,  the  refugees  were 
half-way  on  the  road  to  Bonn ;  and  in  due  time, 
and  without  any  accident  or  hindrance,  they 
were  at  the  gates  of  that  capital  of  the  elec- 
torate and  chief  residence  of  the  sovereign. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Obeat  was  the  astonishment  and  regret  of 
Ghebhard  Truchses,  as  be  arrived  within  gun- 
shot of  his  capital,  to  find,  that  instead  of 
widely-opened  portals,  raised  draw-bridges,  and 
shouting  thousands,  rejoicing  in  his  safe  return, 
nothing  was  seen  but  closed  barriers,  threaten- 
ing cannon,  and  a  display  of  civil  and  military 
authority,  arrayed  for  parley  and  discussion. 
Whether  it  was  that  the  intrigues  of  Ernest  of 
Bavaria,  and  his  supporter,  were  successful,  or 
that  the  apprehension  excited  in  the  magistrates 
and  city  senate  of  Bonn,  on  this  sudden  and 
dubious  return  of  their  sovereign,  with  a  large 
body  of  armed  men  under  the  chief  command 
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c{  80  notorious  an  advenlurer  as  Henry  of 
lAegaitZj  history  does  not  precisely  specify. 
But  the  whole  of  these  circumstances  proves 
beyond  a  doubt  that  let  the  brilliant  or 
the  generous  qualities  of  Truchses  have  been 
evar  so  effective  with  his  intimate  associates,  or 
the  poorer  objects  of  his  bounty,  he  excited 
only  envy,  jealousy,  and  probably  hatred  among 
the  leading  personages  in  his  two  principal 
cities. 

The  summons  of  the  officer  in  command  of 
the  body*guard,  and  in  advance  of  the  carriages, 
that  free  entrance  should  be  given  to  his  faigh« 
pess  the  elector,  into  his  own  capital,  was  after 
considerable  parley  with  Doctor  Ecdas,  die 
mayoTi  who  was  sent  for  in  all  haste,  answei^ 
by  a  respectful  but  peremptory  request  for  in- 
formation  as  to  the  number  of  troops  (and  the 
nature  of  ih&r  service)  by  whom  his  higfantfls 
was  ao  unwootedly  escorted.  The  reply  of 
Truchses  was  a  haughty  refusal  to  enter  into 
any  details,  and  a  reiterated  order,  that  the 
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gates  should  be  instantly  thrown  open,  and  the 
keys  sent  to  him  for  his  future  safe-keeping. 
A  long  time  elapsed  before  any  rejoinder  came 
to  this  demand ;  but  at  length  a  formal  writing, 
signed  and  sealed  by  Doctor  Eccias  in  the 
name  of  the  senate,  and  embodying  the  spirit 
of  the  former  verbal  message,  was  handed  to 
the  elector,  who  had  alighted  from  his  carriage 
with  Agnes,  the  duchess,  Freda,  Emma,  their 
noother,  and  the  male  members  of  his  immediate 
party,  and  taken  refuge  in  a  large  house  of 
public  entertainment,  but  one  most  unsuitable 
for  the  reception  of  such  a  company.  The 
elector's  mortification  and  resentment  may 
be  well  conceived  at  this  dishonouring  sequel 
to  the  disgraceful  necessity  of  his  flight  from 
Cologne.  Had  such  events  occurred  some 
weeks  before,  there  would  have  been  no  bounds 
to  his  anger,  and  he  would  at  all  hazards  have 
rushed  into  measures  of  violent  revenge.  But 
imder  the  new  influence  which  possessed  him, 
the  heat  of  his  character  was  tempered  down 

VOL.  III.  c 
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into  warmth,  and  its  irritability  into  firmness. 
He  glowed,  but  did  not  burn  ; — ^he  was  bold, 
but  not  rash.  His  vanity  was  deeply  hurt  at 
appearing  to  Agnes  in  the  present  aspect  of 
defied  and  shorn  authority,  but  his  pride  urged 
him  to  show  her  that  he  was  invested  with  the 
before  unfelt  capacity  of  braving  and  battling 
with  reverse,  now  felt  for  the  first  time. 

It  was  thus  that  love  formed  the  foundation 
of  the  new  character  which  began  to  meet  those 
new  circumstances,  under  which  he  had  most 
probably  been  confounded  and  crushed,  had 
not  that  sublimely  regenerating  passion  taken 
possession  of  his  souL 

While  the  elector,  with  much  self-command, 
perused  the  written  conditions  on  which  the 
senate  insisted  before  they  could  suffer  him  to 
enter  the  city,  the  arrival  of  Captain  Von 
Heyen  with  the  rear-guards  was  reported  to  him. 

^^  Von  Heyen  !  yes — ^he  is  the  man  for  this 
crisis,*^  said  Truchses,  '<  let  him  attend,  and  in- 
stantly r  and  as  the  captain  entered  in  prompt 
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obedience  to  the  call,  he  continued— «^^you  have 
no  doubt  heard  of  what  has  passed?  Well, 
(as  Von  Heyen  bowed  affinnatively)  read 
this,  and  tell  me  what  answer  you  think  it 
deserves." 

The  young  soldier  glanced  at  the  paper,  and 
clapped  his  hand  on  his  sword-hilt. 

^^  Good !  The  reply  I  looked  for ;  said 
Truchses — "  Go  then,  Von  Heyen,  to  those 
refractory  senators  and  bring  them  to  reason. 
You  bear  my  full  warrant  on  your  finger  joint 
— they  know  the  signet  ring,  and  ¥dll  not  doubt 
the  wearer'^s  authority.'" 

Von  Heyen  paused,  as  if  requiring  some 
more  ample  instructions. 

"  What  do  you  wait  for  P'*  asked  Truchses. 

^^  To  learn  the  direct  purpose  of  your  high- 
nesses wishes.'^ 

*^  To  have  the  dty-gates  immediately  opened, 
and  the  chief  magistrate  in  person  to  wait  on 
me  here.  Is  that  enough  ?  Do  you  compre- 
hend me  fully  ?'^ 

c  2 
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« 


I  do,  your  highoees — and  I  {Momise  yea 
that  the  mayor  shaU  be  here  within  half  an 
hour,  or  my  corpse  be  stretched  in  the  senate- 
house,^. 

The  intrepid  messenger  found  no  obstruction 
on  his  way  into  the  city,  being  accompanied 
from  the  gates  by  the  two  magistrates  who  bore 
the  proposition  of   the  senate,  and   who  re- 
cognized, as  ample  credentials,  the  ring  which 
Von  Heyen  indignantly  thrust  up  before  them. 
He  was  within  a  few  minutes  in  the  hall  where 
the  sapient  body  was  assembled.   Rich  tapestry 
hung  from  the  walls  of  this  chamber,  and  the 
decorations  were  all  in  keeping.    The  learned 
chief   magistrate,    and    two  associate   burgo- 
masters, in  white  and  scarlet  mantles,  with  the 
town  commander,  in  military  costume^  occupied 
seats  on  a  platform  three  or  four  feet  above  the 
floor,  where  a  dozen  or  more  of  the  civic  council, 
in  black  robes,  were  placed  round  a  table  covered 
with  papers }  and  twenty^four  halberdiers  stood 
at  some  distance  at  either  side.    On  the  ap- 
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proach  of  Von  Heyen,  formally  announced  and 
ushered  in  as  the  electolr's  messetiger,  the  tnayor 
and  burgomaster  descended  two  steps  from  their 
place  of  dignity,  to  do  honour  to  this  represent- 
ative of  the  sovereign.  They  then  returned  to 
their  seats  ;  a  chair  Was  offered  to  Yon  Heyen, 
df  which  however  he  did  not  avail  himself;  and 
at  a  signal  the  guards  retired  with  the  military 
commandant.  <   *  ' 

"  Now,  sir  captain,  we  are  now  ready  to  heiar 
the  gracious  message  of  our  sovereign  lord,  his 
highness  the  elector-archbishop,^  said  Eccias, 
in  grave  and  pedantic  tones. 

*^  That,  roaster  mayor,  is  a  very  short  and 
pithy  one.  His  highness  orders  you  to  give 
me  the  keys  of  the  Cologne  gate,  and  to  follow 
me  instantly  to  his  august  presence  in  the 
faubourg,  where  he  is  now  detained  by  the 
insolent  refusal  for  his  admission  into  the 
city.^ 

At  these  rude  words,  and  the  uncompro- 
mising  air  of  the  speaker,  the  worshipful  sena- 
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tors  looked  very  ill  at  ease,  and  every  eye  was 
turned  towards  the  short  spare  figure  and 
pinched  features  of  the  chief  magistrate,  the 
representative  of  their  rights  and  dignity.  He 
met  this  silent  and  simultaneous  appeal  with 
due  decorum  ;  and  after  listening  to  a  few  hur- 
ried observations  in  either  ear  from  his  col- 
leagues who  sat  beside  him,  he  hummed  and 
hawed,  and  folded  his  robes  gracefully,  and 
with  the  air  and  emphasis  of  a  lecturing  pro- 
fessor, he  began  a  reply  to  the  impatient  mes- 
senger, pointing  to  the  table  as  he  spoke. 

*^  Sir  captain,  there  lies  the  charter  of  our 
city  rights,  beside  it  the  keys  of  our  gates,  and 
I  am  the  representative  of  the  one — the  guar- 
dian of  the  other'' — 

"  Good  V^  cried  Von  Heyen,  interrupting  the 
oration,  and  sadly  discomposing  the  orator  and 
the  audience,  not  only  by  the  loudness  of  his 
voice,  but  by  the  accompanying  sound  occa- 
sioned by  his  fiercely  striking  the  point  of  his 
rapier's  scabbard  against  the  floor. 
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^'  Never,  therefore,  can  I  compromise  those 
rights,  or  suffer  the  sacred  trust  reposed  in  me 
to  be  violated.  I  am  bound  in  honour  and  in 
duty  to  refuse  his  highnesses  demand,  until  his 
escort  is  reduced  to  the  true  constitutional 
standard  of  his  accustomed  body-guard— and 
consequently,  in  the  name — "^ 

While  Eccias  spoke,  Von  Heyen  eyed  at- 
tentively the  many  ponderous  keys  ranged  on 
the  table,  and  to  each  of  which  was  appended  a 
label  with  the  name  of  the  particular  gate 
engraved  on  it.  He  fixed  on  one  bearing  the 
word  Cologne,  and  (ere  the  chief  magistrate 
could^  finish  the  phrase  so  pompously  com- 
menced) he  made  a  rapid  stride  from  where  he 
stood,  and  having  first  hooked  up  his  rapier 
close  to  his  bayderole,  he  snatched  up  the  key 
and  stuck  it  into  his  belt,  from  which  at  the 
same  moment  he  drew  forth  a  long  poinard  ; 
and  then  springing  on  the  platform,  he  grasped 
the  astonished  mayor  by  his  mantle  close  to 
the   throat,   and    with    the   vigour   of    youth 
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permit  the  terrified  magistrate  to  plead  his  own 
cause  with  his  friends  and  guardians.  Relieved 
from  the  dread  of  strangulation,  he  lost  not  a 
moment  in  making  use  of  his  recovered  breath, 
and  he  pitifully  implored  the  halberdiers  to 
ground  their  arms,  nor  venture  to  do  a  mischief 
to  the  honourable  officer,  his  highnesses  con^ 
fidential  messenger — the  point  of  whose  blade 
was  still  within  a  hair's  breadth  of  his  panting 
bosom,  and  whose  eye  looked  daggers  to  the  full 
as  threatening.  A  burst  of  attempted  explanar 
tion,  confusion  of  voices,  propositions,  menaces, 
intreaties,  all  fell  together  on  the  unmoved  Von 
Heyen,  who  declared,  briefly  but  decidedly^ 
again  and  again,  that  he  would  never  let  go 
his  possession  of  the  key,  or  his  hold  on  the 
mayor  till  he  led  the  one  into  the  presence,  and 
laid  the  other  at  the  feet  of  the  elector.  Fur* 
ther  struggling  or  arguing  was  evidently  in 
vain,  and  the  most  earnest  abettor  of  the  sturdy 

« 

soldier's  decision  was  the  captured  functionary, 

c3 
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who  would  have  made  any  terms  to  put  an  end 
to  his  fearful  situation. 

And  so  the  affair  was  arranged^  according  to 
Von  Heyen'^8  peremptory  conditions.  He,  still 
holding  fast  Doctor  Eccias  (who  was  preceded 
by  his  colleagues  in  the  magistracy,  Rudolf 
Krantz  and  Jacob  Schlaun)  marched  forthwith 
out  from  the  senate-bouse  towards  the  unworthy 
quarters  where  the  elector  was  waiting,  unat- 
tended by  any  guard,  and  offering  to  the  gaze 
of  the  agitated  citizens  who  crowded  the  streets, 
a  spectacle  which  none  could  by  any  means 
comprehend.  No  sooner  had  the  group  reached 
the  gates  than  Eccias,  under  his  captor'^s  direc- 
tions, gave  orders  that  the  elector^s  advanced 
guard  should  be  immediately  invited  to  enter, 
and  take  possession  of  the  post.  This  was  with 
alacrity  performed  by  Von  Sweinishen  and 
his  reitres ;  while  Von  Heyen  lost  no  time  in 
conducting  the  magistrates  into  the  elector's 
presence.  Once  there  he  let  loose  the  somewhat 
re-assured  mayor,  and  at  the  same  instant  lie 
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deposed  the  ponderous  key  on  the  table  before 
which  his  sovereign  was  seated,  and  he  then 
with  a  respectful  bow,  retired. 

Doctor  Eccias  forthwith  attempted  to  stam- 
mer out  an  oration  full  of  explanation  and  apo- 
logy, slightly  tinged  with  remonstrance,  but 
rendered  almost  unintelligible  from  the  speaker^'s 
nervous  tribulation.  Truchses,  however,  soon 
set  him  and  his  companions  at  ease,  by  assu- 
rances of  his  perfect  confidence  in  their  fidelity 
and  respect,  and  of  his  conviction  that  the 
strange  and  suspicious  measures  of  precaution 
which  so  astonished,  and  at  first  offended  him, 
had  proceeded  solely  from  the  senate  having 
mistaken  himself  and  his  troops  for  enemies. 
He  thereupon  held  out  his  hand  to  the  trio, 
who  one  and  all  embraced  it,  with  professions 
of  the  most  profound  attachment,  and  they  soon 
hastened  off  to  communicate  the  result  of  their 
forced  audience  to  their  fellow-citizens,  and  to 
prepare  for  the  mid-day  dinner  at  the  palace 
to  which  the  elector  had  given  them  a  most 


3S  AOME8  ]>E  KAN8FELDT. 

gindous  invitation.  Truchsea^  on  their  clepar* 
ture» .  Aummoned  Yon  Heyen  to  appear^  and 
after  hearing  his  recital  of  the  scene  in  the 
senatehotise)  at  which  he  laughed  heartily,  he 
told  hun,  in  the  presence  of  his  other  adherents, 
that  he  was  from  that  hour  advanced  another 
grade  in  the  army,  and  that  in  honour  of  his 
conduct}  he  was  also  nominated  to  a  sitaatioD 
in  the  household,  so  that  he  should  henceforward 
bear  the  title  of  chamberlain  and  wear  the  key, 
his  badge  of  office,  as  one  the  best  suited  to 
commemorate  the  service  he  had  that  day  per- 
formed. 

In  a  little  more  the  elector  with  his  party 
made  a  triumphal  procession  through  the  city 
to  the  palace ;  and  he  was  there  received  by  his 
brother  Charles  Truchses,  who  had  most  op^ 
portunely  arrived  at  the  same  time  at  Bonn 
by  another  entrance,  with  a  reinforcement  of 
a  thousand  men,  which  added  to  Ghebhard^s 
troops,  formed  a  body  quite  sufficient  to  over« 
come  any  disaffection  to  be  apjurehended  from 
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the  Sedate  or  Che  citizens.  The  sCroogest  tneit- 
sures  of  precaution  were  immediately  adopted. 
All  the  military  posts  were  doubled;  the 
Liegnitz  reitres  were  placed  in  a  barrack  clotse  Ho 
the  senate-house,  and  ready  to  act,  on  the 
shortest  notice  and  in  the  most  vigorous  manner 
which  might  be  required,  against  that  sacred 
building  and  its  suspected  occupants.  Prince 
Hefiry  despatched  some  of  his  ci^tains  to 
gather  up  in  all  haste  his  scattered  levies ;  and 
a  considerable  increase  was  made  to  the  usual 
guaird  attached  to  the  elector's  person,  the 
whole  being  placed  under  the  immediate  com* 
mand  of  Major  Von  Heyen.  By  these  meatis 
the  burgher  discontent  was  completely  held  in 
check ;  the  hostility  of  the  senate  and  the  m^gis* 
trates  ooofined  to  secret  plots  and  murmured 
menaces ;  while  both  court  and  city,  sovereign 
and  subjects,  assumed  towards  each  other  an 
air  of  most  hypocritical  suavity  and  reciprocal 
confidence. 
To  the  numerous  applications  for  audiences 
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which  poured  in  at  the  palace  from  ministers, 
magistrates,   military   oflBcers,    private    indivi- 
duals— all  in   fact  who  in   this   crisis  felt  or 
assumed  to  feel  their  allegiance    particularly 
excited— one   unvarying  form  of  refusal  was 
returned,  for  a  full  hour  after  the  arrival  of  tbe 
'elector  and  his  friends.     During   this  period, 
long  and  important  when  the  urgent  circum- 
stances of  the  case  are  considered,  Ghebhard 
Truchses  was  employed  in  an  affair  of  the  ut- 
most moment  to  himself  and  others.    What  it 
was,  the  sagacity  of  the  reader  may  perbap 
divine ;  but  as  it  was  a  profound  secret  for  the 
rest  of  the  world,  we  must  not  for  the  present 
raise  the  veil  which  covered  the  transaction. 

At  the  dinner  table  that  day,  the  three  ma- 
gistrates, who  came  punctually  in  obedience  to 
the  elector^s  invitation,  were  dazzled  by  a  dis- 
play of  female  beauty  and  elegance  rarely  ap- 
proached, and  certainly  never  surpassed,  even 
by  the  frequent  combinations  of  loveUness 
which  this  most  amorous  and  gallant  sovereign 
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was  SO  proud  to  entertain  and  so  assiduous  in 
odlecting.  ^t  his  left  hand  sat  Agnes  de 
Mansfeldt,  at  his  right  the  Duchess  of  iSaxe- 
Cobourg ;  and  much  did  the  guests  marvel  that 
though  the  place  of  highest  honour  was  occu- 
pied by  the  latter  princess,  still  an  equal  share 
of  reverential  etiquette  seemed  conceded  to  her 
less  elevated  friend  and  rival  in  beauty ;  while 
the  dignified  courtesy  which  the  prince-prelate 
offered  to  the  one,  bore  no  comparison  to  the 
warmth,  the  softness,  the  intense  yet  tempered 
devotion  which  in  looks,  words,  and  gestures, 
he  lavished  on  the  other.  And  Agnes,  on  her 
part,  seemed  to  wear  the  honours  which  were 
thus  accorded  to  her  with  an  undefinable  mix- 
ture of  modest  reserve  and  triumphant  tender- 
ness. Pride  did  not  flash  from  her  eye,  nor 
did  self-importance  curl  her  lips  or  agitate  her 
frame.  She  sat  with  a  careless  grace ;  and  a 
look  of  abstraction  seemed  at  times  to  say  that 
her  glances  were  rather  turned  inwards  to  the 
examination  of  her  own  sensations  than  fixed  on 
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external  objects.  A  sudden  blush  occasionally 
coverpd  her  face,  and  threw  a  richer  glow  of 
beauty  into  its  whole  expression;  then  again 
the  blood  forsook  the  cheeks  and  brow,  as 
though  a  heart-faintness  had  summoned  it  back, 
to  give  new  strength  to  the  organ  of  life  and 
all  its  subtle  movements.  The  natural  dignity 
of  her  character  was  sure  to  adapt  itself  to  all 
circumstances  and  occasions.  There  was  there- 
fore no  awkwardness  manifest  to  impair  the 
effect  of  her  charms ;  which  was  rather  height- 
ened than  weakened — particularly  to  those 
initiated  into  the  forenoon's  secret— by  the  em- 
barrassment arising  from  the  efforts  of  a  strong 
mind  and  sensitive  heart,  to  restrain  the  pride 
and  moderate  the  timidity  which  struggled 
within  her. 

Ghebhard  Truchses  bore  himself  like  a  con- 
queror sure  of  his  triumph ;  the  flush  of  victory 
on  his  brow,  its  throb  within  his  breast ;  but 
his  mind  full  of  the  great  necessity  of  holding 
in  check  every  thought  which  might  betray  the 
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voluptuous  weakness  he  revelled  and  rejoiced 
ID.  Nor  could  any  living  eye  detect  in  him  a 
fear,  a  doubt,  or  an  uneasiness  notwithstanding 
the  critical  and  most  hazardous  aspect  of  his 
affairs. 

The  repast  finished,  the  elector  and  the  ladies 
rose  from  table  and  the  party  retired  to  the 
withdrawing  rooms,  Duchess  Anne  leaning  on 
her  princely  entertainer^s  right  arm,  Agnes  on 
hi»  l^t — and  well  was  she  satisfied  that  it  was 
the  place  of  honour,  while  she  felt  his  heroic 
heart  throbbing  against  the  hand  which  the 
nervous  pressure  of  his  arm  held  close  but 
softly  to  his  breast.  The  afternoon  was  va- 
riously occupied,  but  Truchses,  who  had  most 
variety  and  most  occupations,  thought  it  never- 
ending.  At  length,  leaving  the  ladies  and  some 
of  the  less  important  and  least  elevated  in  rank 
of  his  male  guests  to  themselves,  the  elector 
passed  through  several  saloons  and  anti-rooms 
to  his  state  closet,  followed  at  his  desire  by 
sundry  functionaries,  his  friends  Nuenar  and 
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Kriechlingen,  and  the  three  city  magistrates 
whose  presence  formed  so  important  a  feature 
in  the  day's  proceedings.  Truchses  bad  not 
failed  to  perceive  the  effect  produced  on  the 
last-mentioned  individuals  by  the  lofty  con- 
fidence of  his  manner,  which  though  not  put 
on  for  a  purpose,  he  was  not  unwilling  to  profit 
by  to  the  utmost.  He,  therefore,  as  soon  as 
they  were  seated  at  the  council  tables,  entered 
at  once  on  the  subject  of  the  conference,  by 
proposing  in  a  blended  tone  of  insinuation  and 
authority,  that  the  keys  of  the  several  city  gates 
should  be  forthwith  brought  to  the  palace  and 
delivered  into  his  keeping,  as  a  measure  of 
secuinty,  and  also  as  a  matter  of  right  which  he 
now  saw  occasion  to  insist  on. 

The  magistrates,  taken  as  the  elector  wished 
by  surprise,  still  under  the  influence  of  his 
imposing  manners,  his  condescensions,  and  all 
the  dangers  of  courtly  temptations,  were  very 
nearly  caught  in  the  trap  so  daintily  baited. 
The  first  in  rank,  Dr.  Eccias,  a  man  of  refined 
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and  cultivated  tastes  and  moreover  of  delicate 
nerves,  a  religious  sceptic  and  not  over- rigid 
moralist,  with  the  rude  lesson  of  the  morning 
still  in  his  heart,  and  the  honied  flavour  of  the 
afternoon  blandishments  floating  in  his  brain, 
was  on  the  point  of  at  once  acceding  to  the  ab- 
rupt demand.  Krantz,  the  next  in  station,  a 
man  uf  subservient  character  and  little  firmness, 
was  ready  to  approve  whatever  concession  his 
learned  colleague  might  make.  But  Jacob 
Schlaun,  a  sworn  friend  and  constant  com- 
panion of  Hilpaert  of  Cologne,  was  of  a  difier- 
ent  stamp.  Sturdy  and  bold,  a  bigot  in  faith, 
a  despiser  of  rank,  he  felt  only  for  the  city's 
privileges,  the  danger  of  heresy,  and  the  pride 
of  standing  as  a  bulwark  for  the  one  and 
against  the  other.  No  sooner,  therefore,  did 
his  quick  grey  eye  catch  the  wavering  expres- 
sion of  Eccias*s  glance,  and  the  smile  so  ex- 
pressive of  yielding  on  the  face  of  Krantz, 
than  he  started  up,  and  said  with  stentorian 
voice, 
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^*  No,  I  say  no,  to  your  highness's  proposal. 
And  I  speak  out  of  my  regular  order  to  give 
time  for  thought  to  those  who  should  precede  me. 
My  head  is  not  turned  by  the  fumes  of  court 
flattery,  nor  my  tenderness  touched  by  your  high- 
nesses distress.  I  tell  you  boldly,  elector  and  arch- 
bishop as  I  own  you  to  be,  that  I,  burgess  and 
burgomaster  will  never  consent-^and  without 
unanimity  on  all  points  of  local  administratioD 
every  decision  is  nuU — to  give  the  keys  of  our 
city  into  the  keeping  of  any  soverdgn,  and 
least  of  all  to  one  whose  military  force  is  out 
of  proportion  with  the  security  of  our  rights, 
and  whose  hankering  after  heresy  forebodes 
destruction  to  our  religion.  I  have  said  my 
say.  I  will  stand  by  my  resolution  to  the 
death.  And  now,  with  your  highness*s  good 
permission,  I  take  my  leave.*" 

So  saying  he  moved  away,  throwing  a  part- 
ing look  of  reproach  on  his  colleagues  and  of 
defiance  on  all  the  rest.  No  one  attempted  to 
oppose  the  departure  of  the  bold  dtizen,  but 
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every  eye  was  fixed  on  the  elector.  A  quick 
but  tremendous  stru^le  was  evident,  between 
his  naturally  impetuous  temper  and  the  pro^ 
visional  calmness  which  pervaded  it  ever  since 
the  commencement  of  bis  passion  for  Agnes. 
But  the  inscrutable  workings  of  the  human 
heart  had  on  this  particular  day  completed  a 
new  phase  in  our  heroes  feelings,  and  a  single 
ciroimstance  had  thrown  him  back  in  a  great 
measure  on  the  old  elements  of  his  natural  cha- 
racter so  long  in  abeyance.  A  few  hours  pre* 
viously  such  an  incident  as  this  would  have 
passed  by  without  power  to  stir  up  his  boiling 
energy.  But  now — the  reader  must  analyse 
the  cause,  we  only  relate  the  effect«>the  long* 
suppressed  violence  of  his  nature  burst  forth, 
ast  with  an  expression  of  countenance  that 
struck  terror  into  all  around  him,  and  in  ac- 
cents whose  fierce  utterance  made  the  retreat- 
ing burgomaster  bound  back  on  his  path,  he 
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presence  without  my  commands!  Audacious 
dog,  is  it  thus  and  by  thee  I  may  be  brayed  ? 
Miscreant,  beware  how  you  miscalculate  on 
my  forbearance  and  your  own  meanness. 
What,  in  my  very  palace,  in  my  council- 
room,  in  presence  of  my  noble  friends,  under 
the  very  scgis  of  my  sovereign  escutcheon,  to 
be  defied  !  and  by  a  worm  like  thee !  By 
Heavens !— '* 

The  burst  of  passion  was  checked,  not  only 
by  that  prompt  feeling  of  one^s  own  dignity 
which  comes,  lightning-like,  in  the  very  hei^t 
of  such  a  crisis,  but  by  the  sight  of  the  pale, 
stem  look  of  the  bold  burgher,  who  had  turned 
and  stood  fixed  during  the  tirade. 

*^  What  say  you  to  my  proposal,  to  my  de- 
mand— ^good  sirs?'^  asked  Truchses,  abruptly 
addressing  Eccias  and  Krantz. 

*'  Whatever  suits  your  highness's  pleasure,^ 
stammered  forth  the  former;  and  the  other 
echoed  every  word  with  gestures  of  profound 
submission. 
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*'  You  hear  this,  citizen  Schlaun/'  said 
Truchses,  "  now  speak  your  decision — I  give 
you  fair  play  and  ample  time  for  reflection — 
yes,  or  no  P"^ 

"  No  !*"  exclaimed  the  undaunted  burgher, 
folding  his  arms  across  his  breast  as  though 
he  worked  himself  up  to  his  worst  fate. 

**  No  1'^  cried  the  elector,  springing  from  his 
seat  and  drawing  his  sword.  ^^  No !  demons 
of  hell,  is  this  to  be  borne  !  By  the  sacred  host 
of  heaven,  your  head  shall  pay  for  this  before 
morning  !^  And  as  he  uttered  this  hasty  oath 
and  pronounced  the  unjust  sentence,  he  struck 
the  table  before  him  with  the  flat  of  his  rapier, 
with  such  force  that  the  vibration  loosened  three 
of  the  four  lions  that  stood  out  in  half  relief 
from  the  blazoned  escutcheon  of  his  family 
arms,  that  hung  against  the  wall  directly  be- 
fore him ;  and  the  gilded  emblems  fell  rattling 
together  on  the  floor.  Truchses  started,  and 
gazed  on  the  blank  left  in  the  frame-work  be- 
fore him. 
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<<So  may  the  tjrant  fall  and  crumbier 
muttered  Schlaun. 

*'  Away  with  him  r  said  Truchses,  io  a  hol- 
low and  imperfect  tone.  ScMaun  was  instantly 
seized  and  removed  from  the  chamber  by  some 
of  the  angry  witnesses  of  the  scene.  The 
elector  waved  his  hand,  in  token  of  his  wish 
to  be  left  alone.  He  was  promptly  obeyed; 
but  when  all  the  rest  retired,  diently  as  if  by 
stealth,  he  caught  Nuenar  by  the  arm,  and 
closed  the  door. 

^*  Adolphus,"*  said  he,  solemnly,  looking  fuU 
upon  his  friend,  who  read  in  his  pale  cheeks, 
fixed  eyes,  And  compressed  lips  the  working 
of  superstition  on  his  powerful  and  eathuaiastic 
mind  —  ''this  is  conclusive  of  my  ftte,  and 
thou,  my  best  friend,  art  its  fitting  wilnesB.  I 
began  my  political  life  with  an  omen — it  will 
dose  under  the  influence  <^  anothor.  The 
wamixig  strikes  upon  my  heart  and  shoots  its 
scing  upwards  to  my  brain.  I  feel  my  deatiay 
from  this  moment-^but  I  fear  it  not.    How 
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true  ioti  emblem  ci  my  miod  was  that  shattered 
escutcheon !  The  four  lion  attributes  that 
formed  my  character  were  thore  justly  figured 
out-*-ambitk>i]f,  pride,  energy  and  courage. 
The  three  first  are,  at  once  and  as  by  a  stroke 
of  magic,  swept  from  my  mind^s  tablet — the 
last  alone  remains.  That  clings  to  me  and 
clutches  still— death  only  may  shake  it  off! 
But  for  the  rest,  they  are  gone,  gone  for  ever 
--*yet  in  their  stead  is  no  blank  left.  No, 
Nuenar,  inspiring  and  immortal  lore  has  taken 
the  vacant  place,  or  rather  forced  them  from 
their  usurped  position,  for  it  was  ever  inherent 
in  my  heart,  but  never,  oh,  never  till  now 
throned  rightly  in  my  spirit.  The  forenamed 
paaaona  kept  the  soil  employed,  enriched  it 
too,  mayhap,  for  the  prompt  growth  of  that 
aE-fragrant  flower  of  love  which  blooms  there 
now.  I  mourn  not  for  the  fate  that  waits  me. 
Rseb,  happy,  and  content  in  the  one  great 
hhmlttg  now  secured  to  me,  I  throw  behind  me 
the  grandeur  and  the  pomp  of  life  without  a 
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sigh.     From  this  hour  forth  I  hold  them  in 
utter  scorn,  I  live  alone  for  love  and  her.    But 
are  they  not  the  same?    Is  not  she  the  pas- 
sion^s  true  personification?     Is  not  it  but  the 
moral  emblem  of  her  perfection  ?    Oh,  Nue- 
nar,  how  serious  and  how  solemn  is  my  hap- 
piness  tliis  moment !      Now  only   do  I   fed 
worthy  of  what  awaits  me.     All  the  vulgar 
dross  of  my  nature  seems  by  enchantment  sifted 
and   scattered  forth.      The  bright  pure    oie 
alone  exists,  a  fitting  offering  for  the  shrine  I 
go  to  worship  at.     Speak  not  to  me,  good 
Nuenar.     If  I  am  deceived  by  fancy^s  colour- 
ing leave  me  in  my  delusion.     Let  what  I  fed 
be  truth,  reality,  existence— for  this  night  at 
least — ^nor  do  I  seek  or  hope  for  a  morrow  that 
would  bring  me  other  or  better  wisdom.     Now, 
Nuenar,  farewell !     Let  no  one  see  or  seek  me. 
I  go  hence  by  the  private  way  to — leave  me, 
leave  me,    my  friend !      There   are  fedings, 
weaknesses  if  thou  wilt,  which  not  even  sudi 
an  one  as  thou  must  see.    But  hold — ^I  must 
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not  stain  this  heaven-like  day  by  any  act  of 
wrong.  Let  that  fooUbardy  but  honest  burgher 
be  released ;  and  leave  those  poor  magistrates 
in  possession  of  their  paltry  keys.  He  is  par- 
doned and  doubly  so,  for  his  stubborn  virtue 
first,  then  that  he  was  the  means  of  yon  strange 
accident  which  brought  me  to  this  thorough 
knowledge  of  myself,  this  perfect  purification 
of  heart  and  mind  and  soul.  Ood  bless  you, 
Adolphus !  To-morrow — ^but  it  will  come  of 
itself— too  soon — ^too  soon  !  Then  let  me  not, 
even  in  thought,  bound  over  the  brief  eternity 
of  my  bliss !'' 

Nuenar  replied  not,  and  Truchses  was  in  a 
moment  afterwards  alone.  Evening  had  now 
set  in.  He  watched  the  sunset  with  such 
anxious  yet  solemn  interest  as  the  placid  death- 
scene  of  a  saint  might  inspire  in  a  true  believer. 
He  saw  a  sure  heaven  of  happiness  beyond. 
He  listened  intensely,  as  each  succeeding  chime 
announced  that  old  Time  grew  older — an  age 
he  thought  in  every  minute !     But  in  a  few 
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long-ooming  and  long-passing  hours  be  was 
no  more  in  solitude.  And  then  tbe  concen- 
trated powers  of  his  whole  being  had  found  an 
object. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

On  the  evening  following  the  day  of  those 
transactions,  a  party  of  students  of  the  univer- 
sity  were  taking  their  promenade  on  the  public 
walk  by  the  river*s  side.  Among  them  was 
Ulrick  Von  Leckenstein.  The  events  which 
had  signalized  the  festival  of  St.  Urbain  were 
already  known,  publicly  but  imperfectly,  at 
Bonn,  for  correct  and  rapid  communication  be- 
tween places  ever  so  little  distant  from  each  other 
was  not  among  the  practical  advantages  of  that 
age.  Besides  which  all  communication  between 
the  capital  and  the  revolted  city  was  cut  off, 
and  the  fugitives  from  the  latter  in  the  elector's 
suite  were  not  over-anxious  to  give  a  detailed 
version  of  the  affair.    A  thousand  exaggerated 
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reports  and  wild  conjectures  were  consequentlj 
afloat,  but  Ulrick  was  far  better  informed  than 
the  generality  of  his  comrades,  from  his  inti- 
macy at  the  palace  with  several  members  of  the 
household,  and  from  his  having  passed  a  por- 
tion of  the  day  which  our  story  has  now  reached 
with  Duchess  Anne  and  his  cousins  Freda  and 
Emma.  He  was  therefore  much  sought  after 
among  the  groups  of  idle  and  curious  youths 
who  thronged  the  path  or  lounged  on  the  banks 
of  the  river ;  and  it  was  while  in  the  midst  of 
one  of  those,  and  answering  as  fast  as  he  could 
the  thick-coming  questions  of  his  companions, 
that  he  was  startled  by  another  student,  who 
had  just  joined  the  party,  announcing  aloud 
that  a  stranger,  evidently  of  distinction,  and 
who  though  travelling  incog,  had  been  recog- 
nised as  the  Duke  of  Saxe>Coburg,  had  half  an 
hour  before  arrived  in  the  city,  and  taken  up 
his  quarters  at  the  principal  hostel  situated  in 
the  chief  square.  While  Ulrick  paused  sud* 
denly  in  his  recital,  and  then  in  his  turn  put 
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some  questions  to  the  new  oomer,  he  observed, 
in  the  act  of  listening,  close  by,  a  man  with  dark 
hair  and  beard,  a  large  mantle  and  slouched 
hat,  the  feather  of  which  hung  over  and  partly 
concealed  his  features.  This  person,  as  soon  as 
Ulrick^s  eye  was  fixed  on  him,  held  up  a  letter 
which  he  immediately  again  concealed  beneath 
his  cloak.  The  young  student,  alive  to  any 
prospect  of  adventure,  and  filled  at  the  moment 
with  one  prominent  thought,  seized  the  first 
opportunity  of  breaking  away  from  his  com- 
panions, and  approached  the  stranger  who  loi- 
tered in  the  avenue.  As  Ulrick  passed  him, 
throwing  a  significant  glance,  he  placed  the 
billet  in  his  hands.  It  was  in  a  moment  torn 
open,  and  contained  the  following  words  hastily 
written,  in  ink  that  was  scarcely  dry : — 

*'  The  crisis  of  my  fate  has  arrived.  Let  it 
be  also  that  of  our  happiness !  A.  hateful  hus- 
band comes  to  claim  me — shall  I  not  find  an 
adored  lover  ready  to  snatch  me  from  his  grasp  ? 
Ohy  Leckenstein,  it  is  to  you  only  I  can  now 
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look — on  you  alone  may  I  depend  !  You  will 
not  abandon  me^  I  know  you  will  not.  Come 
to  me  then,  at  once,  guided  by  the  bearer  of 
this,  our  £Edthful  and  disinterested  friend.  He 
will  manage  everything  for  our  immediate 
flight  Alas  !  alas  !  what  a  dreadful  struggle 
have  I  had  with  myself  before  I  could  thus  tell 
you  that  I  am  wholly  and  for  ever  your^s,  Anne. 
"  It  is  my  tears — ^tears  of  shame  and  of  love 
which  have  so  blotted  the  paper." 

Leckenstein  could  scarcely  command  his  fa- 
culties sufficiently  to  allow  of  his  clearly  under- 
standing what  he  with  difficulty  read.  His 
brain  swam,  and  his  eyes  saw  through  a  mist ; 
yet  he  devoured  with  imperfect  vision  the  deli- 
cious repast  thus  opened  before  his  vanity.  His 
first  movement  was  to  press  the  exquisite  epistle 
to  his  lips.  Then  in  the  fervour  of  his  deligbt 
he  crushed  it  in  his  clenched  hands— but  a  bitter 
shock  was  the  consequence,  in  fear  lest  he  had 
destroyed  this  precious  proof  of  his  triumph. 
^'  A  sovereign  princess  !     A  woman  so  elevated 
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in  rank,  so  beautiful  in  person,  so  lovely  in 
mind  !^^  This  was  the  sequence  in  which  Von 
Lieckenstein^s  feelings  followed  each  other.  He 
was  beside  himself  with  transport.  He  forgot 
the  very  purport  of  the  billet  in  the  rapture  it 
inspired.  But  there  was  one  close  at  hand  to  lecal 
him  to  himself.  The  stranger  pulled  his  mantle, 
and  said,  as  Ulrick  started  and  looked  round, 

**  Is  your  mind  made  up  ?  Will  you  let 
her  perish  ?^  The  hoarse  whisper  in  which  this 
was  said,  evidently  to  conceal  the  speaker^s 
voice,  sounded  mysteriously  in  Ulrick*s  ear. 
Before  he  could  answer,  the  man  added, 

*^  There  ii  no  time  to  be  lost.  If  you  would 
save  her,  and  secure  your  own  triumph,  follow 
mer 

4 

The  last  words  were  a  command  rather  than 
an  entreaty.  Ulrick  instinctively  obeyed  them; 
and  the  quick  pace  of  his  guide  was  too  slow 
for  his  buoyant  anxiety.  He  scarcdy  felt  the 
ground  as  he  hurried  on,  close  to  his  fast- 
striding  conductor* 
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"  What  a  ooDquest !  How  quickly — ^how 
easily  made  P  How  desperately  she  loves  me! 
— a  sovereign  princess  I^  So  soliloquised  the 
ambitious  and  self-enamoured  student;  and 
ravished  by  the  music  of  those  oft-repeated 
thoughts,  he  looked  neither  to  the  right  nor  to 
the  left,  nor  did  a  single  doubt  or  fear  arise  to 
check  their  harmony,  till  on  coming  in  sight  of 
the  electoral  palace  the  stranger  stopped  short, 
turned  round,  raised  his  hat,  and  looked  full 
in  Leckenstein^s  face. 

**  Need  I  pull  off  my  false  beard,  friend 
Ulrick  ?*"  said  he,  with  a  laugh  half  of  mockery, 
half  of  triumph. 

"  Good  Ood  !  Is  this  you,  count !  alive  and 
here!  why  it  is  reported  and  believed  that  you 
were  killed  in  the  pillage  of  the  palace  at 
Cologne — and  again  that  you — ^ 

"  Well,  well,  all  reports  are  false  but  the 
true  one  which  I  make  of  myself,  that  I  am 
bere,  unscathed  and  ready  to  serve  a  friend 
and  save  the  woman  who  adores  him.  Is  your 
mind  made  up  ?'' 
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^'What  a  craven  wretch  you  must  suppose 
me  to  think  it  ever  wavered !  Lead  on,  Count 
Scotus,  my  impatience  knows  no  bounds. 
Where  is  the  dear  and  beloved  object  of— ^ 

*^  Patience,  patience^  good  Ulrick.  You 
have  the  whole  game  in  your  hands,  you  must 
not  throw  it  away.^ 

^*  Oh,  count,  can  I  believe  all  this  ?  Does 
the  princess  indeed  love  me  T^ 

**  What  did  I  tell  you  the  first  evening  we 
met  at  Ghebhard's  table?  Was  I  not  a  true 
prophet?*" 

**You  are  a  marvellous  one,  if  this  be  in* 
deed  real.*" 

"  If!  Have  you  not  the  proof  there  in  cha* 
racters  not  to  be  blotted  out  ?  Doubt  nothing 
— fear  nothing — ^but  heed  well  my  words.  The 
Duke  of  Saxe-Coburg  is  indeed  in  Bonn.  That 
babbler  told  the  truth — and  I  told  it  to  him, 
as  I  walked  in  search  of  you.  I  knew  from 
his  quivering  eye  that  he  was  a  chattering 
gossip,  and  I  wanted,  by  the  effect  the  sudden 
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news  would  produce  on  jou,  to  prepare  jou 

for  the  hasty  billet  of  which  I  was  the  bearer. 

Tbere,  I  have  anticipatal  your  question.'" 
*'  You  have  indeed !    I  was  just  about  to 

ask  yoa  why  you  told  this  news  to  a  man  yoa 

did  not  know." 

^<  You  see,  Ulrick,  I  did  know  something 

of  him — as  I  did  of  you  the  first  hour  I  sat  in 

your  company.  But  be  thankful  that  I  did, 
for  it  is  to  my  hint  that  you  owe  all  your 
coming  happiness.  What  a  grand  success! 
You  will  be  immortalized  this  very  night— his- 
iory  has  a  niche  prepared  for  your  name^-you 
take  your  place  by  the  side  of  princes !  Happy, 
enviable  Ulriok  r 

*<  Thare  is  no  time  to  be  lost— you  said  ao 
just  now,  count-^-^whajt  must  be  done  ?" 

^  The  first  thinj^  my  young  fiiend^  is  to 
restrain  your  impatience;  the  next  to  lloUow 
me.  Then  you  must  thiow  yoursdf  at  tbe 
feet  of  your  royal  mistress -^royo/,  Ulrick ! 
The  lovei:,  the  beloved  of  a  kingls  daughter 
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and  a  sovereign'^  wife!  Onoe  there-^I  wfll 
take  care  to  plate  you^yoa  must  fellow  the 
dictates  of  your  pasaon*  That  will  teach  a 
ottan  of  twenty  what  he  ought  to  da  But  be 
pvepaesd  for  reaistanoe,  lemonatraocey  pefiisalw'^ 

*<  What,  after  such  a  letter  as  this  ?'' 

'^Tut,  tut,  Ulrick,  you  know  little  yet  of 
woauui*  It  is  in  the  Tery  moment  of  eimaent, 
aye  when  they  throw  themselves  into  a  lorer^'s 
arms,  that  they  show  the  greatest  semblance 
rfrBserve."' 

<<  Indeed  I"" 

*^  Aye,  indeed,  and  you  must  be  prepared 
to  find  it  so  this  very  evening.  But  let  nothing 
daunt  you.  Push  well  the  advantage  you  have 
gained.  Press  her  to  instant  flight;  sp^ak 
boldly  of  her  letter,  even  should  she  feign  ig- 
norance of  your  meaning,  or  deny  the  fact. 
Remember  all  she  has  at  slake,  and  what  a 
desperate  yet  deep  game  she  mnst  [day.** 

'^She  has  indeed  r  said  Ulriek  thought- 
felLy,  and  then  added,  before  Scottts  could 
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resume,  <<But  whither  are  we  to  fly?  How 
escape  pursuit?  and  by  what  means  provide 
for  the  cost  of  this  perilous  step  ?^* 

<'  And  do  you  then  think/^  replied  the  Italian 
with  his  usual  glance  of  malicious  contempt, 
*^  that  the  princess  has  not  settled  all  this  before- 
hand ?  .  I  am  her  counsellor,  my  friend,  and  we 
have  the  whole  plan  laid  down.  There  is  no 
time  to  explain  it  to  you  now ;  but  you  must 
speak  to  her  as  if  it  were  all  arranged  by  jobt 
accord.  Speak  of  the  boat  to  cross  the  river— 
the  horses  on  the  opposite  bank — the  safe  retreat, 
and  all  in  a  loud  and  earnest  t<»ie.  Women 
hate  whisperers  when  there  is  matter  of  moment 
to  be  done.'*' 

*'  Count,  I  owe  you  everything  for  this 
hurried  but  important  advice.'^ 

'^  Good  1  but  beware  of  mentioning  my  name 
to  her.  It  will  be  more  delicate  to  make  believe 
that  there  is  no  third  person  concerned.^ 

^^  But  what  use  is  there  in  such  unmeaning 
deception  ?'' 
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c< 


Oh,  women  like  all  that  by-play,  even  in 
the  most  straight-forward  cases.**^ 

*«  Well,  well,  I  am  but  your  pupil,  count." 

*•  An  apt  one*" 

"  And  a  docile.^ 

**  Come  on,  then,  and  take  the  prize  of  your 
talents  and  your  obedience.^ 

They  walked  away  towards  the  straggling 
grounds  and  rough  plantation  behind  the  palace. 
It  was  rarely  that  it  suited  Scotus*s  purposes  to 
enter  boldly  by  the  front  of  any  building* 
After  some  further  conversation  and  repeated 
instruction  as  to  Ulrick^s  course  of  conduct  in 
the  coming  interview,  the  associates  approached 
the  private  way  leading  to  the  apartments  occu- 
pied by  Duchess  Anne  and  her  friends  Freda 
and  Emma.  Those  appropriated  to  the  use  of 
Agnes  de  Mansfeldt  the  previous  day  were  now 
vacant.  The  appearance  of  Scotus  was  a  pass- 
port for  admission  for  himself  and  whoever  might 
accompany  him*  He  therefore  merely  bowed 
to  the  attendants,  who  loitered  on  the  way  and 
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leverendaUy  saluted  him,  and  he  passed  alently 
oo,  followed  by  Von  Leckenstein. 

The  reader  may  have  been  surprised  at  this 
quick  re-«ppearaiice  on  the  stage  of  one  whom 
there  was  good  reason  to  believe  was  oth^wise 
disposed  of.  We  therefore  hasten  to  tell  that 
Sootus,  wdl  aware  of  the  nullity  of  the  docu- 
ment given  to  him  by  Bishop  Ernest,  lost  no 
time  in  arranging  it  in  sudi  a  manner  as  to 
make  it  amply  effective  for  a  value  infinitely 
greater  than  its  nominal  one.  At  the  first  halt- 
ing place  for  the  refreshment  of  Imogen,  him- 
selfy  and  the  horses  on  the  load  from  Cologne 
to  Aachen,  he  dexterously  erased  the  whole 
of  the  writing  contained  in  the  tieacheious 
treasury  ordar,  meant  for  his  death-warrant, 
with  the  exception  of  the  date,  his  own  name, 
the  epithets  of  honour  attending  it,  and  the 
writer^s  signature.  He  carried  abundant  nuu 
terials  about  with  him  to  effect  all  such  pur- 
poses as  that,  and  he  had  as  has  been  repeatedly 
shown  an  aptitude  for  forgery  as  convenient  as 
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his  conscience  was  flexible.  He  therefore 
speedily  and  cleverly  inserted  in  the  blank 
space  an  order  on  the  bishop^s  intendant  and 
the  comptroller  of  his  private  affairs,  for  the 
immediate  delivery,  to  '*  the  well-beloved  and 
most  honourable  bearer,  Count  Jerome  Scotus,^ 
of  the  caskets  containing  the  state  jewels,  and 
of  an  escort  suited  to  his  rank  and  the  impor- 
tance of  his  mission  to  ensure  his  safe  passage 
back  to  '<  our  Electoral  Palace  of  Cologne.^ 

No  human  being  was  ever  better  adapted 
than  was  Scotus  for  carrying  on  an  impu- 
dent fraud.  His  air  of  haughty  condescen- 
sion and  cold  decision  might  have  deceived 
the  most  suspicious  functionary.  On  the  pre- 
sent occasion  it  was  quite  successful.  The 
intendant  knew  well  the  important  part  which 
Scotus  played  in  his  master^s  political  intrigues, 
and  he  never  doubted  the  authenticity  of  his 
present  demand,  particularly  when  accompanied 
by  the  longed-for,  but  not  so  soon  expected, 
intelligence  of  the  success  of  the  revolt,  and 
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of  Bishop  Ernest's  actual  installation  in  tbe 
dector*s  palace,  with  sundry  fictitious  detaib  of 
imaginary  events — all  founded  on  a  ffiifficifiit 
basis  of  reality  to  give  force  and  consistmcy  to 
the  whole.     Scotus  received  the  caskets  filled 
with  their  valuable  contents.    He  could  scarcdy 
believe  in  this  continued  train  of  good  luck; 
yet  he  was  by  no  means  satisfied  with  it.     Like 
all  speculators,  each  new  success    made  hkn 
more  insatiable.      His  cupidity  and  his  cun- 
ning were  alike  involved  in  the  anxiety  for  other 
schemes;  and  a  most  unlooked-for  occurrence 
threw  him  into  the  way  of  the  new  adventure,  in 
the  commencementof  which  we  have  just  left  him. 
Scarcely  had  he  received  the  jewds  from  the 
hands  of  the  rejoiced  intendant  to  whom  he  gave 
receipts  and  dujdicates  of  receipts,  acknowledg- 
ments, and  acquittances,  so  multiplied^  vo'bose, 
and  super-abimdantly  cautious,  that  he  could  not 
suppress  a  smile  as  he  signed  them,  and  just  as 
he  quitted  the  city  of  Li^,  accompanied  by 
his  secretary  and  his  escort  of  an  officer  and 
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twenty  mounted  arquebusiers,  theintendant  and 
tbrea  or  four  others  of  the  episcopal  ministers 
and  some  of  the  civil  dignitaries  attending  him 
beyond  the  gates,  when  he  was  abruptly  met 
by  the  Duke  of  Saxe-Coburg,  travelling  with 
all  possible  speed  in  the  direction  of  Cologne, 
in  consequence  of  the  pressing  communications 
received  from  Scotus,  on  the  subject  of  Duchess 
Anne's  imputed  passion  for  Von  Leckenstein, 
and  mysterious  allusions  to  other  transactions 
said  to  implicate  her  honour  and  that  of  her  hus- 
band in  various  ways. 

Scotus  was  surprised  but  not  disconcerted  at 
this  rencontre ;  for  he  was  at  the  moment  con- 
sidering the  best  means  of  giving  his  convoy 
the  slip  before  they  approached  the  territory  of 
Cologne,  having  already  made  up  his  mind  to 
avoid  the  high  roads  as  long  as  he  was  obliged, 
for  appearance  sake,  to  travel  in  company  with 
the  escort.  The  duke,  on  seeing  his  secret  cor^ 
respondent,  had  no  doubt  but  that  he  came 
expressly  from  Cologne  to  meet  him ;  nor  had 
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he  time  to  marvel  at  the  armed  troop  evidently 
io  attendance  on  the  Italian,  ere  the  latter, 
promptly  following  up  the  duke^s  acknowledg- 
ment for  his  supposed  attention  in  having  come 
so  far  to  meet  him,  told  him,  with  great  defer- 
ence of  manner,  that  the  escort  was  furnished 
entirely  in  honour  of  his  highness.      Men  of 
that  ataiioa  in  those  days  were  too  prone  to 
believe  everything  that  toided  to  flatter  their 
dignity.     The  rude  lessons  of  modem  times 
have  made  them  less  credulous,  but  even  now 
a  courtly  hypocrite  might  find  little  difficulty 
in  deceiving  a  sovereign  prince  on  a  more  serious 
point  than  the  one  in  question. 

Sootus  entered  the  duke's  carriage;  and  a 
short  discussion  in  which  the  former  took  the 
lead,  the  pre-occupied  prince  taking  no  heed  of 
details,  ended  in  its  being  decided  that  at  the 
close  of  evening  the  escort  was  to  be  dismissed, 
and  the  rest  of  the  journey  to  be  prosecuted  as 
privately  as  possible.  The  deeds  already  done 
by  the  Italian  were  sufficient  to  make  privacy 
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essential  to  his  present  safety.    But  the  ne** 
cessity  of  self-preservation— 'for  a  confessioa  on 
the  part  of  Duehess  Anne  would  have  made 
Curope  too  narrow  for  his  future  protection-^ 
now  determined  him  to  the  commission  of  an 
act,  the  notion  of  which  had  at  times  floated  on 
his  mind,  but  had  never  acquired  the  eon* 
sistency  of  decision  until  now.     He  felt  Duchess 
Anne^s  existence  to  be  incompatible  with  his 
own ;  at  least  on  such  conditions  as  he  would 
live  upon.     So  that  independent  of  his  mer* 
oenary  views  on  the  duke,  he  had  an  all-sufficient 
motive  for  the  risk  of  his  present  journey.   The 
proposed  plan  of  travelling  was  followed ;  and 
in  the  course  of  the  two  days  occupied  in  the 
route  to  Bonn,  the  city  of  Cologne  being  care* 
fully  avoided,  ample  time  was  given  to  Scotus 
to  inform  and  mis-inform  his  royal  companion 
and  dupe  on  every  subject  of  a  public  or  pri- 
vate nature  which  it  suited  his  purpose  to  touch 
on.    When  they  arrived  at  their  destination  the 
deceived  and  exasperated  prince  was  ripe  and 
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ready  for  any  act  of  violence  against  his  innocetti 
wife  and  her  imputed  paramour ;  while  with  the 
spurious  generosity  of  a  jealous  man  be  lavished 
on  the  wretdi  who  so  played  on  him,  written  eop 
gagements,  easily  convartible  into  cash,  for  sqhis 
of  great  amount  as  the  reward  of  his  services — 
vile  even  if  he  had  spoken  truth  instead  of 
inventing  lies.  Having  disposed  of  the  duke» 
Scotus  immediately  flew  to  the  palace,  whei«  he 
had  learned  by  a  scout  sent  to  Cologne  and 
thence  preceding  him  to  Bonn,  that  Duchess 
Anne  was  lodged,  whfle  at  the  same  time  he 
gained  the  favourable  information  that  the 
elector  had  set  out  the  same  morning  f<»-  his 
palace  at  Gknlesberg,  a  short  league  distant 
The  ground  was  thus  clear  for  his  operationxL 
There  was  no  one  to  question  him  as  to  his 
former  conduct,  or  to  interfere  with  him  now. 
By  all  the  elector*s  household  he  was  believed  to 
be  the  friend  and  guest  of  Truchses,  and  he  had 
no  inquiry  to  fear  as  to  the  cause  of  his  disap- 
pearance during  the  previous  day,  and  which 
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had  led  to  the  report  of  his  having  perished  in  the 
tumult  at  Cologne.  He  was  therefore  unob* 
structed  in  his  approach  to  Duchess  Anne—and 
his  announcement  of  the  duke^s  arrival  and 
coming  visit  so  convinced  her  of  the  sincerity 
and  success  of  all  his  former  doings  as  to  throw 
the  credulous  princess  into  a  transport  of  joy 
and  confidence,  which  prepared  her  thoroughly 
for  even  a  grosser  impositioa  than  the  one  he 
was  about  to  inflict  on  her.  Callous  to  that 
most  aflecting  sight^an  amiable  woman  trust- 
ing to  man's  honour  and  sincerity,  the  hardened 
villain  proceeded  to  her  ruin,  in  cold-blooded 
avarice,  and  loving  imposture  even  when  it  was 
not  necessary;  he  put  on  one  of  his  ready  dis- 
guises when  he  sallied  forth  with  the  forged 
letter  in  search  of  Von  Leckenstein,  another  un- 
conscious victim  to  his  atrocity. 

Everything  turned  out  in  favour  of  the 
Italian^s  base  designs.  He  was  like  a  fortunate 
gambler  in  a  career  of  luck.  His  most  dan- 
gerous strokes  succeeded.     His  victims  seemed 
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more  a  bridegroom— this  will  be  a  night  of  eo* 
chantment  P 

The  duchess  cast  down  ber  eyes  to  avoid  the 
expression  of  countenance  which  accompanied 
these  words.  It  was  a  terrible  mixture  of  loose 
feeling  and  concentrated  villany,  one  of  those 
looks  which  a  virtuous  woman  dares  not  read 
even  if  she  could.     Scotus  saw  its  effect. 

"Ah,  forgive  me,"  cried  he,  **if  hopeless 
passion  and  fierce  jealousy  carry  me  away  for 
a  moment.  But  I  as  quickly  return  to  my 
great  object— to  secure  your  bUss  and  forget 
my  own  misery.  I  am  the  slave  of  your  bap- 
piness — I  sacrifice  all  to  that^' 

^^  Alas,  Count  Scotus  r*  replied  the  duchess, 
the  chords  of  vanity  and  pleasure  vibrating  in 
strange  discord  with  those  of  modesty  and 
fear,  "*alas  that  you  should  suffer,  while  I  by 
your  means  alone  am  placed  on  the  very  sum- 
mit of  enjoyment !  Oh  how  intoxicating  is  re^ 
covered  confidence  and  the  return  of  estranged 
affection.     How  wild  I   am  in  my  happiness  t 
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I  know  not  what  to  do  or  say.     I  could  almost 
worabip  you  from  very  gratitude*     I  am  like  a 
lost  child  brought  back  to  its  home.     I  laugh 
and  weep  at  once.    God  grant  that  my  poor 
brain  may  stand  firm,  nor  turn  mad  with  joy  !^' 
The  duchess  burst  into  tears,  and  sank  sob* 
bing  hysterically  on  a  chair.     Scotus  did  not 
fall  at  her  feet  in  remorse  and  shame.    He 
stood  still,  with  folded  arms,  unflinching  nerves 
and  unmoistened  eye,  a  model  of  most  hideous 
villany.    To  plunge  an  enemy  into  ruin,  to 
trample  on  him  who  has  wronged  us,  to  force 
a  poisoner  to  drain  to  the  dregs  the  draught  he 
mixed  for  another,   to  turn  against    a  false 
friend  the  weapons  of  his  treason,  all  this  is 
within  the  legitimate  scope  of  vengeance.    But 
to  lead  a  virtuous  mind  to  ruin  for  base  lucre, 
to  raise  up  one  who  trusts  you  to  a  height 
of  imagined  bliss  only  to  dash  them  down  in 
greater  certainty  of  destruction,  is  the  very 
wantonness  of  crime.     It  is  in  human  nature, 
but  as  a  poison  drop  in  a  fragrant  flower,  aa 
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occult  and  rard7-*extracted  exoepdcm  to  iti 
brightness  and  sweetness.  So  stood  Jerame 
jSootus  00  this  occasion^  while  his  beautjfal 
victim  trembled  with  agitation,  and  wondered 
that  he  uttered  not  one  word  of  relief  or  en- 
couragement. She  would  have  laid  her  hand 
on  his^^but  she  dreaded  his  toudi.  The  sound 
of  Ms  voice  would  have  been  both  balm 
music  to  her  shattered  nerves.  His  sQence 
a  negative  cruelty  of  terrible  effect,  and  he  was 
resolved  to  let  it  work.  At  length,  agitated 
beyond  farther  bearing,  the  duchess  exdainied* 
**  Obf  speak  to  me.  Count  Sootus  I  say  any 
things  of  hcqie,  encouragement,  blame  eren^  if 
I  have  done  wrong  in  this  fantastic  deooratiaA 
of  my  person ;  aye,  of  deqpair,  if  you  have 
any  doubt  of  our  success.  Your  silence  kSh 
Ttke^ — I  fed  as  if  hurled  down  into  depths  of 
gloom.^ 

•  ^^  Nay,  fair  duchess,  do  not  thus  sport  witk 
your  own  happiness  nor  construe  fidsely  .my 
silent  admiration  of  your  charms^  and  my  hat 
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<rf  intenruptiiig  your  atcred  glow  of  feeliiigs. 
T4iOBe  tears,  are  the  gushings  of  joy — ^that 
trembling  its  excitement.  Mistake  not  those 
ezqnisite  symptoms  for  their  own  reverse.  All 
will  be  well.  And  now  recover  yourself ;  for 
yoa  have  a  great  part  to  play.^^ 

'^' Alas,  I  am  a  poor  actor,  and  much  I  fear 
me  I  shall  be  an  imperfect  one.  Had  I  not 
«fter  all  better  trust  to  nature^s  prompting  than 
seek  for  effects  from  artificial  means  ?'* 

*<  What !  do  you,  then,  at  this  moment  of 
triumph  run  counter  to  my  council  f^ 

"  Oh,  no— but — ^ 

«<  Do  you  doubt  my  skill,  thus  brought  to 
its  grand  test  ?  Enough  !  speak  not,  I  see  you 
are  re-assured ;  and  well  you  may  be  so,  for 
great  has  been  my  labour  and  perfect  its  success. 
Follow  up  then  your  own  good  fortune  with 
spirit  and  confidence.  Nothing  else  is  wanting 
now.  The  duke  comes  back,  enamoured  to 
excess;  and  jealousy  has  effSscted  what  reason, 
.nrtue,  and  duty  failed  to  do.    That  strong 
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excitement  was  required  to  lead  him  back,  and 
it  is  on  its  all  powerful  impulse  that  your  fate 
now  hangs.  It  must  now  work  on  him  in 
earnest." 

<^  Still !  must  we  still  play  upon  ^his  feelings, 
still  stoop  to  deceit  ?  Oh,  not  for  less  than  his 
recovered  heart  woiidd  I  have  ei^er  done  tiiis.** 

*^  N6r  would  I  fcr  less  have  oouhselled  it 
But  having  gone  so  fmr  we  must  go  on.  The 
vain  fool  Lebkenstein  Iraits  without.  Will  you 
now  admit  him  ?^ 

*^  Oh,  not  yet !  In  utiercy.  Count  Scotus, 
spare  me  yet  awhile,  and  support  me,  cheer  me 
up,  for  my  spirit  begins  to  faint.  Heavens! 
must  I  play  this  cruel  larce  to  tiie  end  ?  my 
brow  blushes  at  the  thought.  Am  1  not  de> 
graded  low,  in  leading  on  this  youth  to  those 
manifestations  of  weakness,  and  die  suffering  it 
must  lead  to  f  Can  any  purpose  of  my  own 
good  justify  this  injury  to  'another  P^ 

^*  To  be  sure  it  can,"^  replied'  Ae  cbHobs- 
oonsoienced  deceiver — *^  far  even  supposing  it  an 
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ill, bountiful  nature  always  yieldsacbmpensation. 
So  far  in  answer  to  your  doubt  as  to  the  right 
to  act  for  your  own  good.  But  in  fact  you  do 
no  injury,  but  good  rather,  in  teaching  this  in- 
solent boy  a  lesson  for  his  life.  How  durst  he 
raise  his  thoughts  to  one  like  you,  or  imagine 
you  could  receive  his  love  P"^ 

ScotUs  saw  that  this  argument  did  not  pro- 
duce its  effect;  for  the  vanity  of  having  in-« 
spired  young  Ulrick's  affection  excused  his 
presumption.  The  Italian  therefore  turned 
against  her  her  own  \^eapon  of  defence. 

<^  But  think  not,  duchess,*^  said  he  abruptly, 
'^  that  he  loves  you.  I  find  I  must  set  you 
right  at  last.  It  is  sheer  pride  in  your  rank 
that  leads  him  on.  He  comes  in  the  glory  of 
conquest,  not  in  the  humility  of  passion,  to 
throw  himself  at  your  feet,  that  he  may  boast 
of  having  trampled  you  under  his.  You  doubt  .^ 
you  are  wounded,  disgusted,  shocked ;  so  ought 
you  to  be — ^for  he  has  told  me  thid.*^ 

«  Told  you  this  ^ 
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'**  Aye,  and  for  that  it  is  that  I  ha^e  no  eom- 
pasrioQ  in  his  punishment  It  is  due  to  jour 
honour  and  to  his  baseness.  Every  element  of 
your  dignity  as  princess  and  as  woman  should 
rise  up  to  crush  him."* 

Every  element  of  Duchess  Anne^s  weakness 
did  rise  up  to  mortify  her  keenly,  and  to  urge 
her  to  fling  back  the  indignity  on  him  who  was 
presented  to  her  in  a  point  of  view  so  humiliat- 
ing to  herself.  The  crowd  of  her  feelings  now 
seemed  to  have  found  a  point  round  which  they 
might  rally.  A  double  triumph  seemed  within 
her  reach— «nd  she  now  at  l^gth  entered,  with 
her  whole  heart  and  without  a  qualm,  into  the 
plan  against  which  all  the  bett^  and  finer 
feelings  of  her  nature  had  revolted.  A  pre- 
sumed offence  against  her  vanity  produced  an 
effect  more  powerful  than  a  project  for  her 
happiness. 

'*  Then  let  this  presumptuous  oonquemr 
come  in,^  said  she ;  *^  and  do  you,  my  in- 
valuable friend,  prepare  my  lord  for  the  scene, 
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which  he  is  to  oTerhesr  and  I  am  now  quite 
ready  to  act.^ 

*^  NoUe  princesB !  AdmiiBUe  woman !  In- 
imitable wife !  You  now  stand  on  the  Buminit 
of  your  triply-founded  throne^  fit  to  be  obeyed, 
and  wor8hi[q>ed  by  the  world.^ 

With  the  utterance  of  thoee  words  the  Italian 
retired ;  and  the  ducheas,  after  pacing  the  room 
with  a  few  haughty  strides^  took  her  place  on  a 
couch,  ready  to  receive  her  lorer. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

^'  Thbbk,  there,  Ulrick,  is  the  open  way  to 
your  bliss.  She  awaits  you,  in  bridal  robes  and 
royal  decorations!  Go  in  man,  and  reap  the 
rich  harvest  which  I  have  sown  for  you,^*  said 
Scotus,  as  he  passed  into  the  outer  room,  and 
led  tlie  almost  bewildered  youth  to  the  door 
which  opened  into  the  duchesses  chamber.  As 
Leckenstein  entered,  he  disappeared,  and, 
bounding  in  the  buoyancy  of  an  evil  spirit  on  a 
mission  of  ill,  he  soon  found  the  half- 
maddened  husband  and  his  satellites,  and  led 
them  unobstructed  by  another  passage  to  the 
dressing-closet  of  the  duchess,  the  door  of 
which  he  left  open  by  preconcerted  arrange- 
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meat  with:  her,  so  as  that  every  word  which 
passed  between  h6r  and  Leckenstein  might  be 
distinctly  heard.  The  duchess  had  previously 
dismissed  her  attendants,  with  orders  not  to 
interrupt  the  visit  of  Count  Scotus  and  his 
friend  whom  she  expected  to  come  with  him  to 
an  important  conference.  The  stage  was  there* 
fore  ^  clear  for  this  chief  scene  of  the  desperate 
drama  about  to  be  acted. 

Ulrick  entered  the  chamber  with  that  boldest 
species  of  temerity  which  arises  from  inflated 
hope.  Every  look  of  the  Italian,  the  tone  of 
his  voice  was  of  still  more  powerful  effect  than 
the  words  he  uttered.  Ulrick  saw  a  paradise 
where  there  was  but  a  prison,  and  fancied 
himself  a  hero  being  but  a  dupe.  The  sight  of 
the  princess  reclined  on  her  couch,  paler  than 
the  robes  she  wore,  and  with  an  expression  of 
countenance  he  could  by  no  means  penetrate, 
completely  overwhelmed  him.  He  sank  at 
once  from  rashness  to  timidity.  She,  on  her 
part,  perceiving  his  emotion,  and  reading  in  its 
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dirident  symptoms  a  sineedty  and  m  moi/en^m 
diffei^eat  from  vhat^ahe  had  expected,  was  ra 
htae  tium  deeply  affected;  andthaa  wi^uta 
word  being  spoken,  die  dating  youlli  and  tfe 
indigDant  princess  in  an  instant  resumed  tbck 
^gimd  simplicity  of  cbsxacter,  and  proved  to 
be  quite  unfitted  to  sustain  the  parts  they  hid 
so  promptly  assumed.  Sootus  knowing  the 
yielding  nature  of  both,  felt  that  no  tune  wm 
to h^ lost;  and  as  soon  as  Leckenstein  bad  rera- 
vcred  himself  sufficiently  to  stammer  out  a  few 
sentenoes  of  admiration,  and  lore,  tfidgr*^ 
titude,  a  faint  rustling  in  the  closet  told 
Duchess  Anne  that  the  Italian  aooompsQied 
by  her  husband  had  taken  thdr  appointed 
atataon. 

This  certainty  oomjdeted  the  total  loss  of 
self-possession  .whidi  the  trembUag  utterance 
and  timid  looks  of  Ulrick  had  began  to  effect 
She  felt  that  her  husband^s  ear  ivsas  ready  to 
catth  her  words,  that  Us  eye  might  be  fiael  j0O 
her  from  the  scarcely  doaed  door.    A  sense  of 
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dbane  «od  dread  rushed  tm  hen*  (he  pung  of 
diought  upeel  the  deep-wixYfighl  fidlMm  of 
her  betrayer,  aad  the  endfte  of  those  hopee 
and  eakulatioDs  wfaiob  were  iHtilt  on  thenK 
She  vieired  henelf  in  the  light  of  a  fatbe 
praotiBer  of  unholy  arts,  an  aecompUce  in  base 
idotSf  doiAly  deceiving  her  husband  and  this 
lpver-*-4br  in  that  real  aspect  only  she  oould 
now  see  Leekenstein—- degrading  her  rank,  her 
sexi  her  own  purity--**the  vdl  was  torn  from 
her  eyes,  and  this  was  the  prospect  she  bdheld. 
Silant,  almost  breathless  from  very  fear,  and 
choked  with  a  thousand  struggling  emotions, 
she  scarcely  heard  -die  voice  of  Uliick,  as  he, 
rseovering  confidence  ftom  her  abstraction, 
and  interpreting  it  into  returning  tenderness, 
threw  himself  on  his  knees  before  her,  and  poured 
0Ut  incoherent  rhapsodic  of  passion,  raising  his 
^cey  aad  rapidly  pressing  on  bis  suit  in  ac* 
cordance  with  the  Italian's  instructions.  Many 
aainutes  rolled  on;  and  at  length  Ubick 
jneadied  what  he  betiered  die  climax  of  bia 
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doquence,  vhen  he  perceived  the  big  tears 
trickle  down  the  pallid  cheeks  <^  the  duchess, 
sod  saw  thiut  she  hkd  not  strength  for  even  an 
attempt  to  check  them,  while  the  respiration 
which  just  heaved  her  breast  was  too  faint  to 
swell  into  a  sigh, 

*'  Now,  now  then,  divinest  of  women  !"*  ex- 
claimed he,  <*now  is  the  time  to  crown  mj 
happiness  by  instant  flight.  The  boat  is  ready 
by  the  river  side,  the  horses  wait  us  on  the 
shore  beyond.  Everything  is  arranged  accord- 
ing to  our  plans.  Let  us  then  fly  ere  Ihy  hated 
husband  has  time  to  approach  thee,  while  love 
and  hope  and  happiness  all  urge  us  on.*" 

The  duchess  though  unable  to  utter  a  word, 
understood  fully  all  that  was  said,  and  she  shrunk 
back  repugnant  from  the  embraces  which  the 
ardent  youth  would  have  lavished  oo  her. 
She  would  have  given  worlds  for  power  to 
speak  cme  sentence  to  repel  her  insinuated 
complicity  in  the  plans  foi  flight.  But  her 
tongue  seemed  to  cleave  to  her  parched  mouth. 
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tad  s  faint  hysteric  sobbing  were  the  only 
sounds  she  uttered, 

^<  Oh,  why*this  hesitation,  adored  princess  P 
By  this  precious  document  of  affection,  I  im- 
plore thee  pause  not.  To  the  warm  words  of 
thy  letter  and  the  wanner  tears  which  blotted 
the  paper  I  appeal,  as  better  arguments  than 
any  1  can  urge.  Fly,  oh,  fly  with  me— or 
here,  in  the  sacred  solitude  of  this  paradise, 
complete  my  happiness,  and  then  let  fate  do  its 
worst. 

Leckenstein  having  approached  closer  and 
closer,  now  attempted  to  press  the  almost 
fainting  duchess  in  his  arms.  At  the  moment 
the  closet  door  was  burst  open  with  a  loud 
crash,  and  the  Duke  of  Saxe-Coburg  rushed  in, 
his  drawn  sword  in  his  hand,  add  followed  by 
a  person  closely  masked  and  covered  with  a 
mantle,  and  three  others  whose  brandished 
Weapons  and  unvizored  faces  showed  them 
ready  to  do,  and  not  ashamed  to  look  upon, 
any  deed  of  destruction  or  darkness. 
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The  duke^  with  furious  imprecations^  called 
on  the  astounded  Leckenstein  to  defend  himadf » 
while  bis  arm  was  held  by  his  masked  follower 
who  seemed  anxious  to  save  the  youth  from  a 
too  hasty  blow.  But  while  the  duke  was  thus 
secured  from  any  act  of  intemperate  fury^  his 
armed  creatures,  thirsting  for  blood,  rushed  on 
the  defenceless  student,  and  ere  he  had  time  to 
place  his  hand  on  his  weapon's  hilt  two  of  their 
blades  were  plunged  into  his  body.  He  sunk  wel- 
tering in  his  blood,  which  spirted  profusely  out 
upon  the  bridal  robes  of  the  now  totally  insensible 
duchess.  Scotus  sedng  there  were  no  eyes  now 
open  to  recognize  him,  threw  aside  his  mask, 
and  flung  himself  between  the  murderers  and 
the  victim,  ere  they  could  repeat  their  blows, 
and  called  out  loudly  to  the  duke  to  prevent 
tlie  completion  of  the  tragedy — there.  The 
hint  was  obeyed,  and  the  unfortunate  Ulrick 
was  dragged  from  the  chamber,  unconscious  of 
the  violence  and  the  indignity  inflicted  on  his 
person.      Sootus  then  watched  with   fiendish 
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expectation  for  the  stroke  which  the  furious 
husband  had  sworn  he  would  himself  inflict 
oD  his  helpless  wife.  But  instead  of  thus  com- 
pleting the  guilty  measure  of  his  frenzy,  he 
stood  gazing  on  her  beautiful  but  death-like 
face,  and  shocked  that  the  fury  of  his  followers 
had  in  a  way  so  unmanly  robbed  his  own  arm 
of  the  vengeance  which  it  alone  should  have 
executed)  he  lost  for  awhile  all  feelings  of  anger, 
all  thought  of  revenge,  in  the  overpowering 
horror  of  the  scene.  And  had  time  been  given 
for  the  duchess  to  recover  her  recollection,  and 
to  plead  her  cause  in  the  afiecting  ardour  of 
innocence,  he  would  in  such  a  mood  have  been 
more  open  to  conviction  than  in  the  calmest 
moments  of  suspicion  or  indifference.  But  as 
melted  wax,  ready  to  receive  the  first  impres- 
sion which  follows  the  fusion,  so  did  his  heated 
mind  offer  itself  to  the  first  impulse  which  was 
urged  on  it;  and  this  came  in  a  form  irre- 
aestibly  insidious. 
^'Most  noble  duke,  this  is  enough  for  the 
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present,**  said  Sootus,  seeing  that  all  the  better 
feelings  were  at  work  in  the  princess  heart,  and 
now  determined  to  remove  him  finom  the  scSene  ; 
**  your  honour  is  avenged-^push  no  furdi^ 
your  just  wrath.'^ 

<'  As  Heaven  is  my  judge,  Count  Scotus,^ 
replied  the  duke,  ^^  I  have  no  such  design  nor 
desire.  More  has  been  done  afaready  than  I 
intended,  and  even  had  it  not,  the  sight  of  that 
fair,  frail  sufferer — the  victim  of  my  own  neglect 
•—had  satisfied  all  my  anger.  How  beautiful 
she  is !  yet  what  lines  of  anguish  mark  her 
lovely  face!  Compunction  is  far  stronger  in 
me  now  than  vengeance.  Am  I  not  after  all  to 
blame  for  this?  Should  I  have  left  her  un- 
guarded to  the  dangers  of  ber  own  beauty, 
and  her  own  innocence,  while  I  pursued  fan- 
tastic objects  that  fled  and  vanished  as  I  followed 
them  ?  is  not  the  blood  of  that  poor  youth  on 
my  head,  though  it  has  not  stained  my  sword  ? 
Am  I  not  the  most  guilty  of  the  three  ?^ 

This  train  of  thought  does  honour  to  your 


it 
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liighness*s  heart,  I  will  not  combat  the  reason- 
ings  of  a  generous  humanity.  Rather  let  me 
encourage  it,  and  urge  on  your  highness  that 
the  sight  of  your  person,  breaking  suddenly  on 
her  recovered  senses  would  infallibly  plunge 
the  duchess  into  some  violent  convulsion.  Had 
you  not  better  retire,  and  leave  it  to  m^  care  to 
remove  her  with  Archibald,  he  who  struck  no 
blow  against  her  lover^s  breast  ?"*' 

"  Her  lover ! — ^True  !  you  have  roused  me 
to  myself  again.  By  Heavens,  I  was  on  the 
point  of  bending  down  beside  her,  to  watch  her 
opening  eyes,  to  speak  comfort  to  her  reviving 
consciousness,  to  own  the  wrong  I  have  done 
her,  and  to  forgive  the  errors  which  they  begot! 
Even  now  I  can  scarce  refrain  from  clasping 
her  in  my  arms,  and  straining  her  into  life  and 
love  once  more !'' 

<^  Would  she  accept  your  embraces  ?  Bat 
yes— -your  highness  is  perhaps  right — she  might 
for  awhile  believe  them  to  be  Leckenstein*8.^ 

The  duke  bit  his  lip  and  denched  his  handts. 
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SeotUB  watched  keenly,  and  saw  these  answers 

to  his  innendo.    He  oontinued,  with  a  cardess 

air, 

1   **  But  your  highness  had  better  sheathe  your 

sword.    It  BO  lately  menaced  the  life  of  a  dear 

fiieod  that  it  might  not  find  favour  in  her 

sight.'' 

**  Count,  you  can  read  the  human  heart 
better  than  I.  I  will  follow  your  advice.  Bear 
her,  but  gently  and  with  all  possible  delicacy,  to 
the  hosteL  I  will  precede  you  and  have  all 
ready  for  instant  departure,'^  said  the  duke^ 
putting  his  sword  in  its  scabbard,  and  pre- 
paring to  leave  the  room. 
:  <^  And  these  gems  which  decorate  her  high- 
ness? The  eyes  thqr  were  meant  for  rgoice 
not  in  them — How  may  they  be  disposed  of?* 

^*  Worthless  baubles !  they  deserve  not  a 
thought«»'let  them  remain  as  they  are ;  or  drop 
on  the  road,  it  is  of  no  matter  now.^ 

^*  Your  highness  is  known  for  a  good  judge 
of  diamonds,*'   muttered  Scotus  to    himself. 
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UUaUe  to  repress  a  sneer  and  a  smUe.  The 
duke  neither  heard  ncnr  heeded  him;  but 
stepping  to  the  door  to  call  in  the  man  whom 
the  Italian  required  as  an  assistant^  he  saw  him 
in  the  anti-room,  leaning  over  the  sttlLbrealfaing 
body  of  Leckenstein.  The  other  two«-**the 
assassins — had  left  the  palace,  satisfied  with  their 
work  and  believing  it  complete.  The  duke 
motioned  to  Archibald  to  return  to  the  inner 
room ;  and  humanity  rising  stronger  than  ail 
other  feelings,  he  stooped  over  the  bleeding 
youth  in  hopes  of  finding  some  chance  of  re- 
turning life.  As  he  took  up  one  of  the  nerveless 
hands  in  his,  a  paper  fell  from  it.  The  duke 
had  a  buzzing  recollection  of  the  impassioned 
allusion  to  a  letter,  made  by  Ulrick  as  fae 
prawd  his  suit.  He  looked  on  the  paper, 
recognised  as  he  would  have  sworn,  his  wife^s 
hand-writing,  read  the  billet,  then  thrust  it 
into  his  breast ;  and,  with  one  glance  of  rage 
and  contempt,  he  spumed  the  senseless  body 
with  his  foot,  and  hastily  strode  away. 
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Scotus  enveloped  the  duchess  in  one  of  her 
lich  mantles  which  he  found  at  hand ;  and  pre- 
venting the  attempts  of  the  softened  ruffian  to 
apply  water  or  other  means  of  recovery,  he 
placed  her  in  the  feUow^s  arms,  and  led  the 
way  from  the  chamber.  He  marked  Ulrick^s 
body  as  he  passed,  bathed  in  its  blood ;  and 
as  he  moved,  without  a  shudder  of  remorse, 
though  perhaps  fear  caused  an  inward  thrill, 
he  encountered  some  of  the  attendants,  who  on 
seeing  the  murderers  flying,  so  soon  followed 
by  the  fierceJooking  duke,  had  in  spite  of  the 
duchesses  prohibition  gathered  together,  and 
proceeded  towards  the  remote  wing  where  this 
tragedy  was  acted.  The  authoritative  air  of 
Scotus  did  not  fail  him ;  and  the  awe  he  was 
held  in  ensured  obedience  to  his  commands. 

<^Oo  on,  my  friends,^^  said  he,  ^'you  will 
find  Herr  Von  Leckenstein  in  the  anti-room, 
wounded  by  an  accident.  Summon  his  unde 
and  cousins  to  his  aid.  The  duchess  must  be 
removed  from  the  sight  of  the  blood — I  take 
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her  to  the  duke,  who  is  gone  forward  to  the 
hostel.  Be  discreet  as  to  this  affair.  It  is  a 
mere  trifle.^ 

A  series  of  obsequious  bows  answered  this 
brief  speech.  Let  the  listeners  have  imagined 
what  they  might,  those  were  not  the  days  for 
questioning  the  doings  of  princes,  nobles,  or 
bravoes,  particularly  within  the  walls  of  a 
palace. 

As  the  group  emerged  from  the  court-yard, 
the  air  and  the  motion  awoke  the  duchess  for  a 
moment  from  her  fainting-fit.  But  her  eyes 
closed  and  her  heart  sunk  instantly  again ;  and 
then  she  revived,  and  relapsed  at  intervals,  nor 
did  she  recover  her  senses  sufficiently  to  dis- 
tinguish objects  or  recollect  facts,  until  she 
found  herself  stretched  on  a  loathsome  bed  in 
a  miserable  hut,  faintly  lighted  by  a  mean 
lamp,  with  Scotus  in  the  very  act  of  preparing 
to  lift  her  in  his  arms.  A  feeble  shriek  and  a 
faint  struggle  told  him  she  was  conscious  of 
her  situation.     A  flash  of  hope  crossed  his 
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mind  that  she  might  have  lost  her  reason.  He 
held  her  from  him,  stared  intently  on  her  fi^e 
which  he  turned  towards  the  glimmering  li^t, 
and  he  held  in  his  breath  with  anxiety  f(x  her 
first  words. 

**0h,  Count  Sootus/*  said  slie»  in  tones 
barely  articulate  but  spoken  with  all  the  reality 
of  reason,  **  where  am  I,  what  does  this  mean  ? 
The  duke,  the  duke  !  has  aught  befallen  him  ? 
The  murdered  LeckenstdiK— I  fear  to  ask  more 
— ^but  oh,  tell  me  all  ere  my  heart  bursts  with 
horror  P 

^*  Hush,  hush,  for  your  life  and  soul !  Bis. 
oovery  will  be  ruin  to  us  both.  I  have 
snatched  you  from  the  furious  duke,  baflkd 
his  myrmidons,  and  am  about  to  carry  yoa  to 
a  place  of  safety  till  this  frightful  mistake 
rectified  by  the  sublime  exercise  of  my  art," 

^^  Oh  Ood,  oh  God !  pity,  and  pardon^  and 
protect  me !'"  exclaimed  the  duchess ;  and  tears 
once  more  gushed  from  her  heart's  fountains  to 
her  straining  eyes. 
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It  is  my  fault,  and  mine  alone,"  continued 
the  Italian,  **  that  failure  has  in  this  instance 
stopped  our  triumphant  progress.  But  the 
pervarseness  of  the  duke  and  the  audacity  of 
Leckenstein  were  beyond  all  common  calcula« 
tioQs.  I  know  them  better  now,  and  my  next 
experiment  must  succeed,^ 

**  Leckenstein  lives  then,  and  my  husband 
is  safe?'* 

"Aye,  aye  — there  is  no  harm  done  —  a 
scratch,  a  mere  scratch  to  that  bold  boy.  You 
^ay  save  or  punish  him  yet  as  you  may  choose. 
But  your  own  safety  is  the  first  object.  The 
raging  duke  seeks  your  and  my  destruction. 
I  saved  you  from  his  sword — and  I  would  now 
preserve  you  from  his  search.  Inquire  not, 
object  not,  but  accompany  me  from  this  hovel 
where  I  have  hitherto  concealed  you.*" 

"Where  would  you  lead  me — how  long 
have  I  been  here?  What  frightful  lapse  of 
time  have  I  gone  through  insensible — isH  day 
or  night— where  am  I?^    wildly  asked    the 
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duchess,  her  vcMce  gaining  strength  and  her 
body  recovering  its  energies. 

«<For  your  very  souPs  sake  hush  those 
questionings  and  trust  to  me  implicitly — an 
incautious  word,  a  moment  lost,  is  now  per- 
dition. We  must  seek  shelter  beyond  the 
Rhine ;  and  as  we  go  I  can  safely  and  surdy 
work  my  spells.  Ah,  had  not  my  over-anxious 
zeal  to  hurry  on  your  happiness  urged  me  too 
fast,  all  had  been  well.  Had  I  not  tried  my 
solemn  practises  on  land,  and  strove  to  force 
the  ken  of  science  through  an  envious  mass  of 
clouds  last  night,  the  great  combination  had 
been  complete.  But  now  the  stars,  Heaven's 
brilliant  types  are  out — and  the  swelling  water 
offers  its  bosom  to  my  ready  bark,  inviting  us 
at  once  to  safety  from  man^s  wrong,  and  re- 
flecting the  bright  tokens  of  Heaven's  justioe. 
Seize,  then,  the  propitious  moment  with  cahn 
confidence  and  glowing  hope ;  let  your  prayers 
be  directed  towards  those  smiling  skies,  while 
your  mind  reads  nature^s  oracles  which  I  will 
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now  propound  to  you,  without  chance  of  hann 
or  hindrance.  Come,  come,  most'  lovely  one ! 
see,  persecuting  fate  relents,  and  the  broad 
harbour  of  happiness  invites  you  to  its  refuge. 
Rq)ose  on  my  courage,  my  skill,  and  my 
energy.  Think  what  I  have  already  done  for 
you.  How  near  I  was  to  the  consummation 
of  all— how  sure  I  am  of  success.  The  duke 
is  now  close  by  me  as  it  were — within  the  in- 
fluence of  the  stars,  whose  magic  rays  stream 
down  on  his  very  head  and  whose  essence  enters 
into  his  heart.  Oh,  you  shall  see  the  wondrous 
exercise  of  my  powers,  and  your  beaming  looks 
and  ardent  sighs  shall  mingle  with  heaven^ 
light  and  breath,  come,  come/^ 

The  unfortunate  duchess  felt  her  heart  cold 
at  the  bare  mention  of  the  Rhine — for  she  re- 
membered that  night  when  the  Italian^s  words 
and  looks  drove  her  from  its  banks,  in  terror 
to  the  grove.  But  his  jargon  blandishments, 
his  soothing  voice,  her  own  superstitious  yearn- 
ings hushing  her  fears— one  weakness  gaining 

r  2 


100  i^OKKS  1>E   HANflFELVT, 

an  ignoble  victory  over  another — she  arose^ 
and  accepting  his  proffered  arm,  she  quitted 
the  but ;  but  she  started  back  and  would  have 
rushed  again  to  its  security,  on  seeing  the 
broad  dark  river  rolling  almost  close  to  her  feet 
had  he  not  held  her  firm,  and  with  a  whispered 
pretext  of  supporting  almost  lifted  her  the  few 
paces  across  the  raised  embankment,  down  its 
sloping  side,  and  into  a  boat  which  lay  moored 
dose  by. 

MHien  Scotus  held  the  Duke  of  Saxe-Coburg^a 
arm  as  he  burst  into  his  wife's  chamber,  it  was 
in  the  hope  that  the  blade  he  obstructed  would 
have  been  immediately  turned  against  the  breast 
of  the  princess,  for  he  it  was  who  had  directed  the 
bravoes  and  paid  them  beforehand,  to  save  the 
duke  from  the  risk  of  a  combat,  by  killing  the 
student  on  the  spot.  When  he  perceived  that 
generous  regret  gained  the  mastery  over  false 
passion,  and  that  the  duchess  ran  no  danger  of 
becoming  her  husband's  victim,  he  resolved  to 
complete  the  sacrifice  himsdf,  for  he  dreaded 
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that  with  her  recovered  senses  she  would  make  an 
ample  revelation  of  all  that  had  passed,  to  her 
own  and  U}rick's  justification  and  to  the  utter 
blasting  of  his  character.  Besides,  he  hated 
her-^— though  he  had  never  loved  her — for  being 
insensible  to  the  passion  he  had  feigned  for  her 
person.  Had  his  attachment  been^  real  it 
might  have  been  returned;  for  the  birth  of 
true  passion  almost  always,  if  not  always — 
there  may  be  a  rare  exception-^— engenders  a 
twin-feeling  in  the  being  fix>m  whom  it  catches 
the  flame  of  life.  But  be  this  as  it  may,  he 
hated  and  resolved  to  murder  her.  The  dark 
bed  of  the  Rhine  was  the  surest  and  least  likely 
to  be  discovered  depository  for  her  lifeless 
body ;  and  as  he  proceeded  to  the  execution  of 
his  project,  he  coldly  calculated  the  leagues 
which  it  would  probably  be  carried  by  the 
quick  current,  ere  some  chance  wave  threw  it 
upon  shore*  It  has  been  seen  how  cleverly  he 
got  rid  of  the  duke ;  and  scarcely  had  be  quitted 
the  palaccj  with  Archibald  the  bravo,  than  he  re* 
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lieved  the  latter  from  the  burthen  which  he 
panted  to  get  into  his  own  grasp,  and  sent  him  on 
an  errand,  meaning  nothing,  to  the  place  of  ren- 
dezvous ;  he  immediately  turning  from  it  into 
an  opposite  direction  and  down  upon  that  of  the 
river. 

During  this  time  the  dusk  of  evening  had 
given  place  to  the  darkness  of  night.  It  seemed 
as  if  earth  and  heaven  had  shut  their  eycB  upon 
the  villain^s  doings.  He  found  no  obstack 
whatever.  Even  the  patroPs,  so  watchful  in 
that  bustling  political  crisis,  appeared  to  avoid 
his  path.  He  met  only  one  man.  His  keen  eye 
recognized  the  Reitre  Captain  Yon  Sweinishen, 
but  as  the  latter  seemed  to  heed  him  not  he 
passed  on  and  reached  the  liver^s  side,  the 
person  of  the  duchess  almost  entirely  covered 
by  his  ample  cloak,  and  its  little  weight  oflRsring 
no  obstruction  to  his  progress.  He  had  in  the 
evening  remarked  a  fisherman's  hovel,  and  saw 
a  ragged  and  squalid  pair,  its  occupants, 
lounging  listlessly  at  the  door,  just  opposite  to 
which  a  clumsy-looking  skiff  lay  lightly  on 
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the  wave,  fastened  by  a  chain  to  the  shore. 
Scotus  had  now  reached  this  place  and  would 
have  willingly  entered  the  boat  and  proceeded 
at  once  to  the  consummation  of  his  diabolical 
design,  but  he  found  the  chain  locked  to  an  iron 
ring,  and  perceived  through  the  dim  obscurity 
that  the  boat  contained  no  oars.  His  first 
notion  was  to  deposit  the  still  senseless  princess 
within  it,  and  then  to  seek  the  fisherman  and 
obtain  the  wanting  implements  which  would 
enable  him  to  pass  over,  disencumbered  and 
alone,  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  river.  But  he 
feared  lest  his  victim  might  recover  her  senses, 
cry  out  for  help,  and  attempt  to  escape ;  and 
he  also  thought  he  heard  steps  and  whispering 
voices — a  guilty  conscience  makes  populous  a 
desert's  gloom.  He  paused  and  stooped  down 
with  his  burthen  to  the  earth,  that  he  might  be 
more  perfectly  concealed  and  at  the  same  time 
peer  around  with  greater  chance  of  discovering 
any  human  figure  which  might  be  crouching, 
like  himself.    He  saw  nothing  but  the  fisher- 
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inan*8  hut  and  the  dark  trees  faintly  waving  in 
the  breeze;  and  he  could  only  hear  the  mdaii- 
choly  rustle  of  the  leaves,  and  the  quiet  Bjdadi 
of  the  water  against  the  liver'^s  bank  and  the 
sides  of  the  skiff,  and  the  distant  murmur  of 
the  town*  There  were  a  few  stars  glimmering 
aboye^  but  no  moonlight,  and  not  wind  enough 
to  curl  the  waves  into  foam. 

'<  She  will  sink  soon  and  deep,  and  travel  far 
bdow  the  surface  without  any  chance  of  being 
washed  ashore  in  this  stiU  night,*'  murmured 
Sootus  unconsciously,  as  his  eye  rested  on  the 
heavy-rolling  stream. 

At  this  moment  he  felt  his  hitherto  motion- 
less burthen  heave  in  a  faint  struggle ;  and  he 
loosened  the  clasp  of  his  own  cloak  and  threw 
it  into  the  nearest  end  of  the  boat,  to  mark  her 
disembarrassed  movements.  She  seemed  re- 
lieved from  the  oppression,  but  was  again  still 
and  listless.  He  put  his  face  closer  to  faer's. 
He  caught  no  breathing  on  his  cheek ;  but  a 
faint,  faint  moan,  like  the  fairy  wailings  of  an 
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infant's  dream,  belied  the  notion  that  she  was 
idready  dead.  He  then  folded  her  mantle^ 
carefully  around  her  and  proceeded  to  the  hut. 
A  light  was  within,  and  low  voiees  told  that 
the  wretched  couple  were  reciprocating  the 
monotonous  plaint  of  their  miserj — what  else 
have  the  poor,  the  sickly,  and  the  ignorant  to 
discuss  ? 

A  gentle  tap  at  the  door  and  an  almost 
whispered  invitation  to  open  it  wa»all  the  wary 
Italian  ventured  on.  The  double  summons 
was  answered  by  the  raising  of  the  latch  and 
the  appearance  of  the  man,  undressed  as  he  bad 
lain  in  his  bed*  Before  he  could  make  any 
inquiry  of  his  visitor,  the  latter  asked  rapidly 
if  he  were  not  the  owner  of  the  skiff,  and  if  he 
would  hire  it  for  the  purpose  of  crossing  the 
river. 

**  I  am,"  and  **  willingly,'*  were  the  brief 
replies  ;  and  a  few  minutes  sufficed  to  allow  the 
fisherman  and  his  wife  to  throw  on  their  scanty 
covering,  while  Sootiis  entered  and  placed  the 

f3 
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scarcely-breathing  duchess  on  lihe  bed,  and  gaye 
orders  to  the  man  to  fetch  the  oars  and  unlock 
the  chain,  and  to  the  woman  to  look  out  at  a 
short  distance  from  the  cottage  lest  there  might 
be  some  straggling  passers-by.  The  air  and 
appearance  of  the  Italian  and  the  glittering 
richness  of  the  duchesses  ornaments  were  suf- 
ficient to  inspire  complete  obedience  in  these 
poor  people,  even  without  the  piece  of  gold 
which  he  had  already  placed  on  the  table,  but 
which,  as  it  shone  in  the  lamp-light  gleam,  both 
wife  and  husband  seemed  afraid  at  ashamed  to 
touch.  Yet  to  obviate  any  possible  squeam- 
ishness  on  their  parts  as  to  becoming  accessories 
in  the  dubious  and  questionable  evasion,  he 
told  them,  in  brief  phrase  and  low  accents,  that 
the  lady  was  his  newly-married  wife,  and  that 
he  fled  with  her  from  the  very  altar  steps 
from  her  pursuing  kinsmen,  by  whom  their 
liberties  and  lives  were  jeopardied.  Enough 
had  before  been  done  to  secure  the  sympathy 
of  the  needy  pair,  wlio  would  have  had  small 
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scruples  in  complying  even  had  they  doubted 
the  tale.  The  abrupt  entrance  of  the  man,  and 
his  loud  announcement  that  all  was  ready  and 
no  one  in  sight,  aroused  the  duchess  into  that 
start  of  recovered  sense  which  we  have  before 
described. 

Scotus  had  shoved  the  boat  from  the  shore, 
the  fisherman*s  dark  figure  was  lost  in  the 
gloom»  the  raised  bank  and  the  tall  trees  were 
vaguely-figured  against  the  murky  sky,  and  the 
duchess,  chill,  and  trembling  from  speechless 
terror,  clung  to  the  rude,  damp  bench  on  which 
she  had  sunk,  as  though  every  motion  of  the 
Italian^s  oar  threatened  to  upset  the  boat,  or 
cast  her  over  its  side.  He  for  some  time  left 
her  totally  to  herself  and  to  her  agitation,  his 
whole  efforts  being  directed  to  the  object  of 
getting  the  boat  forward,  which  his  awkward 
management  of  the  single  oar,  both  as  oar  and 
rudder,  made  difficult  and  tedious.  He  stood 
for  this  purpose  at  the  stemmost  end,  and  as  he 
strode  across  his  own  cloak  which  lay  in  a  heap 
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where  he  flung  it,  his  foot  found  an  impediBifint 
in  some  soft  substance  beneath  its  heavy  folds. 
He  stepped  over  it  and  continued  his  pilotage, 
until  having  reached  what  he  conjecture  to  be 
about  the  middle  of  the  stream,  the  bank  be 
had  started  from  being  now  invisible,  he  paused 
and  whistled  shrilly.  The  signal  was  faintly 
answered  from  the  other  side ;  but  nothing  was 
now  to  be  distinguished  but  the  dark  water,  in 
which  the  starlight  reflection,  breaking  thioagfa 
heavy  clouds,  danced  quivering  here  and  there. 
As  Scotus  now  quitted  the  stem  and  was 
stepping  towards  the  middle  of  the  boat,  where 
Duchess  Anne  maintained  her  motionless  place, 
he  stooped  to  touch  with  his  hand  the  object 
which  he  had  before  trod  on,  and  he  quickly 
started  up  and  sprang  forward  in  sudden  terror, 
convinced  that  some  living  animal  lay  oovered 
by  his  cloak;  exemplifying  one  of.  the  strange 
anomalies  of  human  nature, — ^he,  who  little 
feared  either  God  or  man,  who  laughed  at 
common  danger,  and  never  shrunk  from  crimen 
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shuddered  in  his  heart's  depths  at  the  touch  of 
a  dog,  or  the  sight  of  a  cat.  Antipathy  to 
domestic  animals  is  perhaps  no  bad  test  of  an 
inhuman  disposition.  The  Italian  expected 
every  moment  to  be  seized  on  and  torn,  by  some 
shaggy  guardian  of  the  skiff,  which  had 
hitherto  slept  on  its  watch  ;  but  finding  himself 
unassailed,  and  not  hearing  even  a  snarl,  he  re- 
covered his  deliberate  self-command. 

**  Now,  Duchess  Anne,^  said  he,  sternly  and 
abrubtly,  ^*  fate  hath  at  length  placed  us  fidy 
together.  We  are  now  indeed  alone — the 
heavens  above  us,  the  waters  underneath — we 
are  no  more  mere  beings  of  the  earth,  which  we 
have  quitted  and  lost  sight  of — one  of  us  for 
ever.    Are  you  prepared  to  die  ?** 

"  To  die !  oli  God !  What  mean  you  by 
those  horrid  words  ? — Oh,  Count  Scotus,  do  not 
trifle  with  my  terrors — I  am  in  fearful  alarm 
— prithee,  prithee,  put  back  to  land —let  me 
meet  my  husband^s  fury,  and  fall  by  his  hand, 
rather  than  linger  in  this  agony  of  dread  !*' 
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**  Patience  one  moment ;  it  will  not  last  long. 
Cans^t  thou  fathom,  proud  duohess,  the  depths 
of  that  flood?  No;  yet  thy  bed  is  ready 
made  in  its  soft  sands.  Thou  wouldst  read  the 
stars !  Ha,  ha,  ha !  it  must  then  be  through 
the  magnifying  medium  of  those  waters  into 
which  you  are  about  to  sink."*^ 

**  Alas,  alas,  there  is  a  frightful  tone  of  troth 
in  your  terrible  voice — ^you  are  not  mocking  my 
fears,— -I  know  you  are  going  to  murder  me— 
oh,  mercy,  mercy.  Count  Sootus !     I  have  done 
nought  to  injure  you.     What  means  this  pur- 
pose ?     Tell  me,  tell  me — oh,  say  that  you  but 
sport  with  my  weakness — ^that  you  are  about  to 
work  some  powerful  charm,  some  spell  for  my 
happiness,  and  this  is  but  the  dreadful  preface— 
the  mysterious  and  awful  incantation  for  the 
spirit  of  good  you  are  going  to  raise — Oh,  speak 
me  some  comforting  words;    turn  your  face 
towards  me,  that  I  may  read  your  heart .'" 
The  agitated  supplicant  rose  from  the  bench 
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and  cau^t  the  Italian  in  her  arms.    He  flung 
her  back  rudely  trom  him,  and  exclaimed, 

**  Not  injured  me !  Did  you  not  repulse  my 
passion  when  I  loyed  you  ?  Did  you  not  fly  in 
disgustand  terrorwhen  I  wooed  you — ^inmockery 
it  is  true,  but  you  knew  not  that-— by  the  river 
side  ?  Do  you  not  now,  even  when  you  would 
twine  your  arms  around  me,  loathe  and  fear 
me  ?  Are  not  these  wrongs,  and  do  they  not 
merit  death?  But  without  all  this  you  are 
doomed  to  die,  and  by  my  hand,  and  in  the 
eddies  of  this  flood — it  is  written— so  prepare  !^ 

He  had  left  the  boat  to  its  random  course, 
and  fearing  that  it  might  drift  to  the  shore,  he 
was  resolved  to  finish  the  deed  at  once.  He 
therefore  approached  the  duchess,  who  lay 
stunned  and  almost  senseless  across  the  bench, 
and  seizing  her  round  the  waist  he  lifted  her 
up.  But  the  dread  of  approaching  death  gave 
her  new  strength,  and  she  clung  faster  to  the 
bench,  and  screamed  aloud  in  the  hoarse  hope- 
lessness of  succour.     A  thought  flashed  across 
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her  mind  that  seemed  to  promise  a  momentary 
respite  from  what  she  now  felt  to  be  her  inevi- 
table fate. 

'<  Ohy  stop,  stop  one  minute,''  cried  she, 
**  but  one  minute,  till  I  tear  off  those  diamond 
trappings  and  give  them  to  you,  as  a  poor  re- 
ward for  a  minute  more  of  life.*** 

**  Foolish  wretch  !^  vociferated  the  Italian, 
<<  they  are  as  false  as  is  your  sex — ^they  are  not 
worth  ten  ducats.  Know  as  you  perish  that  I 
have  had  all  of  you  worth  having,  in  the  real 
jewels  which  those  counterfeits  replaced — and 
now  to  finish  with  you  V* 

**  Mercy,  mercy  !^  uttered  the  choking  voice 
of  the  duchess. 

**  Death,  death  !^  responded  the  villain. 
*^  Hast  thou  ever  known  me  for  such  a  fool  as 
to  dream  of'  my  letting  you  livci  that  I  might 
die?  of  allowing  you  to  proclaim  your  own 
justification  and  brand  me  with  infamy  ?^ 

^^  Oh,  fear  not  that  I  shall  reveal  anything,"^ 
cried  the  duchess,  in  new  hope  of  touching  him 
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With  compassion—**  I  swear  eternal  secrecy — I 
will  bury  myself  out  of  sight  of  the  whole 
world— I  will  tear  my  tongue  out,  if  you  but 
spare  ray  life.'' 

**  The  dead  only  tell  no  tales,"  was  the  vil- 
lain's reply ;  and  at  length  worn  out  by  the 
struggle,  tike  offered  no  resistance  to  his  at- 
tempt to  raise  her  up,  but  a  low  panting  cry  of 
supplication  which  he  heeded  not.  He  lifted 
her  in  his  arms,  and  just  as  he  stooped  towards 
the  boat-side  to  plunge  her  into  the  stream,  a 
bounding  spring  from  the  other  end  made  the 
frail  vessel  heave  to  and  fro,  and  the  murderer 
lost  his  balance,  ere  he  could  effect  the  deed. 
A  loud  shout  close  to  his  ear  accompanied  a 
powerful  blow  which  felled  him  to  the  floor« 
He  sprang  up  again,  and  found  himself  assailed 
by  two  men,  whose  furious  voices  he  recognised 
for  those  of  Sweinishen  and  Von  Heyen. 
They  each  seized  on  him,  and  by  a  sudden 
heave  they  lifted  him  bodily  up  and  flung  him 
right  over  the  side,  striking  him  repeated  blows 
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on  the  head  with  their  clenched  fists,  to  force 
him  from  the  convulsive  grasp  with  which  he 
still  clung  to  the  gunwale.  He  disappeared. 
But,  with  a  last  desperate  clutch  he  had  seized 
the  body  of  the  duchess  and  dragged  her  with 
him  into  the  river^s  depth.  Both  instantly  sank, 
her  gurgling  screams  mixing  with  the  oaths  and 
exclamations  which  broke  from  the  shocked 
men,  who  had  meant  to  be  her  saviours  and 
avengers.  With  straining  eyes  and  out-stretched 
arms  they  watched,  for  some  seconds  of  fearful 
suspense.  At  last  the  white-robed  body  of  the 
duchess  rose  to  the  surface,  and  almost  dose  to 
the  ready  hand  of  Von  Heyen. 

*^  God  be  praised !  I  have  her  !^  exclaimed 
he,  making  a  grasp ;  but  a  portion  of  the  fra- 
gile garment  tore  away  from  the  hapless  wearer, 
and  she  sank  again.  A  cry  of  agony  broke 
from  the  brave  young  man,  who  without  a 
moment's  consideration  of  his  own  danger  sprang 
into  the  river,  and  dived  in  the  direction  where 
she  had    disappeared.     Von    Sweinishen    bad 
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now  to  support  the  sole  burthen  of  agitated 
suspense.  He  hdd  the  oar  in  both  hands,  afraid 
to  move  it  lest  he  might  propel  the  boat  to  the 
place  where  he  hoped  the  bold  swimmer  at 
least  would  rise  again,  and  thus  cause  him  the 
risk  of  a  stunning  blow  against  the  keel  or  side. 
In  a  few  seconds  he  appeared,  and  though  he 
spoke  not,  and  that  the  darkness  prevented  his 
anxious  comrade  from  seeing  any  certainty  of 
his  success,  it  was  evident,  from  the  striking  out 
of  only  one  of  his  arms  in  the  water,  that  he 
held  some  heavy  substance  in  the  other  below 
the  surface. 

<*  Heaven  grant  you  have  not  missed  the 
lady  and  brought  up  the  murderer  !^  cried  Von 
Sweinishen  fervently — but  the  nearly  ex- 
hausted swimmer  dared  not  open  his  mouth  to 
reply,  lest  the  water  should  rush  in  and  take 
his  breath  entirely  away. 

Von  Sweinishen  saw  it  was  impossible  with- 
out imminent  risk  of  upsetting  the  skiff  to 
attempt  to  lift  in  his  friend  or  the  person  he 
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held;  so,  the  moment  Von  Heyen  approached 
suflBdently  near  to  the  side  to  grasp  the  gun« 
wale  with  his  unencumbered  hand,  he  worked 
lustily  with  the  oar,  and  in  a  few  minutes  sue- 
ceeded  in  reaching  the  shore  just  as  his  com- 
panion's  strength  had  almost  failed  him,  and  as 
he  dreaded  that  he  should  be  forced  either  to 
relinquish  the  hold  of  the  boaf  s  side  or  let  go 
the  object  he  upheld  with  the  other  hand. 

**  Which  is  it  ?^  cried  Von  Sweinishen,  rush- 
ing from  the  stem,  as  the  boat  buried  its  prow 
into  the  soft  bank« 

**'  The  duchess,  the  duchess  !^  replied  Von 
Heyen,  sinking  on  the  rushy  sedge,  and  with  a 
last  faint  effort  dragging  up  the  body  beside 
him. 

<'  Then,  the  villain,  thank  Gbd,  has  perished  ! 
What  a  blessed  chance  that  made  me  recognise 
him,  and  then  meet  you  that  you  might  follow 
him  with  me  !'* 

*'  And  how  fortunate  that  his  own  cloak 
served  to  conceal  us,  where  we  lay  down  in  the 
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boat  while  he  sought  his  intended  victim  in 
the  hut  r 

"  And  that  we  can  testify  to  her  innocence 
from  the  ruffian^s  own  last  words !  Ah,  Von 
Heyen,  Providence  is  great  and  good  !^ 

^*  God  grant,  then,  that  the  princess  still 
lives !" 

The  fisherman  and  his  wife,  who  had  lin* 
gered  on  the  beach,  attracted  by  the  fearful 
shrieks  of  the  duchess,  the  shouts  of  her  deli^ 
verers,  and  the  complicated  noises  of  the  tumult^ 
now  gave  every  help  to  remove  the  drenched 
and  corpse-like  body  into  the  house,  and  to  seek 
immediate  remedies  for  an  attempt  to  restore  it 
to  sensibility. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

An  interval  of  between  three  and  four  years 
from  those  principal  events  of  our  story  passed 
over,  with  scenes  and  circumstances  more  pub- 
licly important,  but  not  so  minutely  interesting 
to  the  personages  whose  adventures  we  relate. 
Individual  doings  were  merged  in  the  general 
progress  of  affairs,  involving  more  or  less  the 
fortune  and  the  fate  of  almost  every  one  of 
those  whom  we  have  brought  forward  in  the 
foregoing  pages;  and  we  must,  in  a  brief  sketch 
of  the  political  occurrences  of  the  epoch,  abandon 
for  a  while  the  more  detailed  attention  which 
we  have  before  given  to  persons  and  events. 

The    conversion  to  protestantism,  and  the 
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marriage  of  Ohebhard  Truchses,  the  former  of 
which  he  boldly  avowed,  and  the  latter  being 
long  suspected  and  at  length  made  public,  were 
looked  upon  as  a  joint  event,  in  the  religious 
and  political  aspect  which  they  presented  to  the 
empire  and  to  Europe ;  and,  from  the  imperial 
to  the  papal  throne,  the  agitation  they  produced 
was  almost  without  parallel.  The  splendid 
talents  of  the  elector-archbishop  and  the  in- 
fluence of  his  ancient  and  powerful  family  made 
his  defection  from  the  catholic  church  a  matter 
of  no  common  importance,  for  it  was  impossible 
to  confound  such  am^n  with  the  herd  of  princes 
who  had  abjured  the  doctrines  of  Rome,  or  of 
the  prelates  who  had  insisted  on  their  right  of 
marrying,  yet  still  retaining  their  mitres  and 
their  sees. 

Thirty  years  previously,  Herman,  Count  de 
Weid,  one  of  Ohebhard's  predecessors  in  the 
electoral  and  archiepiscopal  see  of  Cologne,  had 
been  deprived  of  his  dignities  by  the  authority 
of  a  papal  bull|  and  had  quietly  resigned  them 
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rather  than  plunge  bis  country  into  war.  '  His 
only  offence  was  the  countenance  he  had  gi^en 
to  the  Lutheran  heresy.  But  Truchses,  who 
bad  gone  much  further,  was  not  thought  likdy 
to  resign  his  rank,  unless  actually  overpowered 
by  material  force ;  and  the  combinations  entered 
into  for  his  destruction  were  on  a  scale  propor- 
tioned to  his  probable  resistance,  whfle  Ae 
efforts  which  he  made  to  sustain  his  authority 
and  drfend  his  possessions  justified  those  calcu- 
lations. 

The  question  which  now  arose  was,  on  poli- 
tical grounds,  one  of  considerable  intricacy. 
Notwithstanding  the  reservations  in  favour  of 
the  catholics  which  had  been  introduced  into 
the  religious  peace,  the  protestants  still  pos- 
sessed many  bishoprics  throughout  the  empire, 
and  the  present  case  could  not  be  considered  as 
exactly  within  those  reservations,  as  it  did  not 
concern  the  election  of  a  new  prelate,  but  of  one 
who  had  abandoned  the  catholic  doctrines  and 
still  claimed  to  maintain  his  authority.    The 
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example  of  Truchses,  if  unresisted,  was  too 
inviting  not  to  be  certainly  followed  by  other 
ecclesiastics.  It  also  placed  the  laity  of  the 
catholic  church  in  an  extremely  critical  position, 
partly  on  account  of  the  situation  of  the  archie- 
piscopal  states  and  partly  from  the  predomi* 
nancy  the  protestants  would  thereby  gain  in 
the  electoral  college.  It  was  especially  feared, 
as  freedom  of  opinion  was  every  day  spreading 
rapidly,  that  Mayencfe  would  be  the  next  to 
follow  the  example.  Much,  therefore,  as  Gheb- 
hard  and  his  friends  endeavoured  to  represent 
his  conduct  as  an  individual  case,  which  could 
draw  after  it  no  consequences,  it  was  perfectiy 
well  known  that  many  canons  were  avowed 
protestants,  and  that  nothing  would  be  easier 
than  gradually  to  fill  the  chapter  with  their 
adherents,  while  a  certainty  would  arise,  that 
no  catholic  would  ever  again  be  elected. 

These  considerations  would  in  any  event  have 
been  serious,  but  would  not  have  aroused  such 
fierce  and  inveterate  hostility  to  Ghebhard,  had 
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be  not  chosen  this  ciidosl  raoment  to  msrry. 
There  is  no  dcHibt  but  that  he  was  inclined  sA 
first,  knowing  he  would  be  exposed  to  the 
attacks  of  his  chapter,  the  emperor,  the  pope, 
and  the  whole  catholic  empire,  to  adopt  the 
resolution  id  at  once  resigning  and  retiiug 
altogether  into  private  life^  His  declaration  to 
Nuenar,  on  the  day  of  his  marriage,  showed 
that  such  was  his  first  impulse.  But  the  hope 
of  suf^rt  from  the  protestants,  who  at  that 
time  disputed  every  privilege  with  their  an- 
tagonists, an  innate  love  of  authority,  whidi 
those  who  have  long  enjoyed  it  are  so  little  abk 
to  resign,  the  exampk  of  many  bishops  and 
archbishops  of  the  empire  who  had  marned 
with  impunity,  the  persuasion  of  his  profcestant 
friends,  particularly  Nuenar  and  Kriedilingen, 
and  perhaps  more  than  all,  the  feeling  of  what 
be  owed  to  his  beloved  Agnes  herself,  triumphed 
over  all  objections  and  scruples,  and  fix«d  ham 
in  the  determination  of  maintaiiiing  his  axch- 
faisfaopric« 
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The  State  cxf  fediag  thioughout  the  electorate 
at  that  tine  oontributed,  no  doubt»  to  confirm 
him  in  this  resolution.  Deroted  as  were  the 
burgomaster  and  council  of  Cologne  to  the 
ca:diolic  religion,  the  infection  of  the  protestant 
doctrines  bad  yet  spread  extensively  among  the 
people.  Many  dtisens  had  already,  some 
moDtbs  previously,  presented  a  petition  to  the 
emperor,  that  they  might  be  allowed  the  free 
exercise  of  worship.  They  had  obtained  no- 
thing farther  by  this  step  than  that  the  pro- 
testant princes,  in  a  memorial  of  their  own, 
strongly  recommended  their  cause  to  the  council. 
As  this  received  no  immediate  answer,  the 
palatine  John  of  Zweibnicken  had  been  com- 
missioned to  go  personally  to  Cologne,  and 
make  representations  in  favour  ci  the  citizens. 
The  council  replied  with  much  firmness,  and 
was  not  to  be  prevailed  on  either  by  threats  or 
persuasions  to  grant  their  demand.  It  nev»- 
thdb»  gave  liberty  to  those  who  had  been  im« 
for  attending  the  sermons  of  protestant 
o  2 
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preachers;  and  in  consequence  the  fanatic 
ranter  Scragglekopft,  alluded  to  in  our  early 
chapters,  with  others  of  his  stamp,  had  been 
preparing  for  a  rich  harvest  of  heresy.  The 
Elector  Ghebhard,  who  -wished  nothing  more 
ardently  than  to  increase  his  party  in  the  city, 
did  not  even  after  the  success  of  the  revolt 
against  his  authority  give  up  all  hope  from  that 
quarter.  He  flattered  himself  that  the  pro- 
testants,  imitating  the  example  of  the  inhabit- 
ants of  Aachen,  would,  by  the  next  session  of 
the  council,  bring  some  of  their  own  persuasion 
among  them,  or  perhaps  get  the  entire  adminis- 
tration of  the  city  into  their  hands  by  force. 
But,  put  on  their  guard  by  this  example,  the 
council  redoubled  its  vigilance,  and  determined 
with  so  much  the  more  zeal  upon  excluding  the 
party  of  Ohebhard  from  the  chapter. 

Long,  however,  would  the  chapter  itself  have 
remained  irresolute  in  this  delicate  afiair,  if  the 
elector  had  not  entirely  thrown  off  the  mask, 
and  declared  in  a  public  rescript,  almost  imme* 
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diately  after  his  marriage,  that,  '<  as  God  had 
delivered  him  from  the  darkness  of  popery,  he 
permitted  to  all  his  subjects  the  public  exercise 
of  the  reformed  religion.^  Upon  this,  the 
canons  assembled  together,  and  called  out 
loudly  for  a  diet  at  Cologne.  And  this  not 
only  took  place,  in  spite  of  the  active  opposition 
of  Ghebhard,  but  it  was  also  unanimously  re- 
solved that  the  innovation  introduced  by  the 
single  authority  of  the  elector  was  to  be  re- 
garded as  a  measure,  which  he,  without  the 
consent  and  concurrence  of  the  chapter  and 
states,  had  no  lawful  competence  to  authorize. 
The  states  of  the  electoral  lands  of  Westphalia 
did  not,  it  is  true,  join  in  this  resolution ;  on 
the  contrary,  they  declared  themselves  formally 
for  Ghebhard.  Nevertheless,  the  affair  took  a 
much  more  serious  turn  than  he  had  anticipated; 
for  the  emperor  and  the  pope  began  now  to 
espouse  the  cause  of  the  chapter  with  great 
warmth  and  energy. 
The  emperor^  willing  in  the  first  instance 
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eitber  to  oompniiiisa  with  Truefases,  or  to  give 
a  show  of  moderation  to  bis  oondaet  kad  9&Dt, 
as  Gliebhard'a  defection  from  the  church  of 
Borne  became  flagrant,  a  member  of  hia  ovn 
privy  council,  to  repreieot  to  him  in  the  atrai^eat 
manner  the  oonieqpi€iioe&  which  bis  conduct 
would  produce;  and  as  this  measure  remained 
without  eflPect,  die  vice-chancellor  of  the  emjnre, 
Jacob  Kurt£,  was  dispatched  to  Bomi  with  the 
same  views.  He  prevailed  as  little  with  the 
elector  as  the  fenner  agent,  but  Us  presence 
worked  powerfully  on  the  chapter  of  Cologne^ 
now  left  almost  entirely  to  tiie  eontnl  of  the 
catholic  members.  The  latto*,  imitaling  die 
example  of  Ghebbard  vdio  bad  garriaoned  the 
city  of  Bonn,  made  also  every  warlike  piepara- 
don,  and  got  many  places  into  their  poasesaioo : 
and  all  this  was  not  only  approved  of  by  Kurts, 
but  he  advised  them  furthor,  **  before  all  things 
to  think  of  a  new  election,  for  wUoh  the  chapler 
was  not  only  cmnpetent  by  their  ooramcm  right, 
but  also  by  virtue  of  the  ecclesiastical  reserva* 
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tians  in  ti^  retigious  peace ;  that  nothing  would 
mare  diiooiirage  CHieUurd  and  stMBgthea  the 
party  of  the  ofaq>ter  than  such  a  measure ;  and 
dmt  this  would  be  more  particularly  the  case» 
if  the  election  should  fidl  on  some  potent  prince." 
The  pope,  on  his  side,  nqgleoted  nothing  to 
bring  the  affidr  to  amend.  After  he  had  without 
effect  warned  the  elector,  by  a  solemn  admoni- 
tory letter  ftom  his  purpose,  be  declared  him 
excommunicated  as  a  puUic  heretic,  and  de- 
posed from  the  archbbhopric  of  Cologne, 
with  its  appertaining  titles,  offices,  and  digni- 
ties. Hereupon  the  chapter  proceeded  to  oon- 
iirm  the  election,  so  basdly  and  illegally  made 
in  the  first  instance  fay  the  town  council,  of 
Ernest  of  Bavaria,  bidiop  of  Liege. 

Nothing  now  remained  to  Ghebhard  but  the 
support  of  his  new  adherents,  the  protestant 
princes,  nearly  all  of  whom  had  given  him  hopes 
'and  promises,  but  none  more  than  tbe  palatine, 
John  Casimir,  so  famous  for  his  aed  in  the 
reformed  cause.    Tliis  prince  sent  him  word 


that  he  would  hasBord  land  and  people,  life  and 
Kmb  in  his  drfenoe,  and  tiiat  he  would  recom- 
mend his  cause  in  the  most  emjAatic  manner 
to  all  his  rdations  and  connexions,  to  Queen 
Elizabeth  «id  to  the  protestant  cantons  of 
Switzerland.  Three  temporal  electors  also  wrote 
to  the  emperor  in  his  &vour,  and  immedialidy 
afterwards  sent  members  of  theur  respective 
priTy  councils  to  that  imperial  court,  who  de- 
clared in  the  names  of  their  masters — *^  that 
Germany  would  be  exposed  to  great  danger  if 
it  should  come  to  a  war,  on  which  many  unquiet 
and  discontented  spirits  had  long  reckoned: 
lihat  the  Prince  of  Parma  was  already  prepared 
and  anxious  to  send  troops  out  of  the  Nether- 
lands to  interfere  in  the  quarrel,  by  whidi  not 
only  the  Brabant  war  would  be  introduced  into 
Germany,  but  such  a  mistrust  would  take  plaee 
6etween  the  states  of  the  empii^  that  no  one 
would  know  in  what  light  he  riiould  r^ard  his 
neighbour,  or  on  what  party  he  could  rely  in 
the  fluctuations  of  a  religious  and  civil  contest ; 
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that  the  empeiDr  was  iafonned  of  the  ferments 
which  had  already  arisen  in  the  Imperial  Diet, 
and  that  whatever  party  this  diet  might  espouse, 
nothing  could  ensue  but  a  civil  war,  confusion, 
devastation  and  ruin.^^  The  emperor  was  there- 
fore prayed  to  be  pleased  to  issue  mandates, 
that  foreign  troops  might  be  forbidden  to  violate 
the  Gterman  territory,  that  both  the  elector  and 
the  chapter  might  refrain  from  all  proceedings 
against  each  other,  and  especially  that  .the  latter 
might  be  obliged  to  restore  to  the  elector  what- 
ever it  had  already  taken  from  him.*^ 

The  emperor  replied  that  an  assembly  of 
declors  and  princes  of  both  religions  should 
be  summoned  to  consider  the  matter,  but  that 
as  the  excommunications  and  depositions  of 
the  bishop— which  regarded  not  his  electoral 
and  temporal  but  mardy  his  ecclesiastical  dig- 
nities and  oflSces — ^had  already  taken  place; 
and  as  the  election,  confirmation  and  deposition 
of  bishops  did  not  belong  to  his  prerogative, 
he  must  decline,  as  fkr  as  those  questions  were 

g3 


eoneeraed)  taking  any  part  in  a  matler  beyond 
his  competence. 

The  most  exaaperating  point  to  the  pro- 
testants  in  this  whole  cpntfOTersy  was  that  the 
pope  should  have  taken  upon  himadf,  by  fab 
sole  authorify,  to  depoae  and  degrade  so  dis- 
tinguished a  hierarch  who  had  espoused  their 
doctrines.  ^^  It  was,^  they  declared,  **  a  thing 
unheard-of,  and  would  form  a  most  dangerous 
precedent,  if  the  pope,  without  the  knowledge 
of  the  emperor  or  the  concurrence  of  the  other 
temporal  and  ecdesiafitical  dectors,  oould  ac- 
cording to  his  pleasure  depose  an  elector  from 
bis  dignity.  The  whole  constitution  of  the 
empire  would  be  thereby  most  sensibly  weak- 
ened, and  the  pope  would  acquire  a  power 
which  he  might  employ  to  crush  the  emperor 
himself  and  all  the  other  orders  and  members 
of  the  Germanic  states.*" 

* 

It  was,  in  fact,  a  prevalent  opinion  in  former 
times,  that  a  bishop,  deposed  by  the  pc^  did 
not  cease  to  be  a  prince  of  the  empire,  and 
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that  this  last  dimity  oouM  onl j  be  taken  from 
him  by  the  emperor  and  other  states  conjointly. 
We  have  the  clearest  example  of  this  in  the 
attempted  depositions  of  the  Archbishops  of 
Treves  and  Ccdogne  by  Pope  Eugene  IV.  for 
their  adherence  to  the  Council  of  Basil.  But 
the  Emperor  Rudolph  determined  to  confine 
himself  within  the  provisions  and  articles  of 
the  religious  peace,  and  to  make  these  the 
rules  of  his  conduct. 

Rudolph  was  in  no  hurry  to  summon  the 
promised  assembly.  He  probably  thought 
that  the  new  archbishop,  Ernest  of  Bavaria, 
who  was  making  ample  preparation  for  war;, 
would  soon  drive  Uhebhard  out  of  the  whole 
archbishopric,  and  thus  make  an  end  of  the 
dispute.  The  other  princes,  the  two  electors, 
Augustus  of  Saxony,  and  John  George  of 
Brandenburg,  the  Margrave  Joachim  Frede- 
rick of  Brandenburg,  the  Elector-palatine 
Louis,  Duke  Julius  of  Brunswick,  Duke 
Ulrick  of    Mecklenburg,  and  the   Duke    of 
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Wurtemburg,  shovNad  tbemadve^  much  mmpe 
imttfeveiit  than  in  tbe  b^gumk^  it  was  .tlKWi|^t 
they  would*  Gbebhard,  rousing  tbe  whole 
eneirgj  of  his  nature  for  the  struggk  he  had 
resolved  on,  dequte  the  superstitions  conYic^ 
Hon  of  failitire  which  from  the  first  had  op* 
pressed  him,  strove  iu  vain  to  excite  thdr  2eal 
and  procure  their  active  support.  Thej 
seemed  hy  no  means  disposed  to  render  him 
any  essential  aid. 

But,  at  .about  this  time,  Henry  IV.  of 
France  sent  an  envoy,  Pardillon  de  S^ur,  into 
Germany^  not  only  to  effect  a  closer  unioti 
among  the  protestants,  but  also  to  esert  him- 
self among  the  German  princes  in  favour  of 
Ghebhard.  ^^The  whole  of  Germany,  and  a 
great  part  of  Europe,^  said  he,  by  this  envoy, 
**  have  their  eyes  fixed  on  what  is  passiog  at 
Cologne.  Should  the  contest  terminate  in 
the  triumph  of  Ghebhard,  all  the  well-disposed 
for  the  protestant  religicm  would  be  encouraged 
thereby;  but  should  the  Sectoral  dignity  be 
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trodden  under  loot  by  the  pope,  all  braye 
hearts  would  lose  their  confidence,  and  other 
electors  would  be  frightened  from  iitiitating  the 
bold  example  which  Obebhard  bad  given  them ; 
that  another  so  good  an  occasion  of  enoounter- 
ing  the  papacj  and  expelling  it  altogether 
from  Germany  might  never  again  occur ;  and 
that  the  present  opportunity  must  therefore  be 
seized  with  all  possible  alacrity  and  diligence."** 
It  was,  in  fact,  Henry's  opinion  that  if  the 
cause  of  Obebhard  could  be  maintained,  no 
catholic,  and  especially  no  member  of  the 
House  of  Austria,  would  ever  again  mount  the 
imperial  throne. 

These  reasonings  were  excellent,  but  they 
produced  no  results.  The  Palatine  John  Ca- 
simir  alone  at  last  took  the  field  with  a  newly« 
levied  body  of  troops,  and  arrived,  in  spite  of 
the  imperial  mandate,  in  the  country  of  Co- 
logne. It  was  his  object  to  reduce  this  city 
to  terms,  at  all  hazards;  but  although  he 
twice  visited  the  opposite  market-town  Duitz 
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with  fire  and  sword,  he  was  unable  to  under- 
take anything  further.  Ohebhard  was  to  bare 
fiimished  him  with  money,  ammunitioD,  and 
provisions ;  but  bafiled  on  all  hands  and  being 
unable  to  do  this  eflPectually,  John  Caaimir, 
after  a  few  usdess  marches  quitted  the  country. 
His  brother  Louis,  the  elector-palatine,  dying 
a  short  time  after,  and  leanng  him  the  guar- 
dianship of  his  children,  and  the  administration 
of  the  electorate,  a  decent  pretext  was  thus 
afforded  him  for  abandoning  the  cause  of  Oheb- 
hard altogether. 

At  about  this  time,  the  long^promised  as- 
sembly, which  consisted  of  deputies  from  Mets, 
Treves,  Saxony,  and  Brandenburg,  came  to 
decisions  so  littie  in  his  favour,  that  even 
Saxony  and  Brandenburg  advised  him  to  re- 
sign his  pretensions,  and  accept  of  a  pension 
for  life. 

In  the  mean  time  the  new  Archbishop  Er- 
nest had  collected  troops  from  Bavaria  under 
the  command  of  his  brothers,  Duke  William 
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and  Fardinand ;  and  at  length  Alexander  Far- 
nese,  the  great  Prince  of  Parma,  the  general 
of  Philip  the  Second's  troops  in  the  low  coun- 
tciesy  sent  a  reinforcement  of  3,500  men  to  the 
cause  of  bigotry,  led  by  the  Count  of  Arem- 
b^g.  To  cope  with  those  assailants,  Gheb- 
hard  raised  bodies  of  recruits  in  Westphalia,  in 
addition  to  the  mercenaries  who  remained  faith- 
ful to  his  cause  as  long  as  he  had  money  to 
satisfy  their  cravings.  Nuenar  was  the  chief 
leader  of  his  army  in  the  field,  while  his  bro- 
ther Charles  held  firm  the  possession  of  Bonn, 
the  stronghold  of  the  elector^s  hopes.  Several 
affairs  took  place  in  various  quarters  of  the 
electorate ;  but  it  was  soon  demonstrated  that 
the  cause  of  Ghebhard  was  hopeless.  One  by 
one,  as  has  been  stated,  his  friends  dropped  off 
friNn  his  support ;  nor  did  the  more  powerful 
potentates  who  might  have  most  sympathized 
with  him  attempt  anything  effectual  for  his 
relief.  The  harsh  and  selfish  Elizabeth  of 
England  was  too  remote  as  well  as  too  callous 
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to  mix  in  a  quairel  so  foreign  to  her  own  in- 
terests. While  Henry  IV.  dT  Ecanoe»  the 
pdnoe  who  in  many  ot  his  qualities  most  re> 
semldfid  our  hero,  found  himself  too  deeply 
iftTolved  Id  domestic  difficulties  to  v^itnre  a 
durect  iitferference  by  arms  in  favour  of  the 
fisiend  who  excited  so  much  of  his  synipnthy. 

CirctHnstances  were  too  powerfully  hostile  to 
allow  Truchses  a  chance  of  success.  Of  this 
he  did  not  complain ;  for  it  has  been  seen  he 
expected  nothing  better^  and  he  had  perhaps 
eadier  submitted  to  inevitable  fste^  had  he  not 
been  goaded  on  to  the  desperation  of  resistance 
by  the  abounding  treacheries  of  many  of  those 
adherents  he  rdied  on  most»  who  owed  him 
large  debts  of  gratitude  and  affection,  and  who 
at  this  crisis  of  his  fortunes  abandoned  him,  in 
all  the  tortuous  varieties  of  sordid  treadhery. 
It  took  the  most  dissimulating  and  in  some 
instances  the  most  invidious  forms.  Insult  in 
the  shape  of  advice  was  offered  on  one  hand« 
while  affected  compassion  was  the  doak  for 


dander  on  the  other.  Every  fiiult  was  magni- 
fied)  every  merit  distorted.  MHien  the  vulgar 
have  once  broken  from  him  whom  in  prosperity 
they  cringed  to  and  fawned  on,  their  perseoti* 
tion  is  propordonably  vile.  When  they  have 
a  really  well-founded  reproach  to  make,  no 
mercy  is  shown.  MHien  there  is  no  just  cause, 
they  invent.  And  if  they  are  too  cowardly  or 
tqo  dull  to  do  that,  they  insinuate  and  hint, 
say  nothing  positive,  imply  much-rand,  taking 
a  merit  for  forbearance,  absolutely  cheat  the 
world  out  of  an  approbation  for  their  reserve, 
which  is  in  fact  a  meanness  more  base  than 
direct  calumny.  How  many  a  reputation  has 
been  shrugged,  and  winked,  and  hemmed-and* 
hawed  away ! 

The  congress,  though  not  going  the  absolute 
length  of  Ghebhard's  persecutors,  proved  them- 
selves so  decidedly  hostile  to  his  cause  that 
those  among  his  first  abett<xrs  who  even  yet 
kept  up  a  show  of  attachment  to  him,  now 
haughtily  insisted  that  he  should  resign  his 
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claims,  and  accept  of  an  imperial  penakm  tor 
his  life.  This  proposal  be  perenptorily  reAued 
Even  with  a  certainty  of  ruin  he  seomada  con- 
promise,  the  terms  of  which  bore  attant  to  kb 
honour.  There  is  a  ghirious  obstinacy  in 
man^s  nature  that  rerotts  against  dictatioD. 
Even  when  philoeophy  whispers  submissioe, 
pride  vociferates  resistance ;  for  the  proud  msn 
will  rather  die  than  yidd  to  bullying,  even  in 
a  cause  which  omscience  tells  him  to  be  unjust 
This  is  not  reason  perhaps,  but  it  is  httman 
nature.  We  are  only  stating  a  failing,  not  de- 
fending a  fault  Nor  is  it  to  be  uadefitDod 
that  our  hero  came  within  the  sweep  of  thr 
ooisure  it  may  merit.  He  bdieved  himself  to 
be  in  the  right.  The  reader  may  specolsle  ob 
what  had  been  his  probable  course  soppodng 
him  to  have  felt  otherwise. 

The  latest  struggles  of  Ghebhard  Trodves 
against  his  hard  destiny  wen  the  most  vigoimii* 
Every  attack  from  his  open  anemias,  every  d^ 
fection  of  his  fiilse  friends  were  met  fay 


AQKXS   DS  MAH8FSLDT.  1S9 

new  effort  of  ingeauity  and  courage ;  and  he 
would  probably  have  gone  on  in  sing^e^umded 
resistance  till  he  dropped  dead  in  the  eontesi, 
bad  not  one  of  those  unpropitious  events  which 
happened  in  all  the  simplicity  of  accidental 
occurrence  been  at  once  magnified  by  his  su- 
perstition into  a  direct  omen  from  Heaven^ 
decisive  of  his  ruin.  Against  it»  leason,  philo- 
sophy and  fortitude  were  as  sand  before  the 
desert  blast.  Conviction  in  an  invincible  ilLluck 
paralyzed  the  whole  moral  force  ct  the  man, 
and  scattered  the  remnant  of  his  withering 
hopes.  His  last  and  only  chance  of  holding 
out  I  tiU,  by  some  possible  turn  of  fate  the 
political  state  of  fiuiope  might  replace  him  in 
his  almost  lost  possessions,  was  in  the  firmness 
of  his  brother  Charles  and  the  fidelity  of  the 
garrison  of  Bonn,  which  he  had  so  long  and  so 
ably  commanded.  The  communication  between 
tittt  city  and  the  diector^s  castle  of  Qodesberg,  on 
the  same  side  of  the  Rhine,  was  constimtly  kept 
open,  OheUiard^s  residence,  having  been   fiir 
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9ome  time  fixed  in  the  latter  beautiful  retreat, 
whence  he  not  only  commanded  a  free  in- 
tercourse with  his  capital  and  the  district  sdll 
his  own  on  the  left  bank  of  the  river,  but  from 
the  towers  and  terraces  of  which  their  mistress — 
^e  so  long  lost  to  the  wide  world,  yet  happy 
to  find  one  of  her  own  in  those  restricted  limits 
— could  send  forth  her  anxious  looks,  to  repose 
on  the  not  distant  beauties  of  the  seven  moun- 
tains, and  to  span  the  glorious  stream  which 
separated  her  from  their  romantic  solitudes. 

The  elector  made  constant  visits,  during  the 
intervals  from  active  operations,  to  his  now 
wavering  capital,  to  encourage  the  soldiery, 
and  by  every  effort  of  ingenuity  uphold  the 
almost  worn-out  fidelity  of  the  citizens.  The 
Bavarian  troops  were  now  preparing  to  lay 
regular  siege  to  Bonn.  They  had  tskea  up  a 
position  at  the  opposite  of  the  Rhine,  and  a 
constant  cannonade  was  interchanged  between 
the  batteries  from  either  bank.  It  was  a  matter 
of  great  risk  to  venture  between  Gbdesberg  and 
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Bonn ;  but  the  dector's  Tisita  at  this  crisis  were 
more  frequent  than  ever,  for  an  example  of 
courage  and  activity  was  more  than  ever  neces- 
sary.  One  morning  he  had  ridden  through  a 
heavy  fire  along  the  river^s  side,  and  safely 
entered  the  small  house  in  the  suburbs  where 
his  brother  Charles  had  taken  up  his  quarters 
the  previous  day,  for  the  better  superintendance 
of  the  works  going  on  ;  and  where,  fatigued  by 
a  night  of  anxiety  and  exertion,  he  reposed  chi 
a  couch,  while  against  the  wall  dose  beside,  his 
sword  hung  suspended  in  his  studded  baldrick. 

^<  Ha,  Ghebhard  r  exclaimed  he,  half  raising 
himself  up.  *^  Welcome,  and  well  come,  my 
brother  !  I  wanted  thy  counsel  in  respect  to 
those  new  batteries,  and  the  construction  of  the 
rafts  for  attacking  the  enemy^s  works.  Thou 
must  have  encountered  sore  chances  of  mishap 
on  the  way.  There  was  no  dust  to  cover  thee 
thus,  if  a  Bavarian  bullet  had  not  ploughed  the 
road  close  by.     Was  it  so  ?'^ 

^*  Why  yes,  in  truth,  an  uncivil  shot  did 
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Ttke  the  earth  betow,  while  another  lopped  die 
elm  branches  above  me,  8o  near  that  had  ray 
milre  held  place  of  this  dose  casque  I  do  be- 
lieve its  tip  at  least  bad  beeo  taken  off.^ 

'^  Thou  would^it  not  hsve  liked  the  oraen, 
Ghebhard,  A?  Or  say,  have  the  manifidd 
wild  chanoes  of  late  yean  taught  thee  the  Uttle 
worth  of  signs  and  tokens  P*^ 

**  The  experience  of  late  years  Chaiies  has 
taught  me  a  low  estimate  of  man,  but  in  nothing 
shaken  my  high  views  of  Heaven.  No  hint  ct 
prophecy  or  supernatural  sign  is  now  required 
to  warn  me  of  the  little  worth  of  human  nature. 
Yet  should  Heaven  condescend  to  h«dd  forth 
manifest  marks  by  which  lifers  'woyage  may  be 
steered,  sudi  as  on  more  than  <me  occasion  have 
already  been  vouchsafed  to  me,  I  am  as  open  to 
their  influence  as  ever  I  was.^* 

*'  Alas,  my  brother,  the  times  and  late 
events  are  rife  with  such.  When  enemies  dose 
in  on  us  and  friends  drop  off,  when  the  ranks 
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are  broken   and  the  battle  lost,  no  ominouB 
portent  is  needed  to  tell  U8  of  our  fate  !^ 

*'  Thou,  CharleS)  aeest  fate  with  a  soldicr^s 
eye  and  raeetest  it  loot  to  foot  and  hand  to 
hand.  With  thee  it  walks  the  eartk  in  an  in* 
carnate  form.  I  seek  for  it  in  heaven.  It  is 
to  me  a  spirit  of  the  skies,  seen  in  a  high  re- 
moteness, manifest  in  stars  and  meteors,  walking 
die  winds,  careering  o^er  the  seas,  enwrapped  in 
dottds,  glittering  in  sunbeams,  whispermg  to 
man  in  dreams,  meeting  his  thoughts  on  their 
soul*searching  path,  and  startling  them  with 
flashes  of  conviction.  Or  it  is  visible  at  times 
in  accidental  things,  unlooked  for,  out  of  cal- 
culation, in  themselves  trifles,  bubbles  that 
burst  in  nothingness  on  the  broad  air,  but  even 
in  the  drop  that  forms  them  holding  the  essence 
of  eternal  truth,  wisdom'^s  sure  oracle  for  those 
who  can  prcqpound  it.  Such  has  been,  such  is, 
my  notion  of  destiny — thus  I  will  read  it  and 
abide  by  it.^ 

And  long  may  Heaven  grant  thy  noble 


« 


144  AGNES    DE   MAM8FELDT. 

nature  fair  hope  of  happiness  f  exdaimed 
Charles,  seizing  his  brother's  hand  and  pressing 
it  affectionately  between  his  own.  ^*  By  Ood's 
thunder  it  is  almost  as  glorious  as  a  well-won 
fight  to  mark  the  enthusiasm  of  thy  genius^ 
even  when  one  feels  it  goes  too  far  and  too  tastl 
My  noble  brother,  how  I  love  thee!  How 
proud  I  am  of  thy  talents,  how  thy  eloquence 
thrills  through  me  as  though  it  were  a  part  of 
myself !  I  am  cast  in  a  ruder  mould — I  know 
not  the  nice  touches  of  fine  fancy — My  nerves 
are  sluggish  and  not  easily  set  tingling.  I  look 
on  a  shooting  star  or  blazing  comet  as  of  less 
moment  to  the  world's  fate  than  a  bullet  sent 
from  a  cannon's  fiery  throat.  But  I  am  all  alive 
to  your  fine  qualities  of  head  and  heart.  I 
never  fawned  on  nor  flattered  your  prosperity, 
Ghebhard ;  but  now  in  these  sad  times  of  trial, 
I  am  thine,  my  brother,  body  and  soul,  for  life 
or  death-f<-and  may  God  forsake  me  the  day 
that  I  abandon  thee  !'* 

The  honest  soldier,  overpowered  by  sudden 
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emotion,  let  his  head  sink  back  on  the  roUed-up 
doak  which  served  for  a  pillow,  and  he  covered 
his  face  with  both  hands.  Ghebhard,  deeply 
affected,  but  commanding  his  feelings,  replied, 

**  While  thou  art  spared  to  me,  my  gallant 
brother,  with  Acr,  my  heart's  hope,  the  balm 
of  my  souFs  wounds — I  am  well,  too  well 
repaid  for  all  the  paltry  losses  of  life.  No, 
Charles,  thou  art  not  of  those  who  load  with 
flattery  him  whom  they  would  deceive,  like  the 
reptile  which  slavers  over  before  swallowing  its 
prey.  Thou  ever  stoodst  aloof  till  the  hour  of 
danger  came  upon  me,  and  grievous  it  is  to  me 
that  the  hazard  of  my  fortunes  is  all  that  is  left 
to  recompense  thee  for  all  the  advantages  of 
trust  and  power,  flung  at  the  emperor'^s  feet,  to 
leave  thee  free  to  follow  a  cause  where  nought 
oould  pay  the  sacrifice." 

**  Yes,  Ghebhard,  yes,  there  was  and  is  great 
honour  and  much  glory  to  be  gained — and  I 
have  gained  it.  To  bear  thee  up  against  thy 
foes— to  give  thy  slanderers  the  lie— to  smite 

■ 
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thy  enemies — to  conquer  with  thee  if  I  can,  to 
die  defending  thee,  if  it  must  be  so,  to  share  thj 
fate  of  good  or  ill,  that  be  my  recompense — I 
scorn  all  other !" 

A  fast  embrace  followed  these  words.  The 
holiest  spirit  of  brotherhood  inspired  the  manly 
pair.     Ghebhard  was  the  first  to  speaks 

^^  This  pays  me  for  all  ills — I  am  now  quits 
with  the  world!  With  thy  arm  Charles,  to 
fight  for  me,  I  may  conquer — with  thy  heart  to 
feel  with  me,  I  must  triumph.  All  will  be 
well !  As  long  as  thy  good  sword  is  wielded  in 
my  cause,  I  am  invincible  !^' 

As  Ghebhard  uttered  these  words,  he  fixed 
his  eyes  on  the  rapier  hanging  on  its  nail 
before  him;  and  at  the  moment  he  ceased 
speaking,  a  chance  bullet  from  one  of  the  enemy*8 
batteries  struck  the  house,  burst  through  the 
frail  wall,  and  passing  over  6hebhard*s  head 
where  he  sat,  cut  the  baldrick  right  across, 
and  the  rapier  fell  clattering  on  the  floor,  with 
a  cloud  of  dust  shaken  from  the  stone  and 
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mortar  where  the  round-shot   made  its  lodg- 
ment. 

The  brothers  started  up.  Charles,  a  true 
soldier,  sprang  to  seize  his  fallen  sword. 
Ohebhard  stood  transfixed;  and  when  the 
former  turned  to  mark  if  he  was  quite  safe 
from  this  untoward  interruption,  he  saw  him, 
pale,  his  eyes  wild  staring,  his  mouth  ha]f 
open,  every  feature  of  his  expressive  face 
showing  the  condensed  suffering  which  had 
seized  and  cramped  his  heart.  Charles  knew 
well  the  mixed  strength  and  weakness  of  his 
brother^s  character.  He  felt  that  a  word  in  his 
present  state  of  feeling  would  be  intolerable  to 
him.  He  therefore  stood  silent  till  the  crisis 
passed  over.  He  watched  intently  the  re- 
turning colour  stealing  to  Ghebhard^s  cheeks, 
his  eyes  recovering  their  wonted  softness,  the 
rigid  attitude  gradually  relaxing.  He  then 
cautiously  took  one  of  his  hands  in  his,  and 
looked  full  in  his  face,  without  even  then 
venturing  to  speak  to  him.    Ohebhard  felt  the 
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whole  process  of  his  brother^s  assiduous  deli- 
cacy, as  much  as  if  it  had  been  eloquently 
spoken.  He  embraced  him  tenderly ;  and,  in 
such  tones  of  solemn  seriousness  as  always 
accompanied  his  feelings  of  superstitious  awe, 
he  said, 

<^  Ood  bless  and  protect  thee,  my  dear 
brother,  and  grant  we  may  meet  again — that 
this  said  foretelling  of  my  ruin  may  not  involve 
thee  in  my  fate !  I  must  hasten  to  Oodesberg— 
that  is  now  my  post — I  leave  everything  to  thy 
dauntless  energy — ^farewell  l^ 

Charles  replied  not.  He  was  quite  overcome 
by  the  solemnity  of  his  brother^s  despairing 
yet  heroic  aspect,  words,  and  voice.  In  a  few 
minutes  more,  Ghebhard  was  again  on  horse^ 
back,  and  on  his  road  to  the  river^s  side 
towards  Godesberg ;  indifferent  to  the  bullets, 
which  at  intervals  passed  almost  as  near  to  him 
as  those  which  he  had  already  miraculously 
escaped  on  that  eventful  morning. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Far-looking  from  one  of  the  castle-turrets, 
Agnes  had,  as  usual,  taken  her  station,  to 
watch  for  the  return  of  her  husband ;  and  long 
before  the  expected  hour  for  his  arrival,  her 
anxiety  told  her  that  the  time  was  near  at  hand. 
The  dull  reverberations  sweeping  up  the  riveir 
qpoke,  in  each  successive  sound,  of  the  dangers 
which  Ghebhard  might  be  exposed  to,  and  the 
awful  proofs  of  the  near  neighbourhood  of  war 
had  never  before  sounded  so  frequently  or  so 
awfully  on  her  ear,  nor  been  so  sadly  echoed  in 
her  heart.  She  at  length  saw  him  ajqproach — 
slowly,  but  safely.    She  flew  from  the  casemate 
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of  the  tower,  that  solitary  tower  which  still 
remains  to  mark  the  site  of  her  first  years  of 
wedded  life,  and  she  was  quickly  out  from  ite 
low  postern,  and  half  way  down  the  low  mound 
it  stands  on,  to  receive  into  her  open  arms  him 
for  whose  dispersed  and  shattered  thoughts  her 
breast  was  the  sure  haven. 

Struck  by  the  unwonted  seriousness  of  his 
looks,  which  not  even  the  beams  of  her  glowing 
countenance  could  light  up,  the  dread  of  some 
positive  calamity  kept  her  for  a  moment  dumb. 
But,  recovering  herself,  she  exclaimed, 

'^  Tell  it  to  me,  my  beloved,  fearlessly  and 
at  once.  I  am  long  prepared  for  all  ill  news — 
but  none  can  be  fatal,  since  thou  art  back  with 
me  again.  What  has  happened  ?  Is  our  dear 
Charles  safe  ?** 

*^  Heaven  grant !  J  left  him  well  and  un- 
harmed not  an  hour  past.  No,  my  own  Agnes 
— my  own  !  thou  art  still  mine  own,  mine  only, 
wholly,  and  for  ever  !  Yes,  it  is  so— and  being 
thus,  is  aught  else  on  earth  save  that  invaluable 
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brother  worth  a  thought  ?  No,  my  Agnes,  no 
positive  mischief  has  happened  to  day,  nought 
that  to  vulgar  eyes  or  usual  feelings  might  give 
evidence  of  barm.  But  I  have  marked  a  sign 
and  token  of  ill  luck^  as  surely  as  the  carousing 
king  of  old  saw  the  fiery  writing  on  the  wall. 
The  days  of  my  power  are  numbered,  and  its 
final  extinction  is  at  hand.  Those  of  my  hap- 
piness are  but  banning;  for  to  love  thee 
rightly,  to  possess  thee  thoroughly,  I  must  be 
left  destitute  of  all  but  thy  incomparable  virtue, 
thy  magic  beauty ,  thy  abounding  wisdom.^ 
And  soon,  my  Agnes,  will  those  treasures  be 
my  sole  possession.  Oh,  God,  how  much  more 
worth  than  all  the  rest  V* 

^^Come  in,  my  best  beloved,  come  in  and 
rest  and  refresh  thyself — then  thou  wilt  tell  me 
thy  adventure,  which  may  promise  good  instead 
of  ill.  Omens  may  have  two  meanings,  and 
thou  art  not  prone  to  see  the  dark  side  of 
things.*' 

"  The  broad  glare  of  day  never  'wears  night^s 
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blackness,  my  own  Agnes ;  nor  do  signs  of  ill 

borrow  the  sun^s  brightness.  They  hare  bul 
one  colour,  and  the  more  sanguine  my  mind  on 
general  events,  the  more  sure  my  perception  cf 
each  token  of  mishap. 

^'  Well  then,  my  Ohebbard,  let  the  mischief 
come,  and  let  us  meet  it  bravely,  be  it  what  it 
may  !  I  am  too  long  prepared,  too  long  ex- 
pectant  for  the  worse,  to  be  taken  by  sur|Hiae 
or  In  default  of  courage.    Come  in,  oome  in !" 

It  was  thus  that  Agnes  was  wont  to  yield  to 
her  husband^s  weaknesses,  and  to  turn  them 
into  strength ;  letting  the  first  impression  woik 
uncontradicted,  or  but  slightly  checked  by 
some  neutralizing  remark  and  finally  turned 
into  a  different  channel.  He  folded  his  arms 
round  her  waist,  and  was  entering  with  her  the 
low  portal  which  led  to  her  private  apartments, 
when  one  of  the  officers  who  attended  him  from 
the  lower  terrace  on  the  court-yard,  where  be 
had  alighted  from  his  horse,  advanced  and  said, 
that  a  messeAger  who  had  just  passed  the  draw- 
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bridge,  demanded  in  all  baste  to  communicate 
news  from  Count  Nuenar. 

^*Bad  news,^*  replied  Ofaebhard,  in  a  pro- 
phetic tone. 

^*  I  fear  it  will  prove  so,  for  it  is  tbe  first 
time  I  baye  beard  your  highness  forbode  ill 
since  tbe  day  the  war  began.'^ 

**  I  felt,  though  I  refrained  from  foreboding 
it,  and  I  now  only  echo  tbe  croaking  voice  of 
destiny,  my  worthy  follower.  Let  the  mes- 
senger advance!  Well,  good  sir,*^  continued 
Ghebhard,  as  the  dust-covered  officer  ap- 
proached, his  countenance  betraying  his  in- 
telligence, <^  Count  Nuenar  is  defeated  ?^ 

'^  Alas,  your  highness,  yes ! — utterly  defeated 
by  Duke  William  of  Bavaria." 

"Not  slain ?*" 

^^No,  he  yet  lives,  and  was  even  unhurt 
when  I  left  the  fatal  field  close  by  the  Isselt's 
banks.^ 

'^  Heaven  be  praised  !  for  he  has  stood  well 
and  gallantly  to  my  cause  when  almost  all  the 
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rest  dropped  off;  and  he  may  now  abandon  it 
with  honour.  Captain,  you  wiU  find  good 
cheer,  though  there  be  small  comfort  m  that 
now,  at  the  hands  of  my  household  officers.  I 
will  see  you  anon  to  learn  the  details  of  your 
message — ^you  have  told  me  a  sad  text  on  wfakh 
to  preach  a  sermon  of  serious  thought." 

^*  How  changed  his  highness  is  !^  observed  the 
captain,  as  the  elector  retired.  **  I  remember 
a  far  different  reception  to  this  for  him  who 
brought  the  news  of  the  fight  of  Wachenheim 
two  months  back.  The  elector  then  cried 
victory  f*  before  he  heard  the  word  'defeat,*  and 
his  questions  came  so  fast  and  open-mouthed, 
as  to' din  my  comrade  Captain  Kleinsmit,  while 
his  eye  caught,  as  it  were,  each  answer  ere  it 
left  the  man^s  brain.  Say,  gentlemen  what  has 
come  over  his  highnesa  to  transform  him  thus  ?^' 

The  courtiers  gave  nothing  but  shrugs  and 
gestures  of  entire  ignorance  to  the  blunt  soldier's 
inquiries ;  and  at  best  but  a  loose-dropped 
monosyllable  to  those  which  followed,  as  they 
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repaired  to  the  chamber  where  he  was  told  to 
await  the  elector^s  summons.  While  he  learned 
this  lesson  of  courtly  caution ;  and  marvelled 
much  at  the  overstrained  air  of  haughty  con* 
desoension  which  was  worn  by  every  one  around 
him — it  was  his  first  visit  to  the  anti-room  of  a 
palace — Ghebhard  and  Agnes  had  reached  the 
retired  apartments  occupied  by  her,  and  com- 
manding that  extensive  view  of  nature^s  love- 
liness before  dluded  to.  Once  there,  and  quite 
shut  out  from  the  observation  of  his  retainers, 
he  spoke  without  reserve ;  and  slightly  glancing 
at  the  news  of  Nuenar^s  defeat,  which  seemed 
scarcely  to  a£Pect,  and  by  no  means  to  surprise 
him,  he  related  to  Agnes  the  event  of  the  morn- 
ing relative  to  his  brother^s  sword. 

^<  And  thou  readest  in  this  accident  a  prog- 
nostic of  ill  ?^  said  Agnes. 

^^  By  Gkxl^s  truth,  aye !  or  methinks,  my 
Agnes,  I  must  have  lost  all  power  of  reading,** 
replied  Ghebhard,  with  an  astonished  look  at 
the  doubt  implied  in  the  question. 

•*  Thou  mayest  be  right,  fatally  right,'"  re- 
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turned  Agnes,  '^  but  it  seems  to  me  as  tlMNi^ 
the  weapon  was  struck  from  its  idle  place  bj 
that  chance  Aot,  in  warning  that  it  should  be 
grasped  firmly  in  thy  brave  brother's  hand,  and 
turned  in  active  energy  against  the  foe."^ 

'^  I  wish  Charles  had  taken  it  thus  r  said 
Truchses  with  a  thoughtful  air  —  ^^  but  be 
despises  omens  altogether— -or  good  or  ill,  they 
neither  help  nor  harm  him.'" 

'^  Would  that  thou  mightest  take  them  thus  f" 
said  Agnes,  in  a  tone  of  affectionate  but  quite 
unreproachful  sincerity. 

^^  I  could  not  even  if  I  would,^  replied 
Truchses.  **  From  earliest  life  my  fedings 
have  chimed  in  with  the  prevalent  belief.  My 
childhood  was  nurtured  in  romance ;  and  as  I 
grew  in  years  and  intellect  those  early  im- 
pressions became  a  part  of  me.  Without  the 
poetry  of  thought — for  such  is  superstition— I 
had  been  nothing — or  worse  than  nothing,  a 
mortal  clod  doing  lifer's  functions,  but  without 
lifer's  grace  or  dignity.     I   had   suffered  less 
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po'haps,  but  I  enjoyed  nothing.    The  world 
had  been  to  me  a  common-place  probation,  in- 
stead of  what  I  feel  God  meant  it  for,  a  scene 
of  ever-new  delight.     Imagination  gilding  fact, 
embellishes  what  is  coarse,  ennobles  what  is 
refined.     Even  if  it  cheats  us  with  ideal  ex- 
cdlence,  it  is  all  to  our  own  good.    Better  to 
revel  in  bright  delusion  than  rot  in  dull  reality ! 
How  beautiful  to  believe  in  providential  signs, 
and  see  them  act  for  individual  objects !     How 
elevating  to  man's  nature  to  feel  that  he  is 
tended  by  a  world  of  bangs,  purer  than  thought 
can  frame  a  notion  of — ^to  think  that  the  beacon- 
lights   of   heaven    are    linked    to    us  by   an 
ethereal  essence,  formed  of  myriad  millions  of 
bright  rays  filling  the  empyrean,  which  aeefw 
space  but  is  one  vast  connexion  between  earth 
and  sky.     Oh,  Agnes  !    I  have  gazed  upon  that 
host  of  living  fires  tit  times  until  my  senses 
reeled  in  delirious  wonder.     I  have  seen  those 
stars  dance  in  wild  mazes ;  have  thought  that 
they  poured  down  on  me  a  diamond  shower ; 
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again  that  they  flew  upwards  like  sparks  finom 
some  burning  mass ;  aje,  that,  uplifted  finvm 
the  solid  earth,  I  moved  on  viewless  wings  to 
mingle  with  their  splendours  —  Ah !  thanks 
for  this  kind  hint.  I  lose  myself  in  thought, 
and  tire  thee  with  my  rhapsody  ?**' 

**  No,  no,  go  on  !^  said  Agnes,  with  a  plain* 
tive  smile,  and  pressing  the  hand  into  which  she 
had  softly  slipped  one  of  lier^s,  whose  gentle 
touch  had  brought  her  enthusiast  husband  back 
from  his  far  flight — ^'  Go  on  ;  thou  knowest  I 
love  to  hear  thee  thus,  to  mark  thee,  half  in- 
spired, borne  far  above  mere   mortal  feelings."^ 

^^  Yet  still,  mine  own  one,  instantly  lured 
back  by  thy  timid  touch.  Oh,  Agnes,  this  is 
heaven  on  earth ;  for  at  such  times  I  know  not 
which  to  think  it  mere  human  happiness  or 
immortal  bliss.'*' 

^*  Then  may  I  not  be  satisfied,  even  when 
thy  lofty  fancy  bears  thee  away  and  seems  o'er- 
dazzled  by  the  beam  it  soars  to  meet  ?  I  am, 
I  am,  my  husband  ?^ 


I 
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<<Thou  may'st  indeed  be  so,  my  Agnes,  if 
my  deep  loye  is  worth  thy  having." 

« If  !'• 

*<  I  know  all  that  is  comprised  in  that  elo- 
quent word,  my  best  and  dearest !  and  thus  I 
answer  it,*^  said  the  anxious  elector,  tenderly 
embracing  his  wife.  <*  Yes,'^  continued  he,  as 
he  held  her  close  to  him,  and  gazed  fervidly 

# 

into  her  blushing  face,  *^  it  was  to  this  tempera- 
ment, so  warm,  so  fancy-fraiight  that  was 
owing  the  first  enchantment  that  led  me  to 
adore  thee.  Had  I  not  believed  in  destiny,  I 
had  not  listened  to  the  arch-devil  who  worked 
so  hard  for  my  happiness,  while,  he  only  meant 
my  ruin — I  had  not  rushed  into  that  passion 
which  lives  to-day,  more  ardent  than  when, 
after  my  first  sight  of  thee,  I  left  the  little 
heart,  enclosed  in  the  fanciful  case,  which  has 
been  ever  since  worn  next  thy  own.**' 

^^  Not  ever  since  that  night,  only  since  thy 
confession  told  me  whence  it  came,  and  that  I 
knew  it  for  a  sure  emblem  of  thine. '^ 
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«( 


That  discovery  foUowed  quick  upon  our 
first  meeting"— •!  lost  no  time  in  wooing,  Agnes. 
Say,  hast  thou  never  marvelled  at  the  rapid 
course  of  our  attachment  ?  never  felt  it  was  too 
sudden  and  too  soon  complete  ?  And  art  thou 
satisfied  indeed,  my  own  Agnes,  with  the  fiite  I 
have  brought  on  thee  ?  wilt  thou  not  murmur 
and  repent  when  ruin  stares  us  still  closer  in 
the  face,  and  we  are  driven  out  at  length  on 
the  wide  world,  desolate,  friendless  and  for- 
saken ?'^ 

*^Oh,  stop — ^this  is  blasphemy  against  love's 
holiness — and  most  harsh  injustice  to  thyself 
And  dost  thou  think  so  meanly  of  thy  power 
as  to  believe  it  can  be  shaken  bv  those  adverse 
winds?  so  lightly  of  me,  as  to  believe  me 
capable  of  change  ?  no,  my  beloved,  tkou  art 
my  all,  as  I  know  myself  to  be  thine— -our  fate 
is  the  same — and  we  will  run  our  course, 
together  it  cannot  be  said — ^for  we  are  now  but 
one,  in  interests,  feelings,  and  fortune.**" 

^^  My  admirable  wife  !  in  every  ill  my  sup- 
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port,  in  all  good  my  inspiration !  Was  I  not 
right  in  my  rapid  choice  of  thee  ?  was  not  fate 
kind  to  me  ?  ought  not  Scotus  to  be  canonized 
as  my  tutelar  saint,  rather  than  loathed  as  a 
fieuid  ?  Let  all  the  rest  of  the  world  fling  curses 
on  the  river's  bosom,  to  keep  down  his  hated 
spirit  where  his  base  body  sank,  but  let  me 
laud  Us  memory,  for  he  was  the  beacon  to 
light  me  to  thy  charms,  the  pilot  to  guide  me 
on  in  their  pursuit."  * 

**  Let  the  wretch  be  disremembered  wholly 
nor  think  heaven  works  its  purposes  of  good  by 
such  vile  instruments.  The  association  thou 
wouldst  establish  is  dishonouring  to  a  being 
like  thee.  And  it  is  my  repugnance  to  mark 
thee  so  willing  to  mix  thy  fate  with  ignoble 
things,  or  trifling  accidents,  that  makes  me 
wish  thou  wert  as  Charles  is,  free  from  the 
superstition  which  though  brilliantly  colouring 
thy  general  character,  taints  it  at  times  too 
broadly.'' 

^^  'Tis  thus,  and  almost  only  thus,  we  differ. 
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my  Agnes.  Thou  see^st  in  trifling  and  mean 
causes  only  trifles  and  meanness.  I  mark  them 
often  as  the  manifestations  of  glorious  purposes 
<— as  when  the  electoral  'scutcheon  fell  on  my 
canon*s  cap  and  told  me  my  high  destiny — and 
oftner,  alas !  of  late,  as  signs  of  deep  and 
desperate  mishap.  Am  I  not  justified  in  my 
forebodings  this  day  by  the  sad  news  of 
Nuenar*s  defeat  ?  But  that  I  fear  is  nought  to 
what  will  surely  come.  The  approaching 
shadow  of  some  mighty  mischief  falls  broadly 
o^er  my  spirit— I  see  it  coming  but  I  shrink 
not.  I  am  ready  for  my  avoidless  doom  ;  and 
did  it  not  equally  involve  thee,  Agnes,  I  could 
rush  into  ruin  with  the  fervour  of  a  martyr 
plunging  into  flames  !^* 

^^  There  can  be  no  ruin  for  either  of  us,  my 
husband,  while  this  mutual  afiection  lasts. 
Nor  does  worldly  ill  contain  one  terror  for  me, 
but  the  possible  chance  of  losing  thy  iove.^ 

^*  That  is  not  possible  while  reason  lives,  the 
very  thought  of  it  makes  me  shudder,  for  ere 
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thou  couldst  cease  to  reign  as  at  present  in  my 
heart  reason  must  quit  my  brain.  Oh,  Agnes,  I 
have  loved  thee  largely  but  not  madly — ^to  cease 
to  love  thee  as  I  do  were  indeed  madness,  for 
art  thou  not  to  me  everything !  are  not  thy 
solid  judgment  and  firm  virtue  the  ballast 
that  keeps  steady  our  life-bark  on  its  stormy 
course,  while  my  more  buoyant  energy  forms 
the  sails  P  Are  we  not  well  mated  ?  Could  any 
other  living  woman  have  suited  me  a  thousandth 
part  so  well?  How  well  hast  thou  borne  my 
foibles !  Hast  thou  ever  looked  a  reproach,  or 
thwarted  one  wayward  wish  which  might  lead 
me  at  times  astray  ?  Oh  never,  never  !  Then 
must  I  love  thee  till  my  hearths  pulses  cease  to 
throb  ;  for  the  strong  instinct  of  my  own 
happiness  is  confirmed  and  sanctified  by  reason, 

reflection,  and  experience.'" 

•  ♦  ♦    ■        •  ♦  • 

Such  scenes  as  these  were  of  frequent  occur- 
rence  between  Ghebhard  Truchses  and  his  wife, 
during  the  course  of  the  four  years  which  had 
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elapsed  since  the  more  busy  details  of  our  storj 
already  presented  to  the  reado*.  The  whole 
progress  of  their  wedded  intercourse  had  been 
an  increase  of  affection  on  both  sides,  and  of 
passionate  delight  on  his.  The  impetuous 
ardour  of  his  character  reposed  at  times,  but 
was  never  weakened,  like  some  vessel  of  war 
that  is  for  awhile  inert  in  harbour,  but  is  ever 
ready  to  rush  out  before  the  winds  into  the 
open  seas  again.  The  rapidity  of  the  double 
ocNsquest  which  Ghebhard  and  Agnes  had  made 
of  each  other  had,  without  doubt,  carried  each 
too  quickly  on  to  allow  sufficient  time  for  either 
to  examine  calmly  and  judge  certainly  of  the 
other'^s  character,  or  to  calculate  with  precision 
their  mutual  chances  of  happiness.  It  was 
decidedly  a  lottery  in  which  they  ventured; 
and  they  had  amazing  good  luck  to  have  both 
drawn  prizes. 

But,  after  all,  a  few  weeks  or  months  more 
or  less  of  courtship  is  of  small  matter,  if  love 
be  really  the  inspiration  and  not  mere  worldly 
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iDterests.  In  all  affairs  of  feeling  very  much 
depends  on  chance.  A  man  in  love  is  never  for 
the  time  seen  in  his  real  aspect.  It  is  the 
nature  of  that  master-passion  to  subdue  all 
others;  and  it  is  the  necessity  of  nature,  not 
hypocrisy,  that  makes  the  enamoured  suitor 
appear  more  amiable  and  generous,  less  violent 
and  selfish  than  he  really  is.  And  when  after 
marriage  he  returns  to  his  true  character,  women 
too  often  make  small  allowance  for  their  own 
influence  before  it;  and  visit  too  harshly  the 
sins  they  discover,  in  the  belief  that  they  were 
unfairly  and  treacherously  concealed.  If  men 
see  too  much  in  their  mistresses,  women  expect 
too  much  from  husbands.  It  is  rarely  that  a 
man  finds  after  marriage  more  charms  than  he 
imagined  when  wooing ;  for  the  great  majority 
of  women  are  impelled  by  the  desire,  neither 
affected  nor  unamjable,  of  displaying  their 
advantages  to  their  lovers.  But  when  a  husband 
does  find  in  his  wife  qualities  of  mind  that  he 
either  overlooked  or  did  not  seek  for  in  his 
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oourtshipi  when  his  chief  object  was  to  ahow 
his  own  merits  not  to  draw  out  her's,  his  asto- 
nishment is  not  greater  than  his  delight.  He 
had  loved  her  before  for  his  own  sake,  he  now 
values  her  for  her's.  The  selfishness  of  passion 
is  softei^  down  and  sublimed.  And  as  for 
the  great  tie  of  personal  attraction,  which  pos- 
session is  supposed  to  loosen,  there  must  be  a 
sad  deficiency  of  sentiment  in  man  orof  ddicacy 
in  woman  when  anything  but  the  gradual 
decay  of  nature  causes  that  to  cease.  Female 
beauty  is  in  itself  of  long  duration ;  and  the 
charms  which  we  gaze  on  daily  fade  so  inK 
perceptibly  that  their  decline  is  scarcely  visible. 
Even  the  sunset  of  passion  has  abandoning  de- 
lights, for  those  who  revel  in  love*s  warmth 
rather  than  in  its  fire. 

Whatever  may  be  the  general  case,  Ghebhard 
Truchses  loved  his  wife  better  in  all  ways  the 
longer  he  knew  her ;  and  if  he  was  an  exception, 
it  is  to  be  hoped  there  are  many  others  to  be 
found  even  now.    There  was  something  in  the 
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eharacter  of  Agnes,  and  that  something  su- 
premely good,  which  required  the  marriage 
state  to  deTelop  it  thoroughly.  She  had  less 
Tanity  and  less  selfishness  than  almost  any  one. 
She  never  fancied  herself  of  importance  to 
others,  and  possessed  none  literally  in  her  own 
eyes,  until  she  found  that  she  was  united  in- 
dissolubly  to  another,  and  that  reason  and 
feeling  combined  to  prove  to  her  that  his  interests 
and  her  own  were  as  one.  For  him,  then, 
for  his  fame,  his  honour,  his  welfare  she  grew 
proud,  and  to  promote  his  good  she  was  ready 
for  all  efforts,  though  she  had  despised  every 
exertion  for  her  own.  Had  she  never  married 
she  had  been  the  most  indolent  of  women,  not 
from  the  want  of  mental  activity,  but  from  the 
absence  of  personal  desires.  She  was  fond  of 
pleasing  others,  from  benevolence  rather  than 
vanity.  She  was  morje  fearful  of  dispraise  than 
ambitious  of  display.  But  a  cautiousness  of 
temperament  which  prompted  to  retirement, 
1^  to  a  partial  veiling  of  her  character,  which 
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gave  an  air  of  indifference  to  what  was  in  fact 
but  an  excess  of  modesty.  This  excess,  like  all 
others  even  of  virtue,  was  a  defect ;  and  perhaps 
in  her  peculiar  case,  an  unfortunate  one.  More 
confidence  had  given  more  energy ;  and  she 
ight  then  have  actively  aided  the  struggle 
which  her  husband  was  thrown  into.  But 
tliough  she  upheld  him  by  her  counsel  and 
consoled  him  by  her  sympathy,  she  despised 
the  worldliness  of  the  objects  for  which  he  con- 
tended, too  much  to  let  her  be  much  more  than 
a  passive  support,  against  which  his  ardent  and 
at  times  exhausted  spirit  leaned.  But  it  was  in 
this  negative  capacity  that  she  performed  her 
share  in  the  great  drama  of  his  fate,  and  it  is  in 
this  aspect  that  she  was  as  yet  a  heroine.  That 
title  is  more  commonly  accorded  to  those  only 
who  bustle  and  battle  through  the  world.  A 
great  injustice !  For  many  a  being  of  calm 
temperament  and  unobtrusive  conduct  is  at  once 
the  inspiration  and  the  sustenance  of  acts,  which 
but  for  them  would  not  be  hennsm.     And  such 
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was  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt,  and  such  her  conduct 
tor  four  years  of  a  struggle  in  which  her  gallant 
husband  was  like  the  foam  on  the  tossed  waters, 
and  she  as  the  far  down  spring  which  caused 
their  eternal  heave. 

The  principal  portion  of  those  four  years  was 
passed  in  the  sumptuous  retirement  of  Godes- 
berg,  where  after  their  marriage  the  elector  and 
his  wife  fixed  their  almost  constant  residence ; 
the  impolicy  of  a  public  avowal  making  Agnes 
insist  on  Ghebhard  restraining  his  impetuous 
desire  to  proclaim  his  union  in  defiance  of  the 
world.  It  was,  however,  known  too  well  to  be 
at  all  doubtful ;  and  his  enemies  acted  as  com- 
pletely on  the  excuse  it  gave  for  their  hostility, 
as  though  the  elector  had  officially  announced^ 
it  to  every  court  of  Europe. 

Never  did  two  beings  live  more  thoroughly 
in  and  for  each  other  than  did  Ghebhard  and 
Agnes  from  the  moment  they  became  one«  The 
influence  that  each  at  once  obtained  they  kept 
in  daily  increasing  security.    With  her  it  was 
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a  coDoentraticm  of  all  feelings  which  without 
weakening  her  benevolent  regard  for  hunum 
nature  in  general  totally  absorbed  every  indi- 
vidual sentiment.  She  was  amply  capable  iji 
devoted  love,  but  her  heart  contained  only  one 
chamber,  and  that  could  hold  but  one  tenant 
Trucbses  was  differently  organized.  He  had 
the  power  of  loving — of  largely  and  sincerdy 
loving— in  different  degrees,  and  various  persons. 
His  heart  was  honeycombed,  and  each  separate 
cell  was  redolent  of  affection.  But  as  oae  by 
one  his  various  attachments  were  worn  out  by 
time,  or  trampled  out  by  treachery,  the  place 
they  had  occupied  was  successively  filled  by 
some  offshdot  from  that  flower  of  conjugal  de- 
light so  deeply  rooted  in  his  soul.  The  00B7 
stant  activity  which  urged  him  on  to  variety  of 
pursuits,  and  which  threw  him  into  continual 
contact  with  new  scenes  and  new  persons,  tried 
to  the  utmost,  and  secured  the  complete  triumph 
of  the  great  experiment  he  had  ventured  cm. 
Every  new  absence  broi^ht  him  back  to  his 
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wife,  more  impassioned,  more  tender  than  the 
last.  The  iriitability  of  his  temper  became 
soft^aed  down,  the  pulse  of  his  ambition  throb- 
bed gentler  and  gentler,  he  in  all  things  became 
a  better  without  in  any  becoming  a  less  brilliant 
man.  Other  heroines  have  had  the  merit  of 
urging  their  lovers  to  triumph  gracefully  over 
ill ;  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt^s  was  that  of  teaching 
her  husband  to  bear  ruin  with  dignity. 

And  here  is  the  place  to  briefly  mention  the 
fiite  of  some  other  persons,  more  prominent  in 
the  opening  than  in  this  period  of  our  story. 

The  unfortunate  Duchess  of  Saxe-rCoburg, 
recovered  almost  by  miracle  from  the  attempt 
on  her  life,  and  completely  cleared  of  every 
criminal  charge  by  the  testimony  of  her  pre- 
servers, was  thoroughly  reinstated  in  her  bus- 
band^s  confidence.  But  the  imprudence  of  her 
connexion  with  Scotus,  and  the  notoriety  of  the 
scene  with  Leckenstein,  seemed  to  call  for  some 
admonitory  system  towards  her,  that  though 
not  exactly  punishment  was  something  stronger 
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than  reproof*  She  was  consequently,  and  quite 
with  her  own  consent,  placed  in  a  separate  resi^ 
dence,  in  her  husband^s  dominions  and  doae 
to  the  seat  of  his  sovereign  power;  where!, 
freed  from  the  embarrassing  honours  of  doadU 
nion,  for  which  nature,  her  own  tastes,  and  pre- 
ceding circumstances  all  marked  her  to  be  un- 
fitted, she  lived  in  a  well-watched  privacy, 
which  historians  may  be  amply  justified  in  de» 
sigtiating  an  imprisonment. 

Von  Leckenstein,  whose  wounds  were  helped 
and  whose  health  restored  under  the  care  of  his 
relatives*  met  with  a  more  rigorous  £ste.  The 
barbarous  system  of  international  law  which  in 
diose  days  allowed  one  despot  to  play  into  the 
hands  of  another,  for  their  common  puqjoses  of 
tyranny,  ofiered,  of  course,  no  restramt .  to  the 
views  of  princes  who  only  sought  and  demanded 
what  appeared  but  rigorous  justice  against 
a  foreign  offendo*.  The  unhiqppy  Ulrick 
was,  therefore,  seised  and  carried  off  by 
the  orders  of  the  Duke  of  SaxehCoburg, 
as    guilty    of    a    passion    ibr   a    soverdgn 
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princeBSy  with  but  slight  remonstrance  on  the 
part  of  the  Elector  of  Cologne,  who  admitted 
the  heinousness  of  the  offence  against  his  bro- 
ther sovereign's  dignity  and  honour,  and  whose 
intercession  on  the  score  of  the  culprit's  youth, 
the  failure  of  his  designs,  and  the  sufferings  he 
had  already  undergone,  only  procured  an  alle- 
Tiation  of  the  horrors  of  the  durance  to  which 
he  was  doomed  for  the  remainder  of  his  life. 
This  was  a  hard  fate  for  a  young  and  by  no 
means  guilty  man,  whose  worst  fault  had  been 
to  suffisr  vanity  to  lead  him  astray  from  his  alle- 
giance, to  the  girl  he  loved  and  who  loved  him. 
Poor  Fredolinda,  deeply  hurt  by  the  evident 
inconstancy  of  her  ambitious  cousin,  had,  long 
even  before  the  catastrophe  already  related  and 
which  proclaimed  his  daring  passion  for  the 
Duchese  i^  Saxe-Coburg  to  the  world,  felt  all 
the  torments  of  slighted  affection.  She  was  one 
of  those  sensitive  creations  of  which  the  passions 
make  their  sport,  without  judgment  sufficient  to 
restrain  her  enthusiasm.  Jealousy  is  the  almost 
■nontaneous  growth  of  such  a  mind ;  and  it  no 
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aooner  became  evident  in  poor  Freda  than  it 
sprang  into  complete   development,  like    the 
poisonous  veed  that  bursts  fullj4eaved  from 
the  earth.    Yet  in  all  her  anguish  this  &ifr- 
hearted  girl  was  true  to  her  character  of  gene- 
rous affection.    She  tended  her  wounded  eousin 
with  complete  devotion,  nor  did  she  shrink  from 
this  Imrrassing  duty,  even  when  she  heard  him 
in  his  delirium  rave  wildly  of  the  rival  beauty 
for  whose  form  he  took  that  of  the  pale  and 
weeping   maiden  thus   self-doomed   to  moral' 
martyrdom.    This  was  a  hard  trial.     Freda 
bore  it,  and   bore  it  well ;  but  her  fortitude 
arose  frcHU  the  inspiration  of  a  feeling  more  ab* 
sorbing,  more  elevating  and  more  conaoling 
than  even  love  itself.     It  was  religious  fervour 
that  had  completely  seiased  oa  her  mind  and 
held  her  in  its  exciting  thraU.    Enough  was 
seen  of  her  disposition  at  the  opening  scene  of 
this  story  to  show  that  all  her  fancies  chimed 
with  the  elaborate  pomps  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
worship.     And  fortunate  it  was  for  her  inno- 
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cent  heart  that  such  vanities  had  power  to  al 
ODoe  control  and  console  it.  How  far  better  to 
live  pure  and  happy,  the  votary  of  a  delusion, 
than  linger  on  the  victim  of  a  feeling  formed  of 
realities  of  suffering,  and  a  vague  notion  of 
enjoyments  she  was  not  doomed  to  experience, 
even  had  she  known  how  to  value  them.  Left 
almost  entirely  to  herself,  in  consequence  of  her 
father's  constant  absent  in  the  duties  of  his 
command  in  the  electoral  army,  Freda  found 
no  obstacle  to  the  accomplishment  of  the  design 
she  executed  almost  as  soon  as  it  was  formed^ 
and  the  cold  bigotry  of  a  nunnery  received  in 
its  retreat  the  lovely  convert,  who  in  renouncing 
heresy  hoped  to  secure  happiness,  and  who  fled 
from  the  visible  glare  of  suffmng  to  the  sombre 
depths  of  seclusion. 

Emma  took  a  brighter,  and  after  all  a  better, 
course.  She  recovered  in  time  from  the  dan- 
gerous impression  which  the  insidious  Italian 
had  laboured  to  effect,  and  lucky  it  was  for  her 
that  his  hands  and  his  head  were  too  full  to 
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allow  of  his  following  up  his  half-formed  de- 
signs against  her.  Freed  from  the  bane  of  his 
flatteries,  and  alive  to  the  sense  of  his  discovered 
infamy,  she  rejoiced  in  her  escape ;  and  it  was 
just  at  the  moment  when  her  heart,  having 
learned  its  own  susceptibility,  became  aware  of 
its  wants,  that  young  Christopher  de  Mansfddt, 
handsome,  gay,  and  graceful,  ofi^ered  himself  to 
her  affection,  and  was  promptly  and  candidly 
accepted.  A  residence  at  Godesberg  with  her 
kinswoman  the  electress  became  a  matter  of 
course.  There  she  became  established,  the 
friend  and  confidant  of  Agnes ;  and  Christopher 
did  not  faU  to  add  his  presence  to  the  delights 
of  that  elegant  retreat,  whenever  his  absence 
from  camp  or  garrison  was  possible,  and  waiting 
until  more  favourable  prospects  than  had  yet 
arisen  on  him  since  his  entrance  into  the  elector^s 
service,  might  enable  him  to  join  his  destiny 
to  her^s,  without  fear  of  a  combination  of 
encumbrance  too  great  for  either  to  support. 
Ernest  de  Mansfeldt,  having  no  relish  for  his 
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brotber^s  perilous  career,  had  accepted  an  offer 
from  Frederick  II.,  King  of  Denmark,  and  had 
entered  his  service  as  his  secret  and  confidential 
counsellor. 

The  old  Baroness  of  Kriechlingen,  had,  as 
well  as  her  daughter  Emma,  found  refuge  at 
Godesberg  from  the  harrassing  vicissitudes  to 
which  her  intrepid  husband  was  exposed,  either 
during  his  active  service  in  the  field,  or  as  com- 
mandant of  some  of  those  strong  places  which 
still  held  firm  in  their  allegiance  to  Ghebhard 
Truchses.  At  the  period  to  which  our  story 
has  now  reached  he  was  stationed  at  Bonn, 
commanding  that  garrison  as  second  to  Charles 
Truchses,  and  doomed  to  share  the  fate  which 
befel  the  latter,  within  two  hours  of  the  omi- 
nous accident  which  to  Ghebhard^s  predisposed 
mind  foreboded  calamity,  and  which  was  cer^ 
tainly  coincident  with  it  in  an  overwhelming 
degree. 


i3 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

It  was  during  tfae  time  occupied  by  the 
elector  and  his  wife  in  the  conversation  detailed 
in  the  last  chapter,  and  within  two  hours  of 
Ghebhard's  departure  from  his  brother's  quar- 
ters, that  a  long-planned  conspiracy,  quickly 
converted  into  a  general  mutiny  broke  out  in 
the  city  of  Bonn.     The  mercenaries  being  first 
gained  over  by  the  agents  of  the  Duke  of 
Bavaria,  the  garrisons  took  advantage  of  the 
temporary  absence    of    the  chief  o(Nnmander 
from  within  the  walls,  suddenly  rose  up  and 
overpowered  the  native  troops  whose  fidelity 
to  the  elector  was  proof  against  the  bribes  and 
other  seductions  of  the  enemy.    Baron  Kriech. 
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liogen,  lion-hearted  but  not  lynx-eyed,  was 
quite  incapable  of  coping  with  the  cunning 
contrivers  of  a  plot,  and  before  his  valour  had 
time  to  be  brought  into  play  to  repress  the 
revolt,  his  person  was  seized  and  placed  in 
close  confinement,  together  with  the  other  prin- 
cipal ofiicers  left  with  him  in  the  city.  On  the 
first  alarm  which  reached  the  suburb  head- 
quarters of  the  gallant  Charles  Truchses,  he 
sprang  forth  to  meet,  and  he  hoped  to  suppress 
the  mutineers. .  But  their  measures  were  taken 
with  too  sure  a  calculation.  He  was  instantly 
surrounded  and  disarmed;  the  few  followers 
who  attempted  his  rescue  were  cut  down ;  and 
he  was  conveyed  a  prisoner  to  the  dungeons  of 
the  castle-fortress  where  he  had  ere  while  com- 
manded as  a  prince. 

The  surprised  and  stupified  citizens  had  no 
course  but  submission,  let  their  predilections 
be  what  they  might;  but  there  is  so  much 
fickleness  and  selfishness  in  a  town-mob,  of  all 
countries  and  all  times,  that  it  was  hard  to  dis- 
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tingmah  tlw  truth  from  the  fidaehood  hi  the 
aliottts  with  winch  the  nbble  of  Bobii  weL> 
corned  the  army  of  Ernest  of  'Bavaria,  wUek. 
800D  made  its  triumphant  entrance  into  the 
widely-opened  gates.  Pretty  nearly  a  repe- 
tition of  the  scenes  wMch  were  acted  at  Cologne 
a  few  years  before  now  took  place  in  the  ca-> 
pital;  and  the  adherents  of  Ghebhard»  given 
up  to  total  despair,  were  fain  to  accept  the  best 
terms  of  compromise  offered  by  their  victorious 
foes. 

Ghebhaid  Truchses  was  now  fairly  at  bay, 
for  soon  the  rushing  pack  of  rabblement  had 
swept  along  the  road  from  Bonn  to  Godesbeig^ 
yelling  in  a  chorus  of  terrific  discord.  The 
sound  was  not  to  be  mistaken ;  and  the  quick 
eyes  of  the  household  soon  discerned  the  cqo« 
firmation  of  their  fears»  in  the  motley  crowd  of 
military  and  burgher  assailants  which  hurried 
on  to  the  assault  of  the  castle,  which  not  being 
fortified,  and  only  provided  with  a  few  pieces 
of  cannon  for  mere  purposes  of  parade,  was  in* 
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capable  of  auddug  almost  any  renstaace  agaBist 
»  acrioiis  attack.  •  But  one  cyr  two  partizaiiB  of 
fiie  elector  who  liad  auaceeded  in  eaeapbg  fram 
Boon  nrived  ««  Godobeig,  jast  time  6Dougb 
to  break  tbeiU  new%  and  allow  the  hausehoM 
to  take  mcasurea  for  cheoking  the  first  im  pulse 
of  anasBaolt 

Gfaebbard  and  Agnes  beaid  at  the  sanUe 
moment,  but  with  far  different  sensations,  the 
heralding  sounds  of  their  utter  ruin.  He,  with 
an  expression  of  voice  and  look  that  might  be 
alnxist  imagined  to  arise  from  a  morbid  satis- 
faction at  the  announced  accomplishment  of  his 
superstitious  belief,  exclaimed, 

<'  The  hour  is  coose-^these  ore  indeed  the 
sounds  of  fate.  Thank  Heayen  that  I  can 
meet  it  thus  V* 

And  as  he  spoke  he  enfolded  his  wife  xa  an 
impassioned  embrace.  But  she,  with  the 
electric  promptness  of  woman's  fear  for  the 
safety  of  him  she  loves,  sprang  away  from  hia 
encircling  arms,  and  rushed  towards  a  window 
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to  see  the  nature  and  the  extent  of  the  danger 
she  too  surely  felt  to  be  at  liand.  At  this  mo- 
ment, Walram,  the  still  constant  attendant  cf 
his  master,  entered  the  apartment  in  visible 
eonstemation,  and  stammered  out  some  indis- 
tinct announcement  of  the  peril. 

^^Who  is  the  superior  officer  in  waiting  T 
asked  the  elector  with  great  coolness. 

^*  Colonel  Von  Heyen,  please  your  highness. 
He  is  in  the  anti-room— Hsholl  I  summon  faiiD 
to  your  highness's  presence  ?  I  think  he  is  the 
very  man  for  this  desperate  crisis.— -What  a 
fearful  yell  !**  exclaimed  the  affrighted  valet. 

^^  Yes,"  soliloquized  the  elector  aloud,  *<  dan- 
ger does  level  distinctions,  and  fear  make  men 
bold!  This,  Walram,  is  the  first  time  for 
twenty  years  or  more  that  I  have  ever  known 
thee  to  have  an  opinion  or  venture  to  conCess 
that  thou  couldst  think.  But  never  mind; 
it  is  but  just  that  I  should  agree  in  thy  opinion 
now — ^thou  hast  never  yet  differed  from  mine. 
Let  Colonel  Von  Heyen  attend  me  !'' 
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In  the  few  minutes  which  elapsed  before  the 
colonel  appeared,  with  Emma  Yon  Kriech- 
lingen,  other  ladies  and  some  household  oflScers 
who  rushed  in  promiscuously,  Agnes  stood  in 
deqp  silence,  regarding  with  fixed  look  the 
wondrous  calm,  the  impassible  composure,  with 
whidi  her  husband  sat,  listening  to  the  in- 
creased vociferations  of  the  assailants  without, 
and  gazing  on  the  various  modifications  in 
which  alarm  and  terror  acted  on  the  groups 
before  him,  while  rumours  of  ill  poured  ra- 
pidly in.  But  those  moments  were  not  lost  for 
Agnes.  In  that  brief  space  she  read  deep  and 
far  into  her  husband's  mind,  and  into  the  fu- 
turity of  feeling  if  not  of  events  which  now 
o{)ened  out  before  both  him  and  her.  A  few 
minutes  produced  in  her  a  change  that  years 
might  have  been  thought  insufficient  for.  Her 
whole  character  underwent  one  of  those  mira- 
culous transformations  that  are  more  like  the 
phenomena  of  physical  than  moral  nature.  The 
calm,  reflective,  negative  qualities  by  which 
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she  had  before  been  distinguished,  were  {rom 
this  instant  altered  into  the  positire  and  ener* 
getic  combination  which  had  been  hitherto  as 
foreign  from  her  disposition,  as  it  had  until 
then  formed  the  characteristics  of  him  who 
seemed  suddenly  to  have  utterly  lost  it.  He 
was  like  some  noble  courser  which  had  long 
shown  vigour  and  courage  of  the  finest  stamp, 
but  which  suddenly  breaks  down  at  the  very 
crisis  when  perseverance  is  more  than  ever  ne« 
cessary  to  make  him  reach  the  goal. 

<^  Well,  Gaspar,^^  said  Truchses,  as  the  gal* 
lant  young  colonel  stood  before  him,  a  picture 
of  stem  valour  and  devoted  fidelity,  ^^so  we 
are  at  length  beset  in  our  last  lair !  What  is 
the  extent  of  this  ill  news  and  of  our  present 
danger  ?** 

**  There  are  no  bounds  to  either,  your  high- 
ness. It  all  amounts  to  total  ruin.  The  castle 
will  be  presently  assailed  at  all  sides,  and  there 
is  not  the  least  hope  of  holding  out  half  an 
hour  against  a  bold  attack ."" 
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**  Are  my  brother  and  Baron  Kriechlingen 
indeed  made  prisoners  at  Bonn  P"^ 

**  It  is  true,  your  highness,  and  with  them 
(3ount  Christopher  de  Mansfeldt  and — '" 

A  hysteric  scream  from   Emma  broke  the 

9 

sentence ;  and  while  Agnes  and  the  other  fe^ 
males  hastened  to  aid  in  composing  the  afflicted 
girl.  Yon  Heyen  briefly  confirmed  the  reports 
already  hastily  made  by  Walram  and  others. 

^^  Then  since  it  is  indeed  thus,^  said  Oheb*- 
hard,  ^' since  destruction  is  unavoidable  and 
resistance  vain,  we  have  but  to  meet  our  fate 
with  dignity.  You  are  ready.  Von  Heyen,  to 
obey  my  orders  ?** 

Von  Heyen  hesitated  a  moment,  for  he  could 
not  quite  comprehend  the  expression  of  the 
elector's  voice  and  looks. 

"  I  have  hitherto  lived  but  to  dbey  your 
highness,^  said  he,  after  a  pause. 

"  Then,  my  orders  now  are  that  you  throw 
wide  the  castle-gates,  let  the  enemy  enter,  and 
that  you  do  not  suffer  an  arm  to  be  raised,  or 


186  AG23KS   DK   MANSFKLDT* 

a  life  perilled  for  the  yain  object  of  protractiiig 
the  fate  of  me  and  mine.  Since  Heaven  aban« 
dona  us  we  may  well  give  up  hope«  Let  all 
who  hear  me  take  their  own  parts  and  make 
what  conditions  they  may.  I  have  no  far- 
ther power  for  others^  service  or  my  own.*" 

At  these  gloomy  words,  the  crowded  room 
showed  specimens  of  despair  in  all  itssjrmptoms 
of  weakness  and  of  strength.  Nor  were  those 
displays  confined  in  their  separate  develop- 
ments to  either  sex.  Mind,  on  occasions  such 
as  this,  vindicates  'its  own  dignity  against  the 
paltry  prejudices  of  men  and  falsifies  the  com- 
mon estimate  of  male  and  female  courage.  De* 
licate  womoi  there  rose  up  in  heroism,  to  meet 
the  fate  before  which  stalwart  soldiers  quailed. 
The  paleness  of  desperation,  the  nervous  flush, 
the  sternly-fixed  eye,  the  clenched  hand,  the 
grasped  weapon— every  variety  of  resolute  in- 
tention  was  to  be  seen,  mixed  with  those  evi- 
dences of  human  feebleness,  inseparable  from^ 
and  almost  excusable  in,  such  a  scene. 
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WbcQ  Truchses  ceased  speaking  he  folded 
his  arms  across  his  breast,  and  looked  up 
towards  Heaven,  as  if  his  thoughts  were  entirely 
concentrated  there. 

And  then,  amidst  the  din  of  words  and  wait- 
ings, of  oaths  and  shrieks,  from  the  assembled 
household,  while  every  variety  of  hostile  sound, 
from  the  roar  of  cannon  and  the  rattle  of  mus* 
quetry  to  the  shouts  of -command  and  the  yells 
of  fury,  arose  from  without.  Von  Heyen  on 
whose  decision  the  fate  of  all  seemed  now  to 
depend,  cast  one  look  on  Agnes,  as  if  it  was 
from  her  and  her  'alone  that  he  sought  his  in- 
spiration in  this  fearful  crisis.  She  stood, 
looking  around  her  with  ardent  gaze,  as  if  she 
sought  to  read  the  varying  countenances  and 
separate  characters  of  all  present.  Her  right 
hand  was  placed  on  her  heart;  her  left  was 
closed  nervously;  her  arm  extended;  her  wh<de 
look  a  compound  of  courage  and  command. 

"  Madam,^^  said  Von  Heyen,  "  what  are 
your  highnesses  orders  ?'" 
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**  That  all  resist  to  the  last  moment  and  the 
last  man !  That  no  means  of  defence  be  left 
untried,  that  eveiy  nerve  be  strained  to  the 
utmost  t  Let  every  one  able  to  wield  a  sword 
or  fire  an  arquebuss  turn  instantly  out  into  the 
itourts.  Let  the  women  mount  the  parapets 
and  towers  and  hurl  down  missiles  on  the  foe ! 
Let  the  war  cry  be— ^ 

'*  Agnes  !  Agnes  and  victory  !  Long  live 
the  electress,  our  glorious  sovereign !  Agnes, 
Agnes  for  ever!^  loud  shouted  Von  Heyen^ 
and  the  enthusiast  cry  was  echoed  from  almost 
every  throat  of  those  present  The  most  timid 
were  roused  to  action,  the  brave  inflamed  to 
fury.  Swords  were  brandished,  hands  diiown 
aloft ;  while  loudly  redoubled  stamping  on  the 
flocr  spoke  the  energy  that  animated  both  body 
and  mind  of  the  excited  throng.  Truchses, 
roused  from  his  abstraction  and  imperfeedy 
catching  the  meaning  of  the  rapid  scene,  started 
from  his  seat  at  the  first  burst  of  voices,  and 
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Mcovering  instantlj  his  usual  lotiy  tone  and 
attitude  he  asked, 
**  Am  I  then  obeyed  ?     Is  the  enemy  come  i"^ 

^^  Disobeyed,  gloriously  disobeyed,**  ex- 
claimed Von  Heyen,  throwing  himsdlf  on  one 
•knee  before  his  master — ^'  and  by  me,  my  spve- 
xeign ;  me,  your  most  faithful,  your  most  de- 
voted creature.  You  shall,  in  your  own  despite' 
be  saved— If  my  sacrifice  can  save  you."  The 
intrepid  soldier  then  arose  and  turning  round 
he  cned,  ^^Out,  out  to  the  gates  my  friends! 
Up  women,  all,  to  the  turret  towers— hurl  down 
the  piledUup '  stones  in  showers  of  ruin — Let 
torrents  of  boiling  liquid  rain  on  the  enemy's 
heads-^Forward-^forward  T 

He  rushed  from  the  chamber;  and  the 
vaulted  corridors  and  halls  resounded  with  the 
war-«ry  of  himself  and  his  bold  followers,  as 
they  hurried  to  the  scene  of  action,  while  £rom 
the  lofty  towers  the  shrill  voices  of  the  women 
soon  sent  down  invective  and  defiance  along 
with  the  galling  and  murderous  combination 
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detailed  by  Von  Heyen  for  the  enemy^s  annoy- 
ance. 

The  fedmgs  of  our  heroine — is  she  not  such 
at  length,  and  beyond  all  cavil? — ^were  not 
hurried  away,  like  those  of  vulgar  or  un^ 
disciplined  minds  in  moments  of  excitement. 
Her  thoughts  seemed  in  all  places  at  once — ^her 
affections  in  but  one.  Having  effected  her  first 
object,  the  counteraction  of  the  almost  fatal 
effect  of  her  husband's  despair,  she  now  was 
resolved  that  he  should  profit  by  the  advantage 
she  had  gained — ^for  him  and  over  him. 

*<  My  husband  !'^  exclaimed  she,  in  tones  of 
most  affectionate  entreaty,  but  her  voice  as  she 
proceeded  swelled  into  the  loftier  melody  of 
command,  ^*  my  best  beloved,  what  change  has 
passed  across  thy  mind  to  unman  thee  thus,  in 
the  hour  that  thy  undaunted  spirit  needs  even 
more  than  its  wonted  strength  P  Where  has  thy 
courage  fled  to  ?  Is  this  indeed  the  man  who 
has  filled  all  Europe  with  the  fame  of  his  daring 
deeds  ?    The  proud  defier  of  pope  and  emperor 
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-r-the  mark  against  which  fate  threw  its  shafts 
in  vain?  What  I  subdued  at  last  by  the 
shadow  of  a  superstition  ?  Oh,  my  own  hus- 
band, turn  back  into  yourself — arouse  up,  nor 
be  outdone  in  gallant  bearing  by  even  the 
women  of  my  household.  Listen  to  those 
inspiring  shouts,  they  are  raised  for  thee«  Look 
out  on  the  bold  actions  of  thy  heroic  followers 
— art  thou  alone  to  turn  craven  at  such  a  time ! 
Thou  speakest  not,  thy  look  is  fixed  on  m&— 
Oh  let  it  turn  aside — let  its  wonted  tenderness 
be  quenched  in  the  fiery  glance  of  war.  Take 
thy  sword  from  its  scabbard  Truchses,  let  it 
flash  dread  in  thy  enemies^  face,  and  encourage- 
ment and  valour  to  thy  friends,  so  may  terms 
even  now  be  made  for  the  safety  of  all.  Thou 
wilt  not  ?  I  cannot  move  thee  to  this  last  and 
greatest  duty  ?  Then  come,  come  without 
pause,  and  follow  me.  Since  this  doud  en- 
velopes thee  too  closely  to  be  shaken  off*  thou 
must  walk  in  its  shadow  !  Gome,  there  is  now 
no  time  to  lose."' 
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**  Where  wouldst  thou  lead  me,  my  Agnes  ? 
I  dare  not  fly  in  heaven^s  face,  or  fight  against 
its  manifest  decree.^ 

*^  There  is  but  one  course  left  for  us  now — 
escape.  Hesitate  not,  or  we  are  lost  indeed. 
The  subterranean  way  is  clear— Come,  my  own 
husband — ^^thou  wouldst  not  let  me  seek  its 
perils  alone  ?  Thou  wouldst  not  sure  abandon 
me?^ 

^^  Abandon  thee !"  exclaimed  Ghebhard, 
springing  forward  and  seizing  her  proffered 
hand — ^and  then,  after  a  moment^s  pause — "  On, 
on,  my  Agnes,  when  and  where  thou  wilt. 
Heaven  speaks  in  thy  voice  and  shines  in  thy 
beaming  looks— on,  on,  I  am  in  all  ways  thine  !^ 

Agnes  took  her  husband*s  arm,  and  she  hur« 
ried  him  from  the  chamber  out  into  the  cor- 
ridor, and  she  stopped  at  the  apartment  occu- 
pied by  the  Baroness  Von  Kriechlingen,  with 
the  intention  of  seeking  means  for  enabling  her 
and  Emma  to  accompany  their  flight.  Here  a 
painful  scene  met  her  view.     Emma,  with  dis- 
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bevelled  locks  and  disordered  dress,  knelt  by 
her  mother''s  oouch — alone  and  unassisted  in 
her  efforts  to  support  and  revive  the  exhausted 
sufferer,  struck  suddenly  with  paralysis  by  the 
violent  shock  produced  by  the  passing  events. 
Agnes^  forgetting  in  tlie  impulse  of  generous 
sympathy,  everything  but  the  sad  spectacle  be- 
fore her,  shook  off  her  husband's  hold,  and 
gave  her  whole  aid  to  the  feeble  efforts  of  her 
friend.  The  wretched  patient  wore  the  aspect 
of  death,  but  her  pulse  still  seemed  to  throb, 
and  a  faint  breathing  belied  the  evidence  of  her 
livid  and  distorted  looks.  The  almost  distracted 
daughter,  turned  for  awhile  from  the  grief 
cdused  by  the  news  of  her  lover^s  captivity, 
seemed  wholly  absorbed  by  this  fresh  calamity ; 
and  the  most  wild  and  heart-rending  lamenta* 
tions  burst  from  her. 

In  the  meantime  the  increasing  noises  from 
without,  the  frantic  shouts  within  the  castle,  the 
hurrying  feet,  and  the  clatter  of  warlike  imple- 
ments moved  to  and  fro,  told  that  the  contest 

VOL.  III.  K 


194  AGNES   DK   MAK8FELDT. 

was  carried  on  with  a  desperaticHi  which  pro- 
mised  a  speedy  term. 

"  Fly,  fly,  your  highness,  or  it  is  too  Lite — 
the  frail  portals  cannot  long  resist — our  men  are 
falling  fast,^  cried  an  officer,  who  was  sent  by 
V<m  Heyen  to  seek  the  elector,  and  who  found 
him  in  the  calm  attitude  of  attendance  at  the 
door  of  the  apartment  into  which  Agnes  bad 
entered.  She  heard  the  appalling  summons  for 
flight,  and  with  brief  and  broken  phrase  she 
proposed  to  Emma  to  accompany  her  in  her 
attempt  at  escape— scarcely,  however,  venturing 
to  urge,  or  hoping  for  her  compliance  with,  a 
proposal  which  must  necessarily  have  left  her 
expiring  mother  to  the  doubtful  mercy  of  a 
fiurious  enemy.  Emma,  in  wild  but  firm  lan- 
guage, refused  to  quit  her  sacred  duty  to  her 
parent,  and  with  frenzied  gestures  she  almost 
forced  Agnes  from  the  chamber.  Our  heroine 
had  but  one  great  impulse  of  action  left — her 
husband^'s  safety.  Had  he  even  then  showed 
anything  beyond  the  most  hopeless  resignation 
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to  their  threatened  fate,  or  given  the  least 
symptom  of  recovered  energy  for  his  own  relief, 
Agnes  had  assuredly  not  quitted  her  young 
kinswoman,  her  all  but  sister,  and  would  have 
shared  the  perils  of  her  pious  task.  But  tlie 
paramount  influence  of  conjugal  love  left  her 
no  choice,  no  struggle.  She  once  more  caught 
Ohebhard^s  arm,  and  hurried  him  along. 

They  had  reached  the  top  of  the  great  stair- 
case, which  was  obstructed  by  a  retreating 
crowd  of  servants,  flying  they  knew  not  where, 
and  for  the  vague  object  of  safety  with  what 
chance  they  could  not  calculate.  The  elector 
and  his  wife,  scarcely  recognised  by  their  own 
people,  and  but  little  attended  to  or  thought  of 
in  the  general  scramble  for  escape,  forced  their 
way  forward  as  best  they  might ;  and  they 
had  descended  to  one  of  the  principal  halls 
when  they  were  met  by  Walram,  trembling 
and  ghastly*looking,  but  who  from  long  habit 
could  not  avoid  feeling  a  sort  of  protection  in  the 
mere  presence  of  bis  master.     He  recovered  ap- 
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parentlj  from  his  tenor,  and  found  breath  and 
courage  enough  to  exdaam,  not  quite  cohe- 
rently, 

^*  Your  highness  has  taken  the  wrong  way — 
the  enemy  have  forced  the  gates,  and  are  fight- 
ing their  way  hither  through  the  court-yard.^ 

**  Whither  goest  thou,  Wafaram  ?""  asked  the 
elector. 

*^  I  know  not,  your  highness — I  was  flying  I 
know  not  where — but  in  faint  hopes  of  finding 
you.'' 

"  Now  then  thou  has  found  me  man,  stand 
by  me — ^it  is  thy  best  chance.'^ 

"  This  way,  tUs  way  down  by  the  south 
cloisters  !^  cried  Agnes,  turning  into  « low  pas- 
sage ;  when,  at  the  moment,  a  band  of  infuriate 
combatants  rushed  into  the  hall,  the  awiiailafitft 
far  out-numbering  the  household  defenders,  ^rho 
were  driven  back,  cut  down,  and  trampled  on 
without  mercy.  One  group  instantly  inter- 
posed between  Agnes  and  Ohebhard.  and  the 
passage  into  which  Walram  had  already  es- 


AGNES   DE   If  AKSFELDT.  19? 

oaped.  The  way  was  completely  barred,  and 
two  of  the  ruflBan  enemy  attempted  to  seise  on 
Agnes,  widi  some  insulting  expressions  which 
evidently  told  that  they  knew  her,  or  unerringly 
guessed  who  she  was*  At  this  outrage  Ghebhard 
resumed  atonce  his  natural  character.  Hegrasped 
a  sword  from  the  hand  of  a  wounded  man  who 
tottered  near  him,  and  with  a  well-aimed  blow 
struck  one  of  the  fellows  to  the  floor.  Then 
pressing  on  the  other  wha  retreated  from  before 
his  path,  he  gained  ground  every  moment, 
Agnes  clinging  to  his  side,  but  her  courage  and 
strength  almost  failing  under  the  excitement  of 
the  shocking  scene.  ^ 

And  now  a  fresh  burst  of  fighting  men  who 
drove  all  before  them  formed  a  new  and  almost 
impassible  obstacle,  when  Von  Heyen,  disputing 
ineh  by  inch  the  ground  of  his  retreat,  came 
towards  the  sdll  closely-engaged  elector^  and 
seeing  the  object  for  which  he  battled,  the 
devoted .  soldier  was  too  happy,  even  at  the 
sacrifice  of  his  life,  to  afford  a  chance  of  safety 
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to  the  sovereign  to  whom  he  owed  evaTihhig 
and  the  heroic  woman  whom  he  gloried  in  dying 
for.  In  a  few  minutes  every  living  obstruc 
tion  fell  b^ieath,  or  fled  from  his  powerful 
strokes ;  and  he  lifted  Agnes  over  the  dead  and 
wounded  bodies  which  thronged  the  floor.  She 
entered  the  passage,  uttering  a  scarcely-heard 
sentence  of  gratitude  to  her  preserver,  and 
Ohebhard  as  he  sprang  after  her  grasped  Von 
Heyen^s  hand  in  his  with  a  pressure  that  spoke 
volumes  of  thanks,  and  he  uttered  one  short  ex- 
hortation to  follow  them  to  the  vaulted  passage 
beyond  the  cellars. 

"  Now  then,  <»me  on,  cowards  !**.  cried  Von 
Heyen,  standing  flrmly  before  the  passage,  with 
uplifted  arm  ready  to  receive  the  foes,  who 
scarcely  waited  for  his  taunting  challenge  before 
they  rushed  on  him  in  a  throng.  He  bad 
already  been  more  than  once  wounded,  but  the 
sight  of  his  own  blood  inflamed  his  rage,  in  a 
ratio  far  more  than  proportioned  to  the  effects  of 
weakness  produced  by  its  loss ;  and  for  a  short 
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time  he  gained  almost  supernatural  strengths 
But  numbers  pressed  on  him  too  fiercely  for 
much  longer  resistance^  and  he  only  dreaded 
that  he  must  fall  ere  time  sufficient  was  given 
for  the  fugitives  to  reach  the  subterranean  pas- 
sage, into  which  he  clearly  felt  he  was  not 
destined  to  follow  them. 

Just  as  his  assailants  had  nearly  borne  him 
down,  for  he  fought  almost  unaided  against 
fearful  odds,  and  as  the  shrieks  from  various 
parts  of  the  castle  told  him  the  horrors  that 
were  going  on  above,  a  huge  fellow  forced  his 
way  through  th^  enemy — alas,  he  too  was  of 
them !  and  loudly  called  out  for  the  privilege 
of  striking  the  death-blow  to  the  gallant  Von 
Heyen. 

*'  You  know  me  not,  perhaps  ?^  cried  he 
with  insulting  accents,  as  the  latter  paused 
panting  and  gazing,  while  he  leaned  on  his 
reeking  weapon  for  a  momenta's  rest.  **  Look 
here.  Von  Heyen  !^  and  as  he  spoke  he  took  off 
his  casque  and  sliowed  a  long  broad  scar  which 
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the  fierce  exercise  of  the  day  made  deeply 
Grimson  although  it  was  fiill  five  years  cica^ 
trised.  *^  Look  here  at  your  own  work,  the 
price  of  your  promotion— your  first  step  to 
military  honours ;  when  you  struck  that  fell 
stroke  on  an  unarmed  man  I  was  an  ignorant 
artizan.  Now  I  am  a  tried  soldier  like  your- 
self. I  am  able  to  cope  with  you  and  to 
avenge  the  dastard  blow.  I  have  worked  hard 
to  learn  the  rapier^s  use,  and  long  waited  for 
the  hour  when  I  might  measure  swords  with 
you.    Are  you  ready  ?'*'* 

<^  I  remember  thee,  rascal,**  said  Von  Heyen 
contemptuously.  **  Thou  art  of  old  too  great 
a  talker  ever  to  make  a  good  fighter.  I  have 
made  my  mark  already  on  one  side  of  thy  ugly 
face ;  now  I  warn  thee,  take  (»u-e  of  the  other  !"* 

And  scarcely  had  he  uttered  the  threat  when 
a  prompt  stroke  from  his  practised  arm  broke 
down  the  fellow^'s  guard,  and  cut  his  head 
nearly  through  and  through.  He  fell  in  the 
death  agony  at  his  too-powerful  antagonist's 
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feet;  and  the  latter  did  not  himself  survive 
many  minutes  after  this  his  last  exploit.  A 
score  of  weapons  made  his  body  their  sheath ; 
and  his  gallant  spirit  required  the  outlet  of  as 
many  wounds  to  escape  by. 

As  Ohebhard  and  Agnes  hurried  on  through 
the  cloisters^  they  faintly  saw  a  man  flying  be- 
fore them  as  rapidly  as  the  imperfect  light  al- 
lowed. As  he  approached  the  extremity,  be- 
yond which  he  saw  no  means  of  egress  but  one 
turning  which  would  have  led  him  back  towards 
the  throng  of  the  fight,  as  the  clang  of  martial 
weapons  toe  plainly  told  him,  for  he  forgot  in 
his  fright  another  passage,  half  closed  up  and 
rarely  used,  he  stopped  for  a  moment,  and 
then,  with  the  surpassing  agility  of  terror,  he 
scrambled  up  the  rugged  wall,  and  strove  to 
force  himself  through  one  of  the  narrow  case- 
mates, which  admitted  a  gleam  of  light,  but  was 
not  meant  for  the  outgoing  of  any  living  thing. 

« Why,  Walram,  Wakam  !"  cried  Gheb- 
hard,  ^^  it  is  I.     By  heaven,   the  man's  fears 
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have  turned  his  brain  !  He  is  farcing  himadf 
out  upon  the  dry  fosse — a  fearful  fall !  Wal- 
ram,  I  say  !^ 

But  his  voice,  if  heard,  was  only  a  fresh 
cause  of  terror  to  the  frightened  valet,  who 
with  almost  incredible   efforts   had    squeezed 
himself  through  the  aperture.     He  seemed  at 
length  to  shoot  forth  with  nervous  force,  and 
disappeared.     Truchses  stopped  one  moment  to 
listen — ^but  the  hellish  din  within   the  castle 
stifled  the  death-shriek  which  burst  from  the 
poor  victim  as  he  fell  dow|i  into   the  fosse. 
He  was  not  alone  in  the  manner  of  his  destruc- 
tion.     Several  men,  and  women  too,   threw 
themselves  headlong  from   the  turret    towers 
that  morning,  rather  than  risk  the  treatment  to 
be  looked  for  from  the  savage  victors. 

In  a  few  minutes  more  Ohebhard  and  Agnes 
had  turned  through  a  secret  door  leading  to  the 
vaulted  cellars,  and  thence  safely  gained  the 
subterranean  way,  known  but  to  a  few  of  the 
old  domestics  of   the    household,   but    never 
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thoiigfat  of  as  a  refuge  by  any  of  them,  from 
the  dread  belief  of  its  being  the  chosen  repair 
of  ghosts  and  demons,  and  nothing  else  but 
an  entrance  into  cavern-depths  of  terrible  de* 
struction. 

In  this  wdLassured  sanctuary  the  fugitives 
remained  for  several  lingering  hours ;  and  at 
length  forcing  their  way  through  its  abounding 
obstructions,  they  reached  the  cavity  of  whose 
existence  they  were  both  well  informed,  and 
through  it  they  entered  into  a  low  tangled  mass 
of  brushwood  which  skirted  the  river.  In  the 
close  neighbourhood  they  found,  by  a  happy 
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chance,  a  loose-formed  raft  with  its  paddle, 
abandoned  most  likely  by  its  owner  when  he 
fled  in  alarm  at  the  tumult ;  and  to  its  fragile 
means  of  traversing  the  Rhine  they  owed  their 
escape  to  the  foot  of  the  Drachenfels,  and 
thence  into  the  heart  of  the  seven  mountains, 
their  crags,  and  forests  and  desolate  dells,  fit 
shelter  for  the  outcasts  and  exiles  of  the  peopled 
world. 
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To  thk  day  the  (raditioii  holds  that  Gheb* 
hard  Trudises  and  Agnes  escaped  from  Oodes* 
berg  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  Rhine,  by  a 
sub-aqueous  passage.  But  science  in  their 
time  had  not  found  power  to  execute,  though 
enterprize  might  haye  imagined,  the  giant  pro- 
ject of  such  a  tunnd,  the  success  of  which  is 
even  now  an  unsolved  problem. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

Tuns  was  Ghebhard  Truchses^  the  once'* 
powerful  prince,  the  ambitious  prekte,  the 
spoiled  child  of  fortune,  reduced  by  this  last 
stroke  of  fate  to  complete  destitution,  with  her 
for  whose  sake  alone  he  was  now  susceptible  of 
any  of  those  crushing  feelings  which  such  a 
situation  might  engender.  The  thought  that 
he  had  reduced  her  to  this  state,  that  he  might 
by  timely  concession  have  compromised  for  her 
safety  and  support,  the  self-reproach  of  having 
under  any  possible  contingency  caused  her  the 
risk  of  such  a  lot  absorbed  his  mind.  Every 
thing,  every  person  was  now  forgotten  in  the 
overwhelming  sentiment  of  her  misery.     She 
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on  her  part  endured  a  combination  of  sufferings 
more  poignant  perhaps  but  not  so  oppressive 
as  his.     The  doubtful  fate  of  her  brother,  her 
friends,  the  faithful  followers  sacrificed  for  her 
and  her  husband^s  safety  all  arose  on  her  mind, 
together  with  the  frightful  chances  of  danger 
and  death  which  now  opened  upon  her  view — 
not  for  herself,  she  would  not  have  heeded  the 
certainty  even,  in  her  own  case — ^but  for  him 
in  whose  safety  her  existence  seemed  to  be  in- 
volved ;  and  with  all  this  there  was  conjoined 
one  other  feeling  terrible  under  the  circum- 
stances, yet  carrying  with  it  a  wondrous  and 
redeeming  consolation  to  a  woman''s  mind. 

Every  way  unprepared  for  the  night  air, 
loosely  clad,  without  any  means  of  sustenance 
for  many  hours,  without  any  hope  of  shelter, 
they  heard  the  chimes  firom  the  clock  of  their 
own  sacked  and  desolate  castle,  and  from  two 
or  three  villages  on  either  side  the  river,  strike 
ten ;  when  finding  it  useless  to  proceed  farther 
they  stopped,  and  lay  down  side  by  side,  xm 
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the  moss-covered  earth  in  the  depth  of  a  dark 
glen.    And  there  they  passed  the  night ! 

Description  may  pause  at  such  a  passage  as 
this  in  the  life  and  adventures  of  two  such 
beings ;  and  imagination  may  exhaust  itself  in 
picturing  what  they  said  and  thoqght,  during 
the  waking  hours,  and  dreamt,  in  the  brief 
snatches  of  sleep  which  exhausted  nature  saved 
from  mental  suffering. 

And  will  it  be  thought  extravagant  to  be* 
lieve  the  possibility  of  even  a  situation  so  ex* 
treme  holding  the  wild  and  wayward  elements 
of  compensation — almost  enjoyment — to  the 
high-wrought  organisation  of  such  minds  as 
theirs  ?  The  sober-going  son  of  common-place, 
the  minion  of  luxury,  the  vulgar  voluptuary 
may  smile  or  sneer  at  the  idea.  But  the  ro- 
mantic, the  adventurous,  and  the  daring  can 
comprehend,  even  though  they  might  never 
have  experienced  sensations,*  that  touch  on, 
if  they  do  not  quite  amount  to,  pleasure,  in 
scgnes  of  peril  and  privation  even  more  trying 
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than  the  one  we  describe.  The  charm  of  find- 
ing oneVself  thrown,  even  by  misfortune,  from 
the  beaten  track  of  ordinary  life,  the  new-found 
capability  of  endurance,  the  pride  of  suffisring 
well,  the  charm  of  contrast,. the  awakened  spirit 
of  inquiry,  all  combine,  to  form  a  spring  of 
energy  and  courage  on  which  the  elastic  mind 
bounds  into  feelings  it  knew  not  of  before. 

It  was  a  night  of  summer-warmth  and  sum- 
mer-length. When  the  desolate  pair  lay  down 
they  could  see  nothing;  and  no  sounds  were 
distinguishable  in  the  distant  gloom.  How 
they  sunk  into  sleep  they  knew  not,  fen:  the 
mimic  death  gave  no  warning  of  its  coming. 
They  dropped  suddenly  and  together  into  for- 
getfulness ;  and  the  fantastic  freaks  played  by 
their  trance-struck  minds  had  no  connecting 
link  to  bind  them  to  the  past. 

They  awoke  —  and  at  once.  A  start,  a 
broken  exclamation — a  wondering  gaze,  around 
and  at  each  other,  brought  them  to  life  and  to 
perception  again.      ''He  is  safe!"    <<She  is 
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safe  !^  was  the  first  prompt  utterance  of  reci^ 
procal  sensation.  A  renewed  embrace  —  for 
they  had  slept  fast  locked  in  each  other'^s  arms 
—came  next.  Then  a  gushing  flood  of  tears 
from  her,  and  a  thousand  kisses  to  dry  them 
up  from  him ;  and  next,  by  mutual  instinct, 
an  instant  posture  of  prayer  and  a  murmured 
burst  of  thanksgiving — such  was  the  opening 
scene  of  this  new  epoch  in  their  eventful 
course. 

It  was  more  than  dawn,  for  the  sun  darted 
his  golden  glances  through  the  forest-depths, 
and  the  stems  of  the  trees,  the  branches,  and 
the  leaf-covered  ground  were  here  and  there 
streaked  with  yellow  gleams.  Innumerable 
birds  were  chirping  and  singing  above.  But 
the  only  earth-bom  sound  was  the  voice  of  a 
small  rivulet,  so  deadened  in  the  overhanging 
weeds  that  its  murmurings  were  carried  out- 
wards by  the  faint  breeze,  more  like  fitful 
echoings  than  a  constant  and  original  sound ; 
while  the  breeze  itself  was  only  to  be  disco- 
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vered  by  the  wild  flowers^  scent  that  at  times 
swept  upwards  in  a  fragrant  swell.  Ghebhard 
prayed  fervently  and  aloud,  as  though  duty 
and  habit  both  were  joined  with  the  impulse 
of  the  moment.  The  pure  thoughts  of  Agnes 
rose  silently  and  spontaneously  to  heayen,  less 
as  it  might  seem  by  an  effort  of  her  will  than 
by  the  sympathy  of  attraction,  like  the  dew- 
drops  around  her,  sucked  up  invisibly  by  the 
sun. 

They  arose,  and  Truchses  first  broke  the 
holy  silence  in  which  both  had  stood  for  awhile. 

*<  Oh,  Agnes,  oh,  my  beloved  !^  said  he, 
**  can  all  this  indeed  be  real  ?  Have  we  lived 
through  the  horrid  scene  of  yesterday,  and 
slept  through  a  whole  long  night  unconscioufi 
and  unharmed  ?  And  is  the  wide  world  as 
nought  to  us?  Have  we  no  shdter  for  our 
heads  —  no  friends^- no  sanctuary?  Are  we 
driven  out  on  earth  alone,  to  be  hunted  like 
noxious  beasts,  or  shunned  like  tainted  lepers  ? 
Is  this  a  fate  for  thee !     Hast  thou  deserved 
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tluB  t  And  I — should  I  have  brought  this  on 
thee  ?  Oh,  I  could  lie  down  again  and  die  in 
my  shame  T 

*^  My  own  husband,^  replied  Agnes,  ten- 
derly embracing  him,  *^  these  wolrds  are  my 
reproach  not  thine.  For  is  it  not  for  my  sake 
that  thou  hast  earned  all  thy  hard  fortune? 
Was  not  I  the  fatal  cause  of  all  thy  ills,  the 
pretext  for  thy  persecution  P  But  I  have  no 
remorse.  I  make  no  wail  for  the  past.  We 
have  acted  for  love's  sake — we  have  done  no  ill. 
Heaven  has  visited  us  heavily,  but  are  not  our 
consciences  unscathed  ?^ 

^*  Before  high  heaven,  here  in  God's  natural 
temple,  I  swear  that  I  am  conscious  of  no 
crime  so  heavy  as  to  have  brought  thee  to  this 
cruel  pass,  my  Agnes  !^ 

**  It  is  as  nought  to  me,  for  my  own  sake-— 
and  could  I  but  see  ruin  sit  lightly  on  thee, 
Ghebhard,  I  would  smile  at  and  defy  it.*^ 

*^  Oh,  how  bewitching  are  thy  least  words, 
how  magical  thy  looks !     How  well  thy  beauty 
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suits  with  this  scene— 4hou  seemest  a  (Mut  and 
parcel  of  its  holiness*  How  beautiful  is  nature 
Agnes,  and  how  bountiful  is  Providence !  Is 
not  all  earth  a  paradise  till  man  defaces  and 
pollutes  it  I  Ob,  how  delighted  I  could  live 
with  thee  for  ever  in  this  sylvan  solitude ;  how 
thoroughly  forget  the  wodd^  all  that  I  have 
lost  and  suffered;  and  let  my  rest  of  being 
^de  away  far  in  these  forest  depths.  But 
that,  alas!  is  a  vain  thought.  The  hideous 
world'*A  before  us ;  reft  of  all  charm,  all  chanoe, 
all  hope  of  good/^ 

'*  Not  80 — ^not  so,  my  husband.  Providence 
is  just  as  well  as  bountiful,  and  will  not  fisrsake 
us.  I  feel  as  though  we  were  both  new  bom, 
or  like  the  first  created  pair,  thrown  into  life 
full  formed,  with  knowledge  of  the  past,  equi« 
valent  to  God's  spoken  counsel,  and  faith  in  his 
power,  as  strong  as  though  he  walked  in  vi- 
sible majesty  by  our  side.  We  shall  find  a 
paradise  yet  in  this  broad  world;  some  wxk 
where  persecution  may  not  follow  us,  where 
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Sin  may  not  enter,  and  from  which  no  angry 
angel  shall  expel  us.  Cheer  up,  lard  and  life 
of  my  being — ^let  a  new  era  break  upon  thee— 
let  sorrow  for  the  friends  we  have  lost  be  now 
the  aoly  bitter  drop  in  the  full  chalice  of  en- 
joyment. Let  us  on  then  in  our  course,  trust- 
ing in  heaven's  guidance,  and  seeing  in^  nature's 
boundless  beauties  the  fitness,  the  harmony, 
and  the  fullness  of  all  things,  those  manifest 
miracles  of  creation  which  hold  a  pledge  of 
safety  and  of  happiness  to  man.**^ 

^<  Happiness,  my  Agnes  ?  Ah,  does  not 
your  enthusiastic  virtue  lead  you  now  too  far? 
Can  there  be  happiness  for  the  wholly  desti- 
tute, who  have  once  revelled  in  life's  luxuries, 
who  have  had  almost  all  greatness  in  their 
grasp   and   who  might  fairly  have  aimed  at 

^*  Alas,  it  is  that  false  estimate  of  happiness 
that  makes  so  few  people  happy.  We  fancy  it 
to  consist  in  some  great  good,  too  distant  to  be 
reached^-too  large  to  be  encircled  in  our  h<dd, 
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while  it  is  really  formed  of  little  things— flowers 
and  gems  that  we  spurn  beneath  our  feet  unno- 
ticed, in  that  wild  race  after  what  is  not  it 
Then  let  us,  my  husband,  henceforth  shun  the 
spurious  and  collect  the  real,  till  from  the 
thousand  elements  around  us  we  form  a  bright 
and  fragrant  coronal  that  nothing  may  stain 
or  wither.'* 

**  Where  seek,  where  find  those  elements, 
but  in  thy  fancy,  Agnes  ?'^ 

"  Oh,  they  are  everywhere,  each  minute  of 
life  is  full  of  them — they  are  the  diamond 
sparks  of  thought,  the  odorous  buds  of  feeling — 
We  have  a  mine,  a  garden  in  our  own  hearts, 
and  we  must,  we  will  gather  the  rich  harvest 
yet !     I  promise  thee  this  my  husband.'*' 

"  My  Agnes,  there  is  a  spirit  of  prophecy  in 
thy  tone  and  looks,  an  inspired  conviction,  that 
make  thee  seem  more  than  mortal !  What  is  it, 
love,  that  in  this  desolate  and  dreary  passage 
of  life  throws  o*er  thy  beauty  this  superhuman 
^   glow,  as  though  a  shower  of  good  had  fallen  on 
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thee,  instead  of  this  cruel  storm  ?  Oh,  tell  me 
truly,  and  let  me  if  possible  catch  a  spark  from 
the  bright  beam — for  I  feel  deadly  chill  in 
spirit,  and  almost  sinking  to  despair.  Speak 
comfort,  Agnes,  if  thou  canst — I  am  in  sore 
need  of  it,  for  thy  sake  and  my  own.*^ 

<<  I  will,  I  will,  and  God  grant  that  what  I 
have  to  reveal  may  be  to  thee  a  living  spring 
of  joy,  a  covenant  of  comfort  as  it  is  to  me! 
Oh,  my  best  love,  is  not  Heaven  good,  to 
have  reserved  to  this  hour  of  trial  the  healing 
balm  of  our  heart''s  wounds?  Does  not  thy 
ardent  mind  anticipate  the  tidings?  Need  I 
speak  more  ?  Have  the  deep  yearnings  of  four 
years  not  led  thee  to  an  instinctive  knowledge 
now  ? — Yes,  yes,  my  husband,  it  is  true !  We 
do  not  now  walk  alone  in  life'^s  drear  wilderness, 
with  mere  personal  objects  and  but  selfish  wants 
or  wishes ;  but  now,  fulfilling  the  high  destiny 
of  our  kind,  we  have  a  holier  fellowship — we 
were  920/  bom  for  nought  but  to  live  and  perish/' 

This  was  plain,  speaking  to  the  ready  and 
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enraptured  intellect  of  Trudises.     He  cau^t 
from   the  first  phrase  the  tenor  of  hk  wife!a 
coming  revelation,  and  the  transport  it  created 
was  unbounded.    The  great  l^ngii^  of  his  life 
had  been — ^beyond  ambition^s  furthest  stretch — 
for  o£P»pring,  rathar  .from  an  inborn  sentinieal 
than  from  any  definable  purport  of  delight.    It 
was  a  want  of  his  heart — a  never-ceasing  pdae 
of  expectation  ;  and  the  as  yet  unfulfilled  bless- 
ing  h^  been  the  only  drawback  on  his  wedded 
happiness.     Had  it  been  from  the  mere  pride 
of  handing  doMm  his  name,  his  honours,  or  his 
greatness,  it  would  have  been  only  in  proaperi^ 
that  he  would  have  valued  it.    Bat  the  uacaU 
culating  delight  with  which  he  now  hailed  the 
announcement,  in  ruin  and  worldly  wretebeddeK, 
proved  that  he  was  acted  on  butby  thatinatiiicUif 
paternal  love  which  nature  has  planted  in  man's 
heart.    And  those  who  contemplate  the  joy  of 
Agnes,  both  for  her. own  and  her  husband's 
sake,  and  all  her  exquisite  imaginiags  of  jagr 
to  come  will  admit  that  woman  has,  in  the 
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mysterious  plan  of  heaven,  a  glorious  compen- 
sation for  the  great  suffering  and  apparent  in* 
justice  of  her  share  in  the  world^s  design. 

Ohebhard  and  Agnes  left  the  scene  of  this 
hour  of  happiness  and  sallied  forth  from  the 
gleo,  with  a  bounding  confidence  that  made 
them  wholly  fearless  of  discovery.  But  they 
met  no  one — nor  friend  nor  foe.  The  romantic 
woods  through  which  they  wended  their  way 
were  as  uninhabited  and  unexplored  as  some 
primitive  forest  of  the  new  world.  In  a  period 
of  time  even  apparently  shorter  than  it  really 
was,  they  reached  the  term  of  their  present  pil- 
gtimage.  Truchses  knew  enough  of  the  gene*- 
ral  topography  of  the  wild  district  of  the  seven 
mountains  to  find  his  way  with  little  deviation  to 
Nuenar^s  castle,  deep  buried  among  the  moun- 
tains, but  standing  on  an  eminence  in  the  forest 
in  the  direction  of  Lowenburg. 

It  was  broad  day  when  they  arrived  at  the 
once  cheerful  residence,  Yfh&re  Nuenar  was 
happy  and  honoured  in  giving  a  nobly  hos- 
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pitable  wdooine  to  his  bosom  friend,  the  ESlector 
of  Cologne.  The  contrast  was  now  hideous. 
A  mass  of  ruins  met  Ohebhard^s  view,  without 
any  symptoms  of  a  living  thing  save  the  birds 
which  roosted  fearlessly  within  the  walls,  or  the 
hares  and  rabbits  which  sported  in  the  brush-, 
wood  that  filled  the  courts.  He  knew  that  this 
£ftvourite  retreat  of  his  chief  captain  had  been 
sacked  and  partly  burned  by  the  enemy  a  year 
before.  But  his  imagination  had  not  dwelt  on 
the  details  of  destruction ;  and  a  thrill  of  re- 
morse now  assailed  him  when  he  pictured  this 
stanch  ally  mined  and  a  prisoner  for  his  cause 
alone,  some  analogous  feeling  passed  through 
Agnes^s  mind  at  the  same  moment.  But  it 
passed  quickly  from  one  as  from  the  other. 
They  were  losing  rapidly  their  sympathy  with 
former  feelings.  An  inborn  presentiment  seemed 
to  tell  them  the  frail  tenure  which  they  held  on 
others^  sympathy. 

The  high  excitement  of  the  morning  was  sab- 
siding,  and  the  weaknestes  of  nature  becumf 
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paramount  over  the  ecstacies  of  mind.  Food 
was  now  the  immediate  want,  and  to  procure  it 
seemed  at  first  sight  impossible.  Urged  by 
this  powerful  impulse,  Truchses  made  his  way 
through  the  tangled  obstacles  which  beset  him 
and  his  almost  fainting  companion,  into  the 
very  heart  of  the  desolate  building;  and  at 
length  arrived  at  a  remote  and  low  outhouse 
at  the  foot  of  what  he  well  remembered  to  have 
been  called  <<  The  Skeleton  Hunter's  Tower,*" 
in  allusion  to  some  wild  tradition  of  the  place. 
In  this  unpromising  locality  he  found  all  that 
he  wanted  now,  and  more  than  he  dared  to  hope 
for,  food  and  shelter,  and  a  friend !  An  old 
woman,  one  of  the  oldest  followers  of  the  family 
of  Nuenar,  bom  and  bred  in  the  place,  beyond 
which  she  had  no  tie,  nor  interest,  nor  induce- 
ment for  research,  had  clung  tenaciously  to  the 
spot;  and  lived  there  since  the  castle  was  sacked 
and  its  inhabitants  scattered  on  the  world. 
Alone  and  almost  forgotten,  she  occasionally 
went  out  into  the  distant  villages,  to  raise  cop- 
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tributioDS  on  the  charitable  or  to  purchase  some 
few  necessaries  with  the  hoarded  store  of  former 
savings.  But  no  visitor  ever  approached  her 
dwelling.  Superstition  was  her  guarantee 
against  intrusion,  and  a  sufficient  counterpoise 
to  any  friendly  feeling  that  might  have  prompted 
a  humane  peasant  to  lighten  by  a  firiendly  call 
her  desolate  seclusion.  It  was  believed  that 
magic  alone  had  preserved  from  the  fire  (which 
almost  entirely  consumed  the  castle)  this  lonely 
tower,  long  believed  to  have  been  haunted ; 
and  the  perseverance  with  which  the  old  woman 
identified  herself  with  the  unholy  place  brought 
her  a  share  of  the  general  suspicion  and  dread 
attached  to  it. 

She  well  remembered  the  once  mighty  Elector 
of  Cologne,  his  visits  to  the  castle,  his  magni- 
ficent hunting  parties  in  the  forest,  and  his 
princely  generosity  to  herself  and  the  other 
household  retainers.  There  was  a  spring  d[ 
gratitude  and  goodness  in  her  old  heart,  and 
she  at  once  received  Truchses  and  Agnes  under 
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her  protecdoD,  and  promised  and  preserved  in- 
▼i(dable  secrecy^  and  proved  unshaken  in  her 
fidelity  to  their  fortunes. 

There  was  happily  nothing  repulsive  in  the 
looks,  the  manners,  or  the  habits  of  this  old 
creature.  She  had  been  handsome  in  her  youth, 
and  was  healthy  in  her  old  age,  a  natural  good 
taste  made  her  attentive  to  cleanliness  in  person 
and  to  neatness  and  regularity  in  her  solitary 
home.  She  had  saved  from  the  wreck  a  super- 
abundance  of  materials  for  household  wants ; 
and  a  couple  of  chambers  in  the  haunted  tower 
were  ready  filled,  with  even  more  than  the  con- 
veniencies  of  lodging.  After  the  peremptory 
appeals  of  hunger  were  answered,  by  a  homely 
meal  quickly  prepared,  and  eaten  with  a  gusto 
that  the  overburthened  feasts  of  the  electoral 
palaces  had  never  excited,  Agnes  and  her  hus- 
band proceeded  to  inspect  the  lonely  building 
which  they  at  once  decided  on  making  their 
sanctuary.  Fatigued,  not  more  by  bodily  exer- 
tion than  mental  excitement,  Agnes,  after  some 
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preliminary  arrangements,  sunk  into  repose,  on 
a  bed  of  dovm  little  to  be  looked  for ;  while  her 
chamber  was  furnished  with  an  incongruous 
collection  of  articles,  some  of  them  as  costly  as 
those  t6  which  she!  had  been  all  her  lifb  accus- 
tomed. The  whole  situation  of  the  place  seemed 
a  mockery  on  greatness,  aiid'the  lesson  was  not 
lost  (HI  its  forced  occupants. 

No  sooner  did  Ghebhard  see  that  Agnes 
slept  soundly,  than  he  felt  impressed  widi  a 
restless  wish  to  explore  minutely  the  ruins  of 
the  castle,  and  also  to  extend  his  wanderings 
out  into  the  forest  precincts,  in  hopes  of  calming- 
down  into  some  form  of  regular  thought  the 
turbulefnt  flood  of  his  sensations.  It  was  sim* 
set  before  he  returned  from  a  soHtary  lamU^ 
in  which  his  reveries  came  nearer  to  the  time  of 
true  philosophy  than  had  been  reached  by  4ie 
most  acute  and  loftiest  cogitations  of  his  pre* 
vious  life. 

Agnes  awoke  from  her  slumber,  refreshed  and 
revived  in  a  mi^ner  before  unknown  to  her. 
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She  had  often  slept  the  sleep  of  weariness,  hut 
never  of  downright  fatigue  till  then.  Her 
frame  seemed  to  have  acquired  a  new  spring. 
She  arose,  and  seeing  the  volume  of  golden 
light  poured  into  her  chamber,  she  concluded 
that  the  sun  was  sinking  beyond  the  Bhine^  that 
long-loved  territwj  with  which  so  many  chec- 
quered  feelings  were  connected,  where  her  best 
affections  were  born,  her  highest  aspirations 
readied,  and  where  so  many  heavy  strokes  were 
dealt  to  the  worldly  well-being  of  herself  and 
those  most  dear  to  her.  She  was  in  a  mood  to 
see  nature  in  one  of  its  most  affecting  and  in- 
structive aspects^  when  the  rich  flood  of  depart* 
ing  light  pours  melancholy  and  consolation  at 
once  upon  the  mind,  and  fits  it  for  all  that  is 
elevating  and  soothing  in  reflection.  Agnes 
softly  quitted  the  chamber,  lest  her  watchful 
hostess  might  officiously  interrupt,  in  the  vie^ 
of  assisting  her.  She  ascended  the  stone  stairs 
of  the  tower,  to  the  story  over  that  occupied  by 
her  apartment,  and  from  the  windows  of  the 
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vacant  room  above  she  gazed  on  the  glorious 
spectacle  of  sunset^  in  a  wide  range  of  forest 
and  hill  scenery,  and  she  lingered  long,  mark- 
ing the  gathering  shades  that  shut  the  pageant 
out. 

Anxious,  at  length,  to  seek  her  husband,  she 
turned  away,  and  observing  a  small  and  half- 
closed  door  that  opened  in  the  direction  oppo- 
site to  her  descent,  she  pushed  it  aside,  and 
stepped  into  a  long  and  narrow  corridor,  that 
had  evidently  communicated  with  the  main  body 
of  the  building ;  curiosity  led  her  on,  and  at 
every  step  she  marked  the  ravages  of  the  fire  on 
the  walls  and  floor,  which  were  partly  consumed 
and  blackened.  Several  remnants  of  furniture, 
and  pictures  fallen  down  half  burnt  and  broken, 
were  the  only  objects  to  be  observed,  till  at  the 
farthest  end  she  saw  one  large  framework  un- 
harmed  against  the  wall,  a  mouldy  and  moth- 
eaten  cloth  curtain  concealing  from  view  the 
picture  she  supposed  it  to  contain.  The  fire 
seemed  to  have  suddenly  stopped  on  reaching 
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this  mysterious  object ;  and  Agnes  felt  impelled 
by  its  singularity  to  raise  the  curtain  and  exa*- 
mine  its  contents. 

Her  eye  first  caught  the  figure  of  a  man  in 
an  ancient  and  grotesque  hunting  suit,  painted 
with  the  rigidity  of  the  earliest  successors  of 
Van  Eyk,  and  a  pair  of  hands  of  the  same  pri« 
mitive  school,  coloured  to  the  life,  but  setting 
grace  and  anatomy  at  defiance.  Agnes  threw  a 
glance  upwards  to  mark  the  countenance  of  this 
unattractive  form,  and  was  quite  prepared  to 
see  some  harsh  and  repulsive  daub.  But  when 
^e  brought  her  looks  to  a  level  with  the  head 
and  fixed  them  on  it,  an  involuntary  scream  of 
horror  burst  from  her — she  clasped  her  hands 
forcibly  across  her  eyes— and  turned  from  the 
hideous  object. 

It  was  a  loathsome  likeness  of  a  half-unfleshed 
skull  that  stood  out,  as  it  were,  from  the  canvas, 
rising  on  a  bare  neck  from  the  cramped  and 
distorted  body,  and  surmounted  by  a  bonnet 
and  plume  of  black  feathers.     Nothing  could 

L  3 
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exceed  the  frightful  accuracy  oi  this  object,  in 
form  and  colour.  It  showed  the  hideous  ex- 
pression of  grinning  ugliness,  the  hollow  depths 
of  eye-sockets,  and  the  carious  tints  of  decay, 
with  a  revolting  truth  that  spoke  it  to  have  been 
}iainted  from  a  charnel-house  model.  The 
semi-human  contrast  between  life  and  death  was 
monstrous.  It  was  overpowering  to  Agnes. 
She  retreated  in  ineffable  disgust.  But  she 
had  not  gone  half-way  back  through  the  cor- 
ridor when  she  plainly  heard  pursuing  steps, 
sounding  she  thought  as  a  forest-hunter^s  foot 
might  sound.  She  thriUed  with  a  nameless 
terror ;  but  she  could  not  turn  her  head,  though 
she  felt  that  the  steps  were  gaining  on  her — 
and,  in  the  sudden  confusion  of  the  senses,  she 
thought  her  own  name  was  sounded  hollowly  in 
lier  ears.  Every  moment  seemed  to  bring 
closer  to  her  the  embodied  reality  of  the  shock- 
ing object  she  fled  from ;  and  she  anticipated 
from  instant  to  instant  that  which  would  see  her 
clasped  by  the  loathsome  prototype  of  the  skele- 
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ton-hunter^8  portrait.  Panting,  throbbing,  and 
almost  wild  with  fright,  Agnes  at  length  felt 
her  pursuer^s  breath  close  on  her  neck,  and  in  a 
moment  more  a  deadly  grasp  seemed  encircling 
her.  In  that  involuntary  impulse  which  makes 
us  court  the  most  horrid  certainty  in  preference 
to  suspense,  she  cast  her  staring  and  glazed 
looks  behind,  and  she  saw  the  anxious  coun- 
tenance of  Ohebhard  close  to  her's,  whilst  his 
arms  supported  her  almost  fainting  body.  She 
could  scarcely  believe  that  she  only  recovered 
from  an  imagined  peril.  She  felt  that  she,  too, 
possessed  those  susceptibilities  of  superstition 
common  to  the  age  she  lived  in ;  and,  for  many 
minutes  after  she  had  reached  her  apartment, 
the  personified  terrors  of  the  painted  phantom 
seemed  still  pursuing  and  still  ready  to  grasp 
her. 

The  old  woman  was  busily  employed  in  the 
arrangements  of  the  chamber  when  Agnes  and 
Ohebhard  returned.  Our  heroine,  ashamed  of 
her  weakness,  yet  filled  with  a  morbid  impa- 
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ek&ce  to  dwell  cm  the  subject^  meifited  att  die 
aid  womftn^s  relating  the  story  whieh  was  fXB»- 
nected  with  the  picture,  and  which  gave  its 
name  to  the  tower.  The  crone  was  ready  and 
willing;  for  the  supernatural  l^geiuh  of  the 
place  were  to  her  as  the  air  she  breathed,  aod 
she,  widiout  hesitation  commenced  telling,  as 
follows*-- 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  SKELETON  HUNTER. 

**  It  was  some  centuries  agone,  ere  the  art  of 
printing  was  known,  and  when  even  that  of 
writing  was  confined  to  pious  monks  and  a  few 
learned  clerks,  that  one  of  the  ancestors  of  this 
noble  house  of  Nuenar  but  whose  name  has 
not  been  pres^ved  by  the  family  genealogists, 
a  knight  of  much  renown  in  war,  and  a  deep 
drinker  and  hard  hunter  in  peace,  happened 
to  follow  the  chace  in  the  neighbouring  forest, 
which  in  those  days  spread  close  to  the  very 
banks  of  the  Rhine  and  sent  up  its  mists  even 
upon    the  walls  of   the  rude  Donjon  tower. 


ivhieh  thai  occupied  the  site  of  the  prMeat 
^aftle  and  the  spacicHiB  courts  and  open  grouadk 
^^  The  good  knight  found  out  at  sunset  that 
he  was  quite  ahme  and  had  lost  his  way.    It 
seemed  strange  to  him  that  his  followers  should 
hove  suddenly  disappeared:  and  stranger  still 
that  he  should  be  at  any  loss  to  recognize  the 
surrounding  scene>  as  he  thought  himself  ac- 
quainted with  the  most  intricate  parts  of  the 
forest.     He  vainly  sought  to  extricate  himself. 
The  gloom  grew  thicker,  the  trees  seemed  to 
increase  in  height,  and  the  brambles  and  under- 
bushes,  to   spring    up   in   every  direction   in 
spontaneous    confusion.      Exhausted    by    his 
efforts  to  force  a  passage,  the  knight  at  last 
threw  himself  on  the  ground,  his  two  faithful 
stag-bounds  by  his  side ;  and  there  he  lay  till 
he  heard  the  chimes  of  a  distant  dock  mourn* 
fully  sounding  the  hour  of  midnight*    While 
the  last  tone  still  vibrated  in  the  air,  a  confused 
rustling  sound  broke  on  the  ears  of  the  knight ; 
and  a  glimmering  lustre,  neither  like  moonlight 
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nor  dawn,  was  visible  far  away.  He  started 
an  his  feet,  and  seized  his  javelin  in  his  hand. 
The  dogs  also  sprang  up,  but  instantly  ran 
crouching  between  their  niastar'^s  legs  and  howled 
piteously.  The  noise  and  the  light  increased 
every  instant  The  tramping  of  many  hoofs 
was  mixed  with  discordant  tones  of  hunting 
horns,  and  the  whoops  and  halloos  of  the  chaoe. 
A  vast  illumination  of  sulphureous  gleams 
spread  wide  across  the  forest;  and,  to  the 
knight'^s  astonishment,  the  trees  and  bushes 
retreated  back  and  away,  leaving  an  immense 
space  quite  clear  from  wood,  and  covered  with 
rugged  stones. 

*<The  knight,  with  all  his  bravery,  felt 
himself  to  shake  with  fear ;  and  his  hair  stood 
right  on  end,  when  he  saw  approaching  him 
at  full  speed  the  figure  of  a  hunter,  on  foot, 
his  bow  in  his  hand,  his  bugle  at  his  belt,  and 
followed  closely  by  a  troop  of  skeletons 
mounted  on  stags  of  enormous  size.  The 
hunter   sought   to   escape   by  every  possible 
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means.  He  twisted  and  turned  in  every 
direction  but  in  Tain.  The  skeletons  flung 
javelins  or  shot  arrows  at  him,  acoonipanied 
with  infernal  yells ;  and  as  the  weapons  pierced 
him  through  and  through  he  uttered  the  most 
heart-rending  screams,  but  still  kept  on  his 
legs,  and  ran  as  though  he  were  unhurt.  A 
full  hour  passed  on  in  this  way,  when  the 
knight,  who  had  during  that  stood  transfixed 
with  horror,  recovered  his  presence  of  mindf 
threw  himself  on  his  knees,  and  loudly  invoked 
th^  name  of  his  own  particular  saint. 

**  In  an  instant,  the  whole  troop  of  phantom 
skeletons  and  their  stags  disappeared.  The 
hunter  whom  they  had  been  so  long  pursuing 
approached  the  knight,  and  said  to  him. 
<  Thanks  and  gratitude  my  deliverer !  That 
invocation  of  your^s  has  ended  my  torments 
and  opened  for  me  the  path  of  Paradise.  I 
am  you  far-back  ancestor,  Rudolf  the  hunter. 
Like  you,  I  loved  the  chace,  but  alas !  I  had 
no  better  pursuit  than  that,  and  I  followed  it 
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in  cruelty  and  crime.  *I  ruined  my  poor  serfs 
with  taxation  and  extortion  ^  and'  whenerer  a 
wretch  desperate  with  hunger  was  found  poach- 
ing after  my  game,  I  used  to  have  him  siezed 
and  tied  on  the  largest  stag,  and  sent  out  into 
the  forest,  pursued  by  my  fiercest  dogs  to 
perish  in  untold  agonies.  You  saw  just  now  a 
repetition  of  my  nightly  punishment  for  cen- 
turies back ;  and  it  had  been  eternal,  had  not 
your  presence  and  your  prayer  broke  the  charm, 
and  dispersed  for  ever  those  ghosts  of  the 
sufferers  who  died  by  my  tyranny.  To-night 
my  purgation  ends ;  and  to  celebrate  my  fate 
I  command  you  to  build  a  chapel  for  the  repose 
of  my  soul,  and  to  have  my  portrait  painted 
as  I  now  am,  and  placed  in  the  gallery,  to 
hand  down  my  likeness  to  our  posterity,  as  a 
warning  against  my  crimes  and  a  token  of  my 
penance.  But  woe  to  the  curious  intruder, 
not  of  our  own  blood,  who  dares  to  look  on  it!* 
With  these  words  he  threw  aside  the  hunting 
bonnet  and  the  plumes  which  had  hitherto  con- 
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oealed  his  £ace,  and  displayed  a  death's  head 
of  a  most  hideous  character.  The  knight 
swooned  with  horror ;  and  when  he  awoke  he 
found  himself  surrounded  by  some  of  his 
people,  who  had  after  many  hour^s  search  dis- 
covered him  in  the  thickest  part  of  the  forest, 
senseless  on  the  earth,  his  javelin  in  one  hand, 
and  his  large  cordial  flagon  held  (empty)  in 
the  other.  He  returned  to  his  castle,  built 
the  chapel  the  ruins  of  which  formed  the 
foundation  of  this  tower,  and  in  three  days, 
(but  by  whose  assistance  never  was  known)  the 
horrid  portrait  of  Rudolf  the  skeleton  hunter 
was  finished  from  the  good  knight^s  accurate 
memory,  and  took  its  place  among  the  others 
of  his  race,  and  has  been  from  time  immemorial 
covered  with  a  curtain  which  was  strictly  for- 
bade being  raised.  And  it  is  said  that  the 
skeleton  knight  has  often  appeared  since  then, 
to  arrest  the  curiosity  that  would  pry  into  the 
monument  of  his  guilt,  and  it  is  believed  that 
three  rash  persons  who  have,  notwithstanding. 
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the  dark  veil,  have  been  instantly  pursued 
by  the  portrait,  and  punished  in  a  manner  too 

frightful  to  record.*" 

•  •  •  «  • 

Many  a  time  for  successive  months  did 
Agnes  shudder  at  the  recollection  of  this  story, 
and  at  the  thought  of  her  near  neighbouibood 
to  the  picture;  but  as  often  did  she  deeply 
blush,  from  a  sense  of  the  weakness  which  she 
had  power  sufficient  to  despise  but  not  to  over- 
come. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Upwards  of  half  a  year  passed  over  the 
heads  of  Ghebhard  and  Agnes  in  their  obscure 
and  unobstructed  retreat.  Of  actual  necessa- 
ries they  had  no  want,  and  experience  taught 
them  how  limited  are  the  exigencies  of  indi- 
vidual support,  for  those  who  can  adapt  them- 
selves with  good  sense  and  good  temper  to  un- 
avoidable privations. .  They  had  each  carried 
away  some  pieces  of  gold  on  the  day  of  their 
escape' from  6odesberg-*much  more  than  was 
wanting  for  the  expenditure  of  four  times  the 
term  of  their  stay  in  the  seven  mountains — as 
well  as  some  rings  and  other  jewelled  orna- 
ments, which,  converted  into   money,  would 
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form  a  fund  for  future  occasions.  The  fidelity 
and  caution  of  theu*  old  hostess— so  to  call  her 
—was  their  chief  security  and  never-£uling 
comfort.  She  procured  for  them  in  the  distant 
villages  many  little  luturies,  or  what  in  pre> 
sent  circumstances  they  chose  to  consider  as 
such,  and  she  also  picked  up  snatches  of  news, 
imperfect  and  contradictory  at  times,  but  in 
the  main  correct,  which  greatly  relieved  their 
anxiety  as  to  the  fate  of  others. 

By  this  means  they  learned  the  fact  as  ere* 
ditable  to  human  nature  as  it  was  consoling  to 
themselves,  that  the  furious  assailants  of  the 
electoral  castle  had  paid  a  tribute  to  filial  ten- 
derness and  female  virtue,  by  sparing  Emma 
and  her  dying  mother,  and  conveying  both  in 
safety  to  Bonn,  where  they  were  placed  under 
the  natural  protection  of  the  imprisoned  Baron 
Kriechlingen,  who  together  with  Christopher 
de  Mansfeldt  and  Charles  Truchses,  were  soon 
after  restored  to  freedom.  The  great  mark  of 
hostility,  in  fact,  was  Qhebhard  himself;  and  he 
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having  made  his  escape,  his  enemies  felt  little  dis« 
posed  to  persecute  his  kindred  or  few  adherents, 
who  in  the  present  prospect  of  aflTairs  were 
utterly  incapable  of  mischief  to  the  newly^ 
established  order  of  things.  Ernest  of  Bavaria 
was  now  the  unopposed  possessor  of  the  dig- 
nities and  the  power  of  the  electorate ;  and  of 
all  those  who  had  mixed  in  the  long  and  ar* 
duous  struggle  there  was  scarcely  one  who  had 
not,  in  a  few  weeks  after  its  termination,  made 
tennn  of  peace  and  security  for  themselves, 
with  the  exception  of  Ck)imt  Nuenar,  who,  for 
some  irreverent  obstinacy,  even  after  his  last 
defeat,  was  still  held  in  captivity  by  orders  of 
the  offended  emperor.  The  fate  of  Truchses 
and  his  wife  excited  many  speculations,  and 
sundry  marvellous  reports  concerning  them 
were  rife  throughout  Europe;  but  no  living 
being,  with  the  exception  of  their  old  protec* 
tress,  imagined  them  to  be  still  almost  within, 
right  of  the  central  seat  of  their  former  grea^ 
ne8s» 
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And  few  could  have  believed,  even  if  thej 
had  been  assured  of,  the  profound  and  philo- 
sophic calm  which  had  succeeded  to  the  long- 
indulged  impetuosity,  the  imtamed  ardour  of 
temperament,  which  had  distinguished  Oheb- 
hard  Truchses  up  to  the  epoch  of  his  marriage, 
and  the  strong  current  of  which  had  borne  him 
on  for  subsequent  years,  even  after  the  tide  of 
his  ambitious  en^gy  was  on  the  ebb.     Living 
now  in  and  for  themselves  alone,  and  upheld 
by  the  exquisite  feeling  of  parental  hope,  he  and 
his  admirable  wife  formed  an  instructive  evi- 
dence of  the  blessed  remedy  which  true  love 
carries  with  it  for  all  worldly  ills*     Enough 
has  been  recorded  of  their  mutual  train  of 
thought ;  and  the  reader  whom  we  would  deeply 
interest  in  their  fate  must  not  be  palled  by  mul- 
tiplied  details  of  their  monotonous  delights. 
Rather  let  them  and  their  daily  pursuits  be 
left  to  the  imagination  of  some,  and  the  picture 
of  their  resignation  and  their  content  to  others^ 
wcxidennent.      Many  there  are,   we  have  no 
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doubt)  who  can  believe  in  the  truth  of  and 
sympathize  with  the  actors  in,  such  an  episode 
of  human  feeling.  Some  there  exist,  we  know, 
who  are  susceptible  of  sensations,  and  have  ex- 
perienced scenes,  almost  analogous. 

How  many  a  day  was  passed  by  the  lone 
pair  in  quiet  wanderings  through  the  forest- 
paths,  reading  deep  lessons  of  philosophy  in 
the  memory  of  the  past,  and  finding  rich  ele^ 
ments  of  actual  enjoyment  in  the  wide  book  of 
nature  lying  unclasped  before  them  !  It  is 
almost  inconceivable  how  soon  and  how  com- 
pletely a  finely-organised  mind  adapts  itself 
to  inevitable  circumstances  of  reverse,  which 
would  bring  a  blunted  intellect  to  despair. 
The  sense  of  enjoyment  is  proportioned  to  the 
vivacity  of  the  mind,  and  the  thousand  fresh- 
springing  sources  of  pleasure  open  to  the  more 
susceptible  among  human  beings,  far  outbalance 
the  power  of  that  morbid  tone  of  suffering  which 
weighs  down  the  dull.  There  is,  besides,  an  ines- 
timable gratification  in  the  feeling  of  having 
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profited  by  the  world^s  rude  lessons,  in  being 
convinced  that  you  know  mankind  ftom  expe* 
rience  not  theory.  Nothing  makes  men  more 
independent  in  mind  than  the  circumstance  of 
being  ruined  in  fortune.  They  then  know  the 
feeble  hold  which  mere  sympathies  of  feeling 
or  opinion  give  them  on  their  kind.  They  dis* 
cover  how  much  of  what  seemed  to  spring  from 
those  causes  was  really  owing  to  the  strong  tie 
of  mutual  interests.  And  as  that  is  severed, 
and  each  individual  is^  as  it  were  alone,  we  see 
the  selfish,  neglecting  and  striving  to  despise 
his  ruined  friend;  the  high-minded  becoming 
indifferent  to  and  viewing  with  pity  his  worth- 
less associate. 

These  and  many  other  as  useful  lessons  were 
self-learned  by  Ghebhard  Truchses  in  his  half 
yearns  solitude.  He  grew  thoroughly  indif'^ 
ferent  to  many  beings  who  had  deceived  and 
abandoned  him,  and  to  wrench  himself  from 
whom  he  once  thought  would  have  been  ex* 
crudating  torture.    A  conviction  of  the  base- 
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nest  of  those  one  loved  and  confided  in,  is  the 
tnie  means  of  protection  against  the  lighter 
assaults  of  ill  fate.  The  ordeal  oi  betrayed 
confidence  is  a  cruel  one  for  a  sensitive  mind. 
But  if  it  be  the  only  real  means  of  coming  to 
a  wholesome  estimate  of  human  nature,  happy 
are  they  who  pass* through  it  early,  ere  the 
heart  is  deadened  by  age  to  the  abounding 
compensations  of  life,  and  while  the  truth  it 
teaches  can  be  turned  to  the  advantage  of  those 
who  in  a  new  generation  may  reap  the  benefit 
of  what  has  been  learned  by  the  last.  Oheb- 
hard  Truchses  required  the  rough  blasts  of 
suffering  to  clear  aiivay  the  romantic  haze 
through  which  he  had  looked  on  the  world. 
Good  sense  was  at  the  bottom  of  his  character ; 
but  strong  feelings  and  active  spirits  had  long 
retarded  its  development  in  the  practical  affairs 
of  life,  and  he  had  been  repeatedly  a  dupe  to 
those  who  in  comparison  with  him  were  shal- 
low, ignorant,  and  untalented.  It  is  a  mistake 
to  believe  that  wisdom  Is  acquired  by  experi- 

VOL.  III.  M 
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enpe.  Want  of  flense  admits  of  no  ameliottt** 
tion;  though  good  sense  may  be  improTed. 
Knowledge  ci  life  may  teach  cunning,  but 
wisdom  is  a  gift  of  natuie.  A  man  may  be 
eminently  wise  without  knowing  that  he  is  so. 
When  Solomon  prayed  to  Heaven  for  wisdom, 
it  was  a  proof  that  he  possessed  it  aliMuly. 

Our  hero  and  heroine  had  now  to  endure 
another  and  a  more  cruel  stroke  of  fate  than 
any  they  had  yet  suffa*ed  fn»n.  All  the  hopes 
of  their  adversity — which  repaid  them  a  thou- 
sand-fold for  the  losses  of  their  greatness — were 
doomed  to  be  crushed  for  ever.  The  heart 
really  sickaas  when  it  contemplates  the  mutual 
agony  of  this  hapless  couple,  ber^  of  the 
pledge  of  their  recovered  serenity,  the  promise 
of  joy  to  come.  Attended  alone  by  the  old 
woman  of  the  tower,  who  had  been  hensdf  the 
parent  of  many  children^  Agnes  had  in  due 
time  become  a  mother*  What  a  moment  of 
enchantment  for  her,  thus  repaid  for  all  sufRer- 
ing — for  him,  transport  beyond  all  imaginable 
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bounds  of  ddigfat*  They  lost  their  child — ^but 
to  other  pens  must  be  left  the  task  of  dwdl- 
ing  on  such  a  calamity,  which  they  who  can 
calmly  describe  have  assuredly  never  keenly 
felt  They  had  now  nothing  to  contemplate 
but  flight  firom  the  scene  of  this  suffering.  As 
soon  as  Agnes  was  suflSciently  recovered  to 
encounter  the  fistigueSy  the  risks,  and  the  anxie- 
ties  of  a  journey,  they  prepared  to  remove. 
But  whither  go  P  How  travdi  ?  They  left  the 
decision  of  those  questions  to  chance ;  and  they 
were  so  decided. 

It  was  now  February.  The  snow  still  lay 
thick  on  the  ground,  the  wind  blew  roughly, 
the  forest  view  around  was  bleak  and  desolate. 
The  red  sun  lit  up  at  times  the  naked  trees,  as 
if  in  mockery  of  their  deformity ;  at  others  a 
thick  fog  covered  them,  as  though  winter  was 
ashamed  of,  and  strove  to  hide  the  disgrace  it 
had  inflicted  upon  nature.  But  cold  and 
dreary  as  was  the  world  without,  the  heart- 
faintness  of  affliction  within  was  less  epdurable. 

M  2 
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To  remain  in  this  place  was  impossible— any 
other  was  better — and  consequences,  be  thej 
what  they  might,  had  now  no  terrors. 

Agnes,  supported  by  her  husband — we  speak 
of  bodily  support — for  neither  could  now  even 
assume,  much  less  exert,  an  effort  for  the 
other's  consolation  ^— leaning  on  OhebharcTs 
arm,  essayed  an  occasional  walk,  out  in  the 
open  air,  on  a  path  which  he  had  cleared  in  the 
snow-covered  court  of  the  castle.  Truchses 
had  procured,  soon  after  their  arrival,  and 
through  the  management  of  the  benevolent  old 
woman,  clothes  for  himself,  of  mean  materials, 
fitting  at  random,  and  so  uncouth  in  pattern 
and  fashion  that,  coupled  with  his  now  un* 
trimmed  beard  and  woe-changed  looks,  they 
formed  so  thorough  a  disguise,  that  he  could 
have  run  little  risk  of  discovery  had  he.  walked 
in  open  day  through  the  capital  of  his  lost 
electorate.  Agnes  had  also  been  provided, 
through  the  same  source,  with  a  couple  of 
homely  suits,  such  as  befitted  the  female  serfs 
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of  the  district ;  and  to  accustom  themselves  to 
those  dresses  they  wore  them  from  time  to 
time,  having  completely  discarded  the  costly 
ones  in  which  they  escaped,  and  which  seemed 
to  form  the  last  link  in  the  chain  of  their  former 
associations.  It  was  on  one  of.  those  bleak,  bright 
mornings,  ere  spring  can  venture  on  its  annual 
struggle  with  the  frozen  year,  while  the  wintry 
sun  shines  without  warming,  like  an  old  man^s 
love,  that  Agnes  and  Ghebhard,  so  disguised, 
snatched  an  hour  for  her  mid-day  promenade. 
They  had  taken  a  few  slow  and  melancholy 
turns  on  their  restricted  path,  when  they  both 
started  in  a  tumult  of  long-forgotten  sensations 
on  seeing  Count  Nuenar  enter  the  desolate 
court-yard. 

He  had  stopped,  and  was  looking  with  a  cold 
inquiry  on  the  unexpected  occupants  of  his 
ruined  castle,  but  without  recognising  them. 
When  they  first  observed  him,  Ohebhard,  in 
such  sudden  burst  of  feeling  as  nature  may  be 
fancied  to  experience  when  a  northern  winter  all 
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at  once  diflsolreB  and  disappears,  sprang  forward 
with  open  anns^and  uttered  in  delighted  aooents 
the  name  of  his  long-lored  and  long-lost  friend. 
Nuenar  started  in  his  turn, — but  his  morement 
was  not  a  forward  one.  He  no  longer  doubted 
Ghebhard^s  identity.  He  was  too  patnfoDy  sure 
of  it.  But  this  living  appeal  to  all  the  generous 
sympathies  of  the  heart,  even  Agnes^s  pale 
beauty,  and  the  whole  history  of  their  sufferings 
revealed  at  a  moment^s  recollection,  failed  to 
produce  the  least  evidence  of  a  correspondent 
pleasure  at  the  meeting, 

'^  Why,  Adolphus,^  exclaimed  the  not  yet 
enough  experienced  Truchses,  ^^  dost  thou  not 
know  me  !  am  I  indeed  so  changed  ?** 

**  Yes,  yes,  I  know  you ;  and  these  blackened 
walls  methinks  are  sharp  whetters  to  my  me- 
mory,^' said  Nuenar,  taking,  but  after  a  faint 
pressure  relinquishing  again,  the  outstretched 
hand  of  his  former  friend, 

Truchses'*  very  heart  seemed  to  coUapse  within 
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hkQ.  He  drew  back ;  a  flush  passed  acioss  his 
cheeLs. 

<<  The  alludcm  is  an  apt,  though  scarcely  a 
generous  one,  Count  Nuenar,^  replied  he— - 
"  but  your  reproach  may  pass  without  retort,  if 
it  was  only  for  its  being  so  ill-timed.^^ 

With  these  words  Truchses  turned  aside,  and 

rejoined  Agnes,  while  Nuenar  folded  his  arms 

and  for  a  moment  half-buried  his  face  in  his 
furred  cloak,  as  Truchses  supposed  from  shame 

but  it  was  really  from  thoughtfulness.    He  did 

not  long  ponder  for  a  rejoinder  to  Ghebhard's 

reply ;  but,  while  the  latter  strove  to  repress 

his  rising  resentment,  and  Agnes  gfzed  to  read 

bis  feelings  in  his  looks,  the  count  advanced  a 

few  steps  and  resumed, 

*^  Ohebhardy  these  are  no  times  for  ceremony 
or  false  delicacy — ^ 

"  Nor  for  civility  or  true  delicacy,  it  would 
seem. —This  lady  is  my  wife,  Count  Nuenar," 
said  Truchses,  in  a  stem  yet  broken  voice. 

"  'Tis  needless  to  remind  me  of  it — you  know 
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it  is  ao— I  am  not  now  here  to  hmdj  compli- 
meots,  but  that  lady'^ft  person  is  not  one  to 
be  forgotten,  let  her  play  what  part  she  may, 
in  whatever  masquerade.^ 

*^  Play  a  part  I  a  masquerade !"  exclaimed 
Truchses. 

<'  Inone  word— and  I  now  address  mysdf  to 
both,  meaning  no  offence  but  being  earnest  in 
thought  and  perhaps  somewhat  peremptory  in 
phrase — I  will  not,  cannot  do  more  in  a  lost 
cause.  Half-ruined  in  fortune,  and  but  just 
released  from  a  dungeon,  you  cannot  expect 
that  I  will  let  myself  be  again  dragged  down--^ 

".  By  Heavens,  Count  Nuenar,  I  will  not 
and  cannot  let  myself,  already  down  as  I  am, 
be  thus  trampled  on!"^  exclaimed  Truchses, 
Agnes  vainly  endeavouring  to  restrain  him« 
^'  and  in  the  bitterness  of  deceived  opinion,  I 
tell  you  that  this  is  unworthy,  unseemly,  and 
unmanly.^' 

^^  Ghebhard,  I  will  have  no  war  with  you, 
not  even  of  words*    We  have  had  enough  me- 


thinks  of  quarrelling  with  others-^  and  it  is  not 
for  two  houseless  men  to  fling  ill  language  at 
each  qthersVheads.*** 

*'  And  is  it  meet,  sir,  that  I,  unsheltered  and 
unguarded  as  I  am,  should  be  made  the  mark 
of  open  insult  thus  ?  Is  it  through  her,  too, 
that  I  am  to  be  assailed?  For  shame,  for 
shame,  Nuenar.  The  cruel  wrong  recoils  on 
thee — ^thou  art  for  ever  disgraced  in  doing 
this !'' 

<*  Ghebhard,  I  stand  od  my  honour  and  my 
integrity.  Your  taunts  break  at  my  feet  like 
angry  waves  against  a  rock.  And  if  it  be  that 
I  show  my  resolute  resistance  to  your  selfish 
designs^— my  scorn  of  the  trick  that  would  take 
me  by  surprise — ^in  a  tone  unpalatable  to  you 
or  your  syren  accomplice,  why,  'tis  my  nature 
and  you  must  bear  with  it.*^ 

*^  Yes,  yes !  it  is  my  time  to  speak — thou 
must  not  hinder  me,'^  exclaimed  Agnes,  ad- 
vancing between  the  angry  men,  and  repressing 
her  husband^s  efforts  to  restrain  her,  for  his 
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outraged  feeUogs  could  not  endure  her  eon- 
doficending  to  speak  to  Nuenar. 

'^  I  see  there  is  some  emr  in  ]^ur  nund^ 
Count  Nusnai^^and  great  it  must  be  to  quafify 
to  your  conscience  and  your  heart  this  scaada* 
lous  outrage  to  a  ruined  and  an  innocent  man. 
Your  misphiced  sarcasms  against  me  pass^  sharp 
but  fleeting,  like  the  breeze  that  colours  while 
it  chills  my  cheek.  But  this  foul  wrong  against 
my  husband  must^havea  deeper  source.^ 

^^  I  repeat,  madam,  with  all  due  reverence 
for  your  sex  and  you,  I  will  not  wrangle  bete, 
nor  be  wrought  to  deeper  ruin  any  where.  If 
seven  months^  pampering  in  the  palatinate  have 
led  but  to  this  scene,  the  lost  diectorale  of 
Cologne  stands  little  chance  of  recovery.^ 

*^  This  coarse  enigma  must  be  solved.  Count 
Nuenar,^  said  Truchses  again,  ^'  you  may  be 
under  some  delusion— Heaven  grant  you  are 
so,  for  your  own  honour*s  sake!  what  mean 
you?" 

"  Will  you  then  force  me  to  explain  how, 
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^ y,  and  wherefoie  I  am  prepared  far  tins  well* 
planned  surprise  ?  liost  I  needs  prove  to  you 
that  I  know  the  scheme  of  your  designing  ally 
John  Casimir,  which>  after  half  a  year's  concoc- 
tiony  you  are  now  no  doubt  come— Heoven 
knows  howl — ^firom  Heidelberg  to  bring  to 
bear  upon  me  ?  But,  once  more  and  for  all,  I 
promise  you  'tis  in  vain,  my  peace  with  the 
emperor  is  made.  I  have  done  too  much  for 
you  already ;  and  these  ruined  walls,  built  up 
by  my  ancestors,  defaced  and  shattered  by  my 
folly,]  might  blush  to  see  me  again  a  dupe. 
Have  I  now  said  enough  ?"" 

'^  Enough,  to  convince  me  you  have  been 
indeed  a  dupe  to  some  vile  fable  or  false  fancy. 
Too  much>  to  make  it  possible  to  renew  the 
bond  of  fellowship  between  us^  Your  dis- 
honouring surmise,  Nuenar,  is  unreal;  our 
friendship  is  dissolved  for  ever.^ 
.  ^^  Well,  be  it  so,  if  so  it  must  be.  It  was  a 
dear  experiment— on  my  side  at  least,  and  we 
reaped  small  good  from  it.    But  if  indeed  I  am 
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flUMnformed  in  the  wideIy4)eIieTed  report  of 
your  having  harboured  with  the  palatine,  while 
I  laj  in  the  stronghold  of  Nuremberg,  or  in 
my  notion  that  your  meeting  me  here  now  was 
by  concocted  plan,  where,  let  me  ask,  have  you 
found  shelter  since  the  disastrous  day  of  Godes- 
bergPV 

^*  There  !^*  said  Trucdises,  pointing  to  the 
tower. 

^^  There  !'^  exclaimed  Nuenar, — <<nay,  that 
would  have  been  wretchedness  indeed.*^ 

^^  It  was  comparative  delight  to  what  a  palace 
home  had  been,  with  a  crafty  inind  or  a  hard 
heart.  But  I  have  now  no  hope  of  your  com- 
{Hrehending  either  what  we  haVe  enjoyed  or 
what  we  suffered  here.  My  uppermost  feding 
now  is  pain,  to  have  owed  you  even  the  un- 
meant favour  of  a  shed  to  cover  and  conceal  us 
from  the  world." 

<'  Hold,  Ohebhard — give  me  breathing  time ! 
I  am  indeed  now  taken  by  surprise — and  is  this 
possible  ?  can  this  shell  of  misery  have  cribbed 
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in  for  months  thy  proud  spirit,  her  unmatched 
beauty  ?— Say,  madam,  sanoe  be  will  not — ^^ 

*^  It  did  more,  Count  Nuenarwt  fostered 
our  mutual  faith  in  each  other,  and  helped  the 
growth  of  our  conviction  that  all  other  reliance 
is  a  broken  reed,"  said  Agnes,  meeting  his 
appeal  more  than  halfway. 

^^  As  /am  P  Is  it  not  so  ?  your  words  imply 
as  much.^ 

^*  Yowr  words  have  proved  it» Count  Nuenar  !*^ 
resumed  she. 

^<  Yes/'* observed  Truchses^  "proved  it,  too 
clearly  and  too  cruelly.  But  I  spare  you  all 
further  discussion  coi  a  painful  topic,  Nuenar— 
and  will  soon  remove  all  risk  of  future  embar- 
rassment.'* 

"  Ghebhardy  let  us  be  still  friends.  I  admit 
my  fault— I  o£Per  thee  my  hand,  my  heart,  my 
purse—" 

"  No  more,  Nuenar,  I  reject  them  all !  It 
is.  too  late.  The  sneer  which  began  this  con- 
ference on  your  part  has  broken  the  charm  for 
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ever.  Homeless*  and  all  but  pomyless,  I  could 
not  in  the  teeth  of  an  unfair  rieproach  accept 
diy  money  or  retain  possession  even  of  thy 
ruined  tower.  Prithee  then  let  not  our  con- 
lerence  be  prolooged;  and  excuse  my  thus 
ending  it.'^ 

With  these  words,  Truchses  led  Agnes  to- 
wards the  narrow  and  broken  stairs  which  led 
up  to  their  habitation. 

<^  Ghebhard^  one  word  I  we  do  not  surely 
separate  as  enemies  ?^ 

Truchses  turned  round,  paused  a  moment, 
and  said  calmly, 

^<  As  enemies  P  No  you  have  done  too  much  in 
other  days,  you  were  lodged  too  strongly  in  my 
heart  in  better  times,  to  let  my  feelings  towards 
you  turn  to  gall.  If  ever  the  wide  chances  of 
the  world  should  bring  us  together  again — but 
I  devoutly  pray  that  they  may  not ! — I  will 
meet  you  as  coldly  but  more  kindly  than  you 
met  me  erewhile.  That  is  all  I  promise — more 
mayhap  than  you  now  care  for,  Nuenar.    No, 
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I  can  never  hate  you,  bni  I  never  can  forget 
this  scene.  The  wrong  of  an  enemy  may  be  in 
time  forgiven-*-»the  slight  of  a  friend,  never. 
Farewel/' 

A  graceful  but  chilling  salutation  from  Agnes 
confirmed  her  husband's  fiat;  and  they  then 
ascended  to  their  pride-ennobled  shed»  in  all  the 
dignity  of  wounded  virtue.  And  now  one  word 
of  explanation  for  Count  Nuenar»  and  thnnig}i 
him  perhaps  of  apology  for  human  nature.  His 
friendship  for  Ohebhard  Truchses,  if  such  it 
may  be  called,  was  a  mere  refraction  of  the 
broad  and  genial  light  which  glowed  in  the 
latter*s  heart.  He  was  less  tinged  than  the 
general  run  of  men  in  his  romantic  age,  with 
the  ardent  colouring  which  gave  to  mere  every 
day  sentiments  the  force  of  passions.  Friend- 
ship was  with  him  a  convenience  rather  than  a 
conviction.  He  entered  into  Truchses^  views 
and  helped  on  his  purposes,  as  has  been  long 
since  explained,  mainly  for  the  furtherance  of 
his  own.    And  when  Truchses  was  ruined,  his 
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attachment  was,  by  tlie  very  nature  of  its  in* 
spiration,  burned  out.  Having  made  his  own 
submission  to  the  imperial  dictation  and  sedng 
all  chance  of  carrying  his  objects  in  the  elec« 
torate  of  Cologne  extinct,  he  was  resolved  to 
make  the  best  he  could  of  the  future  and  to  fior^ 
get  as  much  as  possible  of  the  past  He  had 
really  heard  and  believed  that  Truchses  and 
Agnes  were  concealed  by  thedeclor  palatine; 
and  seeing  them  suddenly  on  this  morning  of 
his  return  (alone  and  in  no  mood  of  elation  to 
inspect  his  ruined  castle)  pranked  out  as  it 
appeared  in  peasant^s  suits,  for  the  purpose  of 
waylaying  and  impressing  him  into  some  new 
and  hopeless  struggle,  he  held  no  terms  either 
with  a  proper  sense  of  decorum  or  just  delicacy 
towards  them. 

So  far,  to  account  for  Nuenar's  conduct 
And  as  to  his  state  of  feeling  and  manner  of 
expression  few  men  who  have  passed  through 
the  ordeal  of  great  worldly  reverse  will 
think  them,  even  in  these  days  of  refinement. 
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as  out  of  the  natural  course  of  things.  The 
whole  misfortune  or  fault — ^it  is  not  worth  dis- 
puting about  terms— was  in  such  a  mind  as 
Truchsea*  being  led  to  lavish  its  high  and  noble 
feelings  on  one  altogether  unable  to  comprehend 
them.  Yet  Nuenar  was  not  quite  so  dead 
to  sentiment  as  not  to  wish  to  repair,  in  as  far 
as  was  now  left  him,  his  harsh  behaviour,  while 
at  the  same  time  he  might  take  measures  for 
ridding  himself  thoroughly  of  so  great  a  possible 
encumbrance,  as  the  support  of  Truchses  and 
his  wife,  an(}  the  imminent  danger  of  being 
again  compromised  in  their  fate.  Therefore, 
in  leaving  the  place  of  this  wild  meeting, 
having  first  learned  from  the  old  guardian  of 
the  ruins  enough  to  rouse  every  latent  spark  of 
his  humanity,  he  wrote  a  letter  of  reconciliation 
and  advice,  with  a  detailed  plan  for  Ghebhard^s 
conduct;  and  assurance  of  assistance  in  all 
ways  now  possible.  And  this  he  despatched  to 
the  tower  the  next  morning,  from  the  neigh- 
bouring town,  where  he  had  left  his  attendants 
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when  he  chose  to  pay  his  solitary  visit  to  the 
desolated  monument  of  ancestral  power.  His 
messenger,  wholly  ignorant  of  the  name  and 
quality  of  the  person  to  whom  he  boie  diis 
peace-offering,  approached  the  ruins,  ascended 
the  tower — and  found  it  empty.  Ohebhaid 
and  Agnes  had  hastened  their  intended  depart 
ture  in  consequence  of  the  scene  of  the  preceding 
day.  And  as  soon  as  the  dawn  struggled 
through  the  night  mists  sufficiently  to  enaUe 
them  to  see  the  wood  paths  clearly,  they  had 
set  out,  after  a  cordial  leavetaking,  and  giving 
an  ample  token  of  their  gratitude  to  the  fidthful 
old  woman :  and  a  few  minutes  carried  them 
for  ever  out  of  sight  of  the  Skeleton  Hunter^s 
Tower.  What  Nuenar^s  reflections  might  have 
been,  when  assured  of  this  sudden  self-removal, 
we  must  not  now  stop  to  inquire,  nor  hereafter 
think  it  necessary  to  recur  to. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Still  feeble,  yet  braced  by  the  accustomed 
exercise  of  the  previous  months,  Agnes  was 
well  able  to  walk  from  the  ruins  to  the  nearest 
village,  supported  on  her  husband^s  arm ;  the 
other  carrying  a  slight  change  of  indispensable 
apparel,  for  they  decided  on  leaving  to  chance 
the  choice  of  those  necessary  supplies,  the 
nature  of  which  must  depend  on  circumstances, 
to  provide  which  on  any  reasonable  scale  of 
cost  their  funds  were  amply  sufficient. 

The  plan  of  their  intended  journey  had  been 
deliberately  traced  the  preceding  day,  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  project  of  previous  consul* 
tations.    There  were  but  two  princes  in  Europe 
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on  whose  protection  Ohebhard  could  reckon 
with  such  certainty  as  might  be  drawn  from 
their  private  characters  and  reliance  on  the  sin- 
cerity of  their  political  principles.  Those  were 
Henry  IV.  of  France,  and  William  of  Nassau, 
sumamed  the  Taciturn,  who  was  now  at  the 
very  height  of  his  fame  and  power,  as  the 
founder  of  Dutch  freedom  and  the  safeguard  of 
the  Protestant  faith  in  the  Netherlands.  The 
first  of  those  distinguished  friends  of  the  de- 
posed elector  was,  however,  still  so  harrassed  in 
the  possession  of  his  sovereignty,  that  it  would 
have  been  Ungenerous  as  well  as  hazardous  to 
have  imposed  a  fresh  burthen  on  him.  Truchses 
therefore  resolved  on  making  his  way  if  possible 
to  Delft,  the  safe  and  quiet  seat  of  the  Prince 
of  Grangers  government,  where  he  reigned  over 
his  created  republic  with  all  the  influence  of  an 
absolute  monarch,  but  with  the  firmness  and 
moderation  of  a  virtuous  citizen:  Of  a  wel- 
come, Truchses  had  no  doubt,  for  all  he  re^ 
quired  was  a  present  shelter,  and  for  the  future 
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a  moderate  subsistence  as  a  minister  of  the  re- 
formed church.  These  were  moderate  expec- 
tations for  fallen  greatness,  and  assured  boons  at 
the  hands  from  which  alone  Truchses  would 
have  condescended  to  demand  them.  It  was,  • 
then,  to  the  banks  of  the  not  far-off  Rhine  that 
the  wanderers  now  bent  their  steps;  and  a 
common  waggon,  hired  at  the  first  hamlet,  was 
the  conveyance  which  brought  our  half-ex-^ 
hausted  heroine  to  the  river'^s  edge. 

Their  intention  was  to  take  their  passage  in 
one  of  those  trading  barges  which  sailed  down 
from  Germany  to  Holland;  and  their  main 
wish  was  to  meet  with  such  a  conveyance  soon, 
to  obviate  the  chances  of  being  recognised  while 
in  so  dose  a  neighbourhood  of  their  former  pos- 
sessions. Failing  an  early  opportunity  of  trar 
veiling  in  this  manner,  they  intended  to  coast 
down  the  river  as  best  they  might,  until  striking 
off  towards  Dusseldorf  they  might  thus  perhaps 
gain  safely  the  frontiers  of  Holland.  But  this 
wa^  a  doubtful  probability  under  the  present 
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circunaistBiioes  of  those  countries^  where  im- 
lieensed  bands  of  scddiers  atill  made  predatoiy 
war,  and  which  abounded  with  armed  adveiK 
turers  of  all  degrees  of  infamy.  Great  thece- 
fore  was  their  disappointment^  on  reaching  the 
village  at  the  foot  of  the  Drachenfels,  to  find 
that  no  boat  of  any  kind  was  on  the  point  of 
starting  in  the  desired  direction,  nor  was  there 
any  likelihood  of  such  arriving  for  several  days, 
as  the  commerce  of  the  Rhine  was  at  that  early 
season  scanty  and  irregular,  on  account  of  the 
obstructions  to  navigation  oflBered  by  the  floats 
ing  ice,  which  was  borne  towards  the  sea  in 
cumbrous  and  at  times  dangerous  masses. 

*'  But,**  said  the  sturdy  tavemer  at  whose 
house  they  had  obtained  some  refreshment  and 
their  principal  in&rmation,  ^  if  ye  be  pressed 
for  time^  there  is  a  fine  opportunity  now  offering 
itself,  as  you  may  see,  turning  round  the  bend 
of  Oberwinter  above  there,  and  coming  towards 
us  as  if  for  your  spedal  accommodation.** 

Truchses  looked  anxiously  in  the  direction 
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pointed  out,  and  saw  slowly  coming  down  witli 
the  current  one  of  those  immense  and  idand- 
looking  rafts  of  timber,  peculiar  to  the  Rhine. 
Constructed  of  huge  trunks  of  trees  fastened 
strongly  together,  the  produce  of  the  German 
forests  thus  sent  forward  towards  the  sea  chiefly 
for  the  purposes  of  ship-building.  The  raft,  of 
enormous  length  and  requiring  a  crew,  so  to 
call  it,  of  several  hundred  men,  presented  the 
appearance  of  a  populous  floating  village. 
Many  cabins,  loosely  built  of  rou^  planks, 
were  to  be  seen,  with  evidences  of  ample  pro- 
vender for  the  voyage,  in  live  and  dead  stock, 
wine-casks,  and  eyery  necessary  appendage  of 
cookery,  on  a  rude  but  profuse  scale. 

Truchses  and  Agnes  looked  upon  the  ap- 
proaching uncouth  and  comfortless  but  secure 
conveyance ;  and  then  on  each  other,  in  silent 
hesitation. 

*<  That  is  the  very  thing  for  your  purpose,^ 
cried  their  rough-spoken  informant,  ^^  as  ye  do 
not  seem  over-nice  or  over-rich.    The  foresters 


Si64r  AGNES   DE   HANSFELDT. 

and  river-rangers  who  compose  the  companj 
are  not,  to  be  sure,  the  most  refined  of  6od*s 
creatures,  but  they  are  honest  fellows,  who  puU 
their  huge  oars  and  sing  in  good  measure  all 
day,  and  sleep  at  night,  too  sound  to  <fis» 
turb  their  passengers.  I  strongly  reoommend 
ye  to  push  off  in  yon  little  boat  and  board 
the  raft  as  it  passes;  you  will  easily  make 
a  bargain,  and  not  repent  of  my  counsd. 
Well,  well,  it  is  right  that  every  man  de- 
cides  for  himself— if  his  wife  will  but  let  him — 
in  this  finost-nipped  world  of  our's.  Take  your 
choice,  good  master,  of  that  ready  raft  or  a 
rough  walk.'  For  you  have  no  chance  of  a 
boat ;  and  it  would  cost  more  than  you  strike 
me  as  being  apt  to  fiind  convenient  for  a  horse 
and  waggon  from  hence  to  Westhofen  where 
you  say  you  are  bound  to.  Besides,  it  is 
certain  that  all  at  this  side  of  the  riv^  fitxn 
Bonn  to  Paffenmutze  are  by  this  time  engaged, 
for  the  baggage  and  kitchen-battery  of  our 
glorious  Elector  Ernest,  Ood  bless  and  preserve 
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his  highness !  who  goes  to-day  to  a  great 
carouse  at  Schwarzmundorf,  to  meet  the  noble 
Count  Nuenar  and  the  rest  of  the  protestant 
party  of  the  chapter,  who  have  sent  in  their 
submission  and  obtained  full  pardon."" 

No  more  was  wanting  to  decide  Truchses  on 
his  course.  With  feelings  of  fresh  bitterness 
thus  involuntarily  aroused^  and  a  conviction  of 
the  necessity  of  instant  escape  from  the  danger 
of  discovery,  his  mind  was  made  up.  His  great 
objection  to  the  proposed  means  of  voyaging 
was  repugnance  to  associate  his  delicate  and 
now  more  than  ever  dear  helpmate  with  its  rude 
company  and  rough  accommodation.  But  one 
glance  from  her  eyes  expressed  a  whole  volume 
of  thought,  and  Ghebhard  now  knew  that 
language  too  well  to  be  in  doubt  of  its  full 
meaning.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  they 
were  freely  admitted,  and  lodged  in  one  of  the 
small  huts  which  dotted  the  surface  of  the  huge 
raft,  as  passengers,  on  moderate  terms  of  ex- 
pense, and  with  a  promise  of  the  best  treatment 

VOL.    III.  N 
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within  the  means  of  the  amphibious  proprietors 
to  bestow. 

The  life  of  our  hero  and  heroine  is  now  only 
to  be  traced  in  broken  fragments  of  adventures. 
The  continuous  flow  of  narrative  would  be  in* 
appropriate  to  describe  the  now  turbid  current 
of  their  career,  which  is  henceforward  to  be 
found  marked  on  the  page  of  history  or  in 
traditional  legends,  with  brief  but  graphic 
sketches. 

The  raft  went  on  its  silent  way  along  the 
deep  broad  stream  for  several  days  and  nights. 
The  doak-wrapped  figures  of  Ghebhard  and 
Agnes  may  be  pictured  by  fancy  as  they  sat  at 
the  opened  casement  of  their  wooden  crib ;  and 
their  minds^  workings  may  be  guessed  at,  as 
they  gazed,  he  sternly  she  placidly,  on  the 
passing  objects  of  the  river'^s  leftward  bank. 
Towns,  palaces,  churches,  extensive  forests  and 
the  broad  champaign,  all  once  his  own !  The 
living  beings,  too,  who  so  lately  owned  his 
sway  and  paid  him  homage,  now  as  indifferent 
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to  his  fate  as  they  were  uqoonscious  of  his 
presence !  It  was  a  sad  and  serious  triaL  But, 
like  all  those  which  went  before,  he  bore  it  with 
the  lofty  resignation  worthy  a  great  mind.  He 
often  sat  for  hours  during  that  dreary  voyage, 
conscious  that  Agnes  was  beside  him,  but, 
saving  that  sure  tie  to  his  present  existence, 
lost  in  a  wide  abstraction,  as  he  mechanically 
listened  to  the  regular  splash  of  the  hundred 
ponderous  oars  whicli  served  as  a  mighty  rudder 
to  keep  the  raft  in  its  right  course,  and  to  the 
hymns  of  simple  melody  which  the  navigators 
sang  in  wild  yet  well-timed  chorus.  At  length 
the  territory  of  Cologne  was  passed— -and  the 
last  steeple  of  its  frontier  village  faded  on 
Ohebhard^s  aching  sight —he  turned  his  looks 
to  the  long  and  dreary  flat  that  spread  out  at 
either  side  of  the  river  on  his  forward  course—- 
and  he  bade  adieu  for  ever  to  even  the 
recollection  of  what  he  had  lost,  which  until 
then  he  had  lingeringly  yet  unconsciously  clung 
to. 

ii2 
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The  raft  had  now  reached  the  oouDtrj  of 
CleveB.  It  had  been  found  frequently  necessary 
to  pause  and  «ven  to  stop  for  a  whole  day 
together^  from  the  serious  obstades  and  the 
dangers  at  times  presented  by  the  accumulated 
blocks  of  ice,  and  the  unwieldy  dimension  of 
this  ark,  from  which  our  woe-sick  wanderers 
had  scai^y  heart  enough  to  send  out  one  faint 
hope,  to  seek  for  a  token  that  the  flood  of  their 
misfortunes  had  subsided. 

The  desolate  aspect  of  the  country  now 
proved  that  war  was  familiar  to  its  plains. 
Abandoned  villages,  a  hut  or  castle  in  ruins 
an  absence  of  all  the  cheerful  signs  of  peace  and 
prosperity,  were  the  now  constant  proofs;  and 
at  times  a  roving  band  of  marauders  stared  at 
the  raft  from  the  river's  banks,  and  gaaed 
with  hungry  eyes  at  its  stores  of  provender,  the 
seizure  of  which  their  scanty  numbers  forbade 
them  to  attempt.  But  one  night,  afiter  the 
great  grappling^rons  and  chains  had  raoored 
the  timber-raft  to  the  bank,  and  all  its  nume* 
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tous  occupants  with  the  exception  of  the  email 
night-watch  having  retired  to  their  huts,  a 
sudden  and  irresii^ble  attack  was  made  on  it 
by  a  numennis  detachment  from  one  of  the  in- 
dependent  bands,  calling  themselves  soldiers  of 
the  faith  and  auxiliaries  of  Spain.  Plunder 
was  the  sole  object  of  those  brigand  warriors. 
Ere  daylight  every  possible  object  of  utility 
was  carried  on  shore;  and  then  in  the  mere 
wantonness  of  rapine,  the  destroyers  loosened 
the  cords  and  grapplings  which  had  bound  the 
timbers  together  and  in  a  few  hours  the  whole 
collected  labours  of  many  months,  the  product 
of  large  capital  and  great  industry,  the  sub- 
sistence of  hundreds  was  let  loose  upon  the 
chafed  waters.  The  loud  lamentations  of  the 
poor  foresters  who  had  embarked  their  all  in 
this  enterprise  and  the  more  violent  wailings 
of  the  women  and  children  who  formed  part  of 
the  cargo,  were  only  matter  of  mockery,  and 
provocation  to  abuse  and  ill  treatment,  on  the 
part  of  the  spoliators.    And  as  Ohebhard  and 
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Agnes  stood  on  the  damp  bleak  shore,  and 
saw  the  planks  break  asunder  from  the  cabin 
which  had  for  so  many  dajs  given  them  shdter 
and  security,  they  felt  as  though  another  pang 
of  suffering  had  severed  them  from  their  last 
association  of  home. 

The  persons  of  the  raft*s  company,  our  hero 
and  heroine  being  included  in  that  levelling 
epithet,  became  next  the  objects  of  spoliation. 
They  were  rifled  of  every  available  thing  in 
money,  dress,  or  trinkets.  The  nature  of  the 
latter  found  upon  Agnes  and  Truchses,  and  their 
whole  bearing  under  the  operations  of  their  plun- 
derers showed  them  to  be  persons,  formerly  at 
least,  of  more  elevated  station  than  they  passed 
for.  But  in  those  days  of  rapine,  disguise  and 
false  pretences  were  the  common  shifts  of  so  many 
high -bom  unfortunates,  that  it  attracted  little 
curiosity,  although  in  the  present  instance  it 
secured  some  small  consideration  at  the  hands 
of  the  ruffian  adventurers.  Truchses  was 
offered  protection  and  subsistence  as  long  as 
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be  chose  to  remain  in  company  with  the  band. 
A  rapier  was  given  him  for  his  protection  against 
other  robbers,  a  horse  lent  for  the  accommo- 
dation of  Agnes,  they  were  served  with  daily 
rations  of  such  coarse  provisions  as  the  ma- 
rauders succeeded  in  procuring  for  themselves ; 
and  he  was  thus  spared  the  necessity  of  robbing 
for  his  existence,  as  many  of  the  destitute  fo- 
resters and  boatmen  were  obliged  to  do,  while 
they  followed  the  route  of  their  captors  across 
the  territory  of  Brabant 

Holland  was  still  the  great  point  of  all 
Ghebhard*s  views.  He  found  it  now  impos- 
dble  to  penetrate  to  that  land  of  hard- won 
liberty  by  the  Belgian  frontier,  which  was 
strongly  occupied  by  the  army  of  the  Duke 
of  Parma  both  in  garrisons  and  in  the  field,  now 
that  the  winter  began  to  break  and  the  season 
for  warlike  operations  being  again  at  hand. 
The  only  feasible  chance  was  to  the  gain  coast 
of  Flanders  and  thence  by  some  fortunate  ac- 
cident contrive  a  sea^passage  to  a  Dutch  port. 
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With  this  ob)^t  all  hardships  were  bone  wiA 
patience  and  eourage»  the  sufferers  D0?er  loosg 
the  redprpcal  anxiety  which  kept  esdi  is  a^ 
tivity  and  taught  them  enduranoey  solely  tv 
the  sake  of  the  other. 

After  many  hardships  and  risks,  the  greater 
part  of  Belgium  was  traversed  in  this  wiji 
before  Tnichses  found  an  opportunity  of  break* 
ibg  off'  from  the  companionship  of  his  soldier 
protectors ;  and  it  was  owing  to  the  rode  sons 
of  honour  of  one  of  those  that  he  obtained  the 
restitution  of  his  money  and  one  of  Agaes's 
diamond  rings,  which  he  now  carefully  secreted 
as  a  reserve  fund  tat  some  future  emergcocT' 
By  winding  paths  of  perilous  adveoture  the 
wanderers  at  length  reached  that  part  of  Fin- 
ders between  Lille  and  the  Pays  de  C^atti 
afterwards  joined  to  France  by  the  conqueals 
cf  Louis  XIII. ;  and  they  were  so  far  workiag 
their  way  slowly  towards  the  coast,  wheoi  al' 

most  worn  out  by  fatigue  and  agitation— A'' 

^^  • 

his  still  active  mind  now  suffered  tortures  vk 
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the  contemplation  of  his  wife's  privations— he 
was  taken  suddenly  ill,  by  an  attack  of  the 
deadly  malady  of  the  low  countries,  known 
centuries  later  to  mourning  and  indignant 
England  by  the  title  of  the  <<  Walcheren 
fever.'' 

The  first  assault  of  this  insidious  pest  was 
sharp  but  brief;  and  after  a  few  days'  suffering 
the  patient  arose  well,  as  he  and  his  fond  part- 
ner vainly  thought,  and  they  made  light  of  this 
feeble  effort  of  the  climate  against  his  robust 
and  manly  frame.  The  scene  of  this,  the  first 
illness  ever  endured  by  Ohebhard  Truchses, 
was  the  ruin-remnants  of  Therouenne,  the  an- 
dent  capital  of  a  wide  district  in  ages  gone  by, 
but  which  the  fierce  vengeance  of  the  Emperor 

Charles  V.  had  some  thirty  years  previously, 
utterly  razed  out  from  the  list  of  cities. 
Scarcely  a  stone  was  left  standing  upon  another 
of  all  that  formed  the  ramparts,  the  gates,  the 
buildings  of  this  once  populous  town;  and 
of  its  thousands  of  inhabitants  not    a   score 

N  3 
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were  now  left  to  linger  on  the  dte  of  their 
former  dwellings^  and  find  mementoB  of  past 
enjoyments  in  the  present  desolatioD.  It  was 
in  a  wretched  house  of  entertainmeot,  in  the 
waste  ground  which  had  been  occupied  by  one 
of  the  former  suburbs,  and  in  which  Ohebhard 
and  Agnes  had  made  their  resting-i^aoe  at  thu 
stage  of  their  pilgrimage,  that  he  sank  under 
the  first  onset  of  his  malady.  And  as  he  reco- 
vered sufficient  strength  to  walk  daily  out  in  the 
reviving  air  of  spring  time,  leaning  on  his  belp- 
mate^s  arm,  the  scattered  ruins  were  the  fa- 
vourite places  of  resort.  There  they  could 
draw  at  every  turn  new  lessons  of  resignation 
and  benevolence;  for  the  reflection  that  they 
were  not  alone  in  their  destitution  taught  them 
to  feel  for  others  through  the  medium  of  their 
own  distress. 

•  « 

As  Truchses  became  daily  convalescent  he 
and  Agnes  used  to  prolong  their  evening  ram- 
bles, and  sometimes  the  bright  May«moon 
caught    them    still    lingering    in    the    ruins. 
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walking  on  some  level  place  where  the 
smooth  sward  covered,  perhaps,  the  site  of 
&  palace  or  a  temple,  or  sitting  on  some  pillar's 
fragment,  and  gating  on  the  fantastic  forms 
shadowed  out  on  the  earth  by  the  remnants  of 
crumbling  walls.  As  they  thus  sat  one  evening, 
later  than  usual,  tempted  by  the  mild  air  which 
almost  breathed  in  summer  softness,  a  thick 
cloud  suddenly  obscured  the  moon,  and, 
warned  by  the  darkness  that  it  was  actual 
night,  they  were  about  to  retire  to  their  poor 
and  cheerless  lodging,  when  their  attention  was 
excited  by  the  cautious  advance  of  two  men, 
lighted  by  a  small  lantern  which  one  of  them 
drew  out  from  beneath  his  cloak.  He  was  lank 
and  more  than  middle-aged,  of  unprepossessing 
looks,  half  mystic,  half  miserly.  His  long  beard 
and  thin  moustachios  of  almost  flaxen  hair  gave 
apeculiar  air  of  weakness  to  a  countenance  which 
was  otherwise  strongly  marked  with  a  harsh 
but  still  vigorous  cast.     Truchses  at  once  knew 
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dus  penoD  from  his  general  appearaaee  to  be 
Eogliah. 

His  cwnpaniop  wbb  a  decided  oontiasL  He 
was  short  and  thick,  bloated  and  rubiciiiid, 
with  twinkUng  eyes  and  a  most  anoomdy  wisage. 
He  seemed  half  drunk,  and  was  suf^pcMted  in 
hb  tottering  passage  across  the  firagments  of 
stone  and  brickwork,  by  a  thin  inm  rod,  which 
was  tookmg  for  the  purposes  of  a  walking-staff 
snd  a  curious  appurtenance  to  so  strange  look* 
ing  a  figure. 

''  Now,  Edward,^  said  the  first  mentioned 
of  those  associates,  in  English,  which  was  un- 
derstood by  Truchses,  but  not  by  Agnes,  **  now 
strike  the  divining  rod  three  times  with  a  ^- 
gorous  stroke — ^let  it  ting^  to  the  earth^s 
bowels,  and  rouse  up  Madimi,  my  old  familiar. 
Thb  is  the  pbce.'* 

**  I  doubt  that,  good  doctor,  and  my  learned 
master,^  replied  the  other.  <' No  man  could  have 
been  fool  enough  to  bury  treasures  under  sndi 
a  villainous  mass  of  rubbish—  and  as  for  Ma- 
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diml,  he  won't  come  till  you  pull  out  the 
crystal  from  your  pouch.**^ 

^*  Here  it  is,  unbeliever!  Place  it  to  thy 
bloodshot  eye  and  tell  me  what  thou  seest.** 

^*  See!  why  I  see  flames  and  fiery  tongues^ 
but  no  angels  to-night.  Holloa !  holloa,  my 
master.  There,  they  are  coming  up  and  out 
fa&t  and  faster-— but  I  cannot  see  them  clearly 
yet  for  the  mist.  The  incantatioti^  doctor,  the 
incantation  !^' 

The  other  then  chaunted  in  a  harsh  and 
monotonous  tone  :— 

**  Per  yertutem  iUorum  qui  invocant  nomen  tuum, 
Hermeli,initte  nobis  tres  angelos. 

Are  they  coming  ?^ 

No  angels,  no  angels.*^ 

Ah,  how  could  it  be  expected  in  thy  lewd 
and  deboshed  presence?  Tell  quickly,  good 
Edward,  what  dost  thou  see  ?'^ 

^'  I  see  fourteen  creatures  of  divers  evil- 
favoured  shapes,  some  like  monkeys,  some  like 
dog8,some  veryhairy  monstrous  men.  They  are 
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acntduDg  each  other  by  the  &oe.  Ha^  there  is 
MadimL  He  brands  the  fourteen  in  the  fore- 
head— ^they  go  downward,  downward,  down- 
ward !  There  comes  a  thing  like  a  great  wind 
and  plucks  them  away  by  the  feet." 
<*  How  dost  feel  good  Edward  T 
<^  Marvellous  light  and  giddy  i*  the  brain.  I 
seem  to  be  empty  and  a  burning  thirst  scorches 
my  throat  and  palate.*" 

^'  Thou  art  eased  of  a  great  burthen  Edward. 
I  wiU  speak  a  word  for  thee  to  Bladimi — Gil 
ie  pragma  Kures  kUech.^ 

**What  IS  that  to  say,  oh,  most  erudite 
doctOT?'' 

**  MHiy,  volumtta  his  in  nwttris  habitare/' 
*^  Humph !  does  it  promise  a  gift  ?" 
*'Oh,  thou  profane  one,  thy  sordid  notion 
drives  the  qpirit away.  Vale,  Vale, MuHimi r* 

*  For  origiiud  specimens  of  this  kind  of  jazgon  between 
Br  J)ee  and  his  Ibllower  or  associate  Edward  Kell  j  and  the 
spirits  they  rused,  the  reader  must  coosult  the  fi^o  rofainie 
of  Dee*s  Yinons,  edited  bj  Meric  Casaubon,  1S59.  But 
other  and  more  rational  records  of  his  erudition  and  in- 
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The  bewildered  novice  on  whom  this  mystifi- 
cation was  practised  here  stumbled  and  £dl 
among  the  rubbish ;  and  while  his  companion 
endeaToured  to  pick  him  up,  the  arrival  of  a 
third  person  added  to  Ghebhard'^s  curiosity  and 
proved  a  relief  to  the  burlesque  of  the  scene* 
This  was  a  young  man  of  fine  and  showy 
person,  rithly  habited  according  to  the  luxuri- 
ous fashion  of  the  times,  though  evidently 
associated  with  the  others  in  some  business  of 
real  or  pretended  mystery.  Leaving  the  fallen 
man  to  sprawl  his  way  from  among  the  rubbish 
as  well  as  he  could,  the  elder  actor  in  the  fore- 
going colloquy  gave  his  whole  attention  to 
some  whispered  communication  from  the  new- 
comer. The  latter  at  length  said  loud  enough 
to  be  heard  by  Truchses, 

dustrj  are  to  be  found  in  the  Cottonian  and  Ashmodean 
collections.  A  minute  description  of  his  person  (in  which 
&ncj  perhaps  had  a  greater  hand  than  fiict)  is  given  io 
Spindler's  wild  and  powerful  work  Der  Bastardy  in  which 
this  celebrated  necromancer,  astrologer,  and  political  in>- 
triguer  plajs  a  much  more  important  part  than  in  our  tale. 
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<<  Come  this  way  tbeQ,  doctor,  and  we  can 
talk  it  over/' 

^  I  am  ready ,^  replied  the  other,  <'  to  listen  to 
your  lordship's  advice,  for  though  }rou]ig  in 
years  you  are  indeed  of  a  precoce  capacity  for 
political  intrigue.'" 

^*  Hold,  gentlemen  i*^  said  Truchses, — and  as 
he  apoke  and  came  forward  a  step  or  two,  the 
old  man  lifted  op  his  lantern,  the  young  man 
dapped  his  hand  on  his  sword—''  I  must  not 
overhear  ye  further.  I  understand  your  lan- 
guage, and  would  not  listen  to  your  secrets..* 

**  Sir,^  said  the  young  stranger,  sit&r  a  slight 
pause  and  with  an  air  of  chivalric  good  breed- 
ing, ^^  I  would  not  wish  a  secret  of  mine  own  in 
better  keeping  than  that  of  a  man  so  honourable 
and  delicate  as  this  conduct  proves  you.  And 
did  not  the  purport  of  our  conversation  touch 
on-  higher  matters  than  mere  personal  coo- 
oems  I  would  not  scruple  to  communicate  it  to 
you." 

At  this  too  candid  admission,  the  old  man 
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severely  pinched  bis  companion's  arm,  and  in 
his  turn  he  addressed  Truchses,  keenly  eyeing 
him  and  Agnes  under  the  light  which  he  con- 
trived to  throw  in  their  faces. 

*<  Yes,  worthy  stranger,  we  have  a  serious 
mission  to  fulfil,  in  propitiating  the  good  angels 
who  watch  over  the  labours  of  the  great  in 
faith  but  weak  in  spirit — ^perhaps  you  are  here 
oQ  the  same  purposes  as  ourselves  ?'^ 

"  I  doubt  it,  doctor — ^you  will  excuse  my 
familiarly  giving  you  your  title.  You  seek 
treasures,  and  in  striving  to  raise  a  spirit  have 
as  yet  only  succeeded  in  throwing  down  a  man,^ 
replied  Truchses,  with  a  smile — a  faint  one, 
for  he  suddenly  felt  the  concentrated  effects  of 
his  imprudent  exposure  to  the  night  air,  in 
a  violent  fever  fit. 

^'MHiatever  be  your  purpose,^*  said  the 
young  stranger,  <'  you  at  least  have  succeeded 
better  than  my  venerable  friend,  for  you  have 
an  angel  by  your  side.*" 

Agnes  blushed  at  the  emphatic  looks  which 
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acoompanied  the  compUmeht,  though  she  did 
not  understand  the  words  it  was  conveyed  in. 

*<  You  are  right,  sir — she  is,  indeed,^  said 
Ohebhard,  who  had  learned  the  humility  of 
permitting  a  compliment-^ven  a  common  place 
one — to  be  paid  to  his  wife,  a  thing  which  ia 
his  palmy  days  of  pride  he  would  not  have 
suffered.  But  he  also  felt  that  in  present  cir- 
cumstances it  would  be  hard  to  keep  from  her 
whatever  might  come  of  good,  even  so  poor  an 
offering  as  a  phrase  of  gallantry.  He  translated 
the  stranger^s  flattering  words.  She  calmly 
listened,  and  replied, 

**  Then  let  me  prove  a  guardian  angel,  my 
beloved,  and  lead  you  home.  You  look  flushed, 
yet  you  tremble  like  an  aspen.  Come  my 
husband — wish  a  good  night  to  these  gentlemen, 
and  say  for  me  that  I  am  sorry  my  ignorance 
of  their  language  forces  me  to  do  as  much  by 
proxy." 

"Madam,"  said  the  young  stranger,  in 
courtly  French,  "  although  I  do  not  speak  your 
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language  sufficiently  to  express  more  than  the 
merest  phrase  of  common  place — ^and  I  would 
not  willingly  address  such  to  you — I  know  it 
enough  to  comprehend  your  courtesy,  and  you 
will  pardon  me  perhaps  for  taking  it  for  granted 
that  you  understand  that  which  I  now  make 
the  medium  of  my  respectful  leave-taking.'" 

A  hurried  acknowledgment,  spoken  in 
French  as  pure  as  his  own,  and  some  graceful 
expressions  of  courtesy  convinced  him  of  what 
he  had  already  believed,  that  Agnes  and  her 
companion  were  persons  of  station  far  different 
from  what  their  dress  announced.  Perceiving 
the  evident  suffering  of  Truchses,  who  required 
more  effective  aid  than  the  arm  of  his  agitated 
wife,  the  stranger  proffered  his  assistance  across 
the  rough  impediments  of  the  path.  It  was 
accepted ;  and  as  they  moved  along  (the  elder 
man,  with  the  inebriate  neophyte  having 
already  retired  from  the  scene)  Agnes  expressed 
her  grateful  sense  of  his  kindness,  so  unex- 
pected to  persons  he  had  never  seen  before. 
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<*In  truth,  madam,^*  replied  he,  "it  is  a 
service  scarcely  meritiJig  thanks,  though  it  be 
dooe  bv  (me  who  had  never  till  now  beh^ 
you ;  yet  I  cannot  quite  believe  such  to  be  the 
case,  for  if  the  limner  has  not  done  great 
flattery  to  another  person*  I  have  seen  duplicates 
of  your  likeness,  though  perhaps  not  meant  for 
you.^ 

^<  You  utter  an  enigma,  sir,  which  I  cannot 
propound,^  said  Agnes. 

**  I  can,  though,*^  observed  Ghebhard,  *'  my 
kind  young  supporter  here  alludes  to  pcxtraits 
of  the  prisoner  of  Fothringay  .*** 

^^I  do,  indeed^ — said  the  stranger — *<  and 
though  I  never  saw  the  beautiful  and  unhi^y 
Queen  of  Scots,  I  can  now  fancy  her  before  me, 
as  she  might  have  looked  and  moved  some 
doaen  years  back.*" 

**  Sir,  the  resemblance  is  an  oft-remarked  and 
singular  one — and  p^hi^s  not  much  less  true 
in  fortune  than  in  person.'" 

Truchses    spoke    the   latter    part    of    this 
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ftentenoe  in  an  under-tone.  The  stranger  caught 
the  vords  notwithstanding;  and  he  oould  not 
suppress  a  sudden  start,  and  a  stare  at  the 
lovely  woman  who  caused  his  emotion,  and 
whom  the  broad  moonlight  now  showed  more 
plainly  than  even  his  companion's  lantern  bad 
done,  and  he  involuntarily  exclaimed, 
**  Yes  f  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  it.'' 
Ohebhard  Truchses  was  the  next  morning 
in  the  violent  paroxysm  of  a  bad  relapse^  The 
strang»*s  had,  fortunately  for  him — ^if  the 
prolonging  of  his  life  was  now  indeed  a  blessing 
— humanity  on  one  hand  and  skill  on  the  other. 
The  younger  at  twenty  years  of  age,  bad 
evidently  the  upper-hand  with  his  companion  of 
three  score.  All  his  suggestions  were  acted  on 
by  his  experienced  companion,  with  a  de« 
ferential  acquiescence  which  he  strove  to  gloss 
over  into  the  appearance  of  friendly  con- 
descension. But  the  youth  evidently  knew  his 
own  influence.  He  had  all  the  ready-formed 
manners  of  the  great  world.    He  avowed  to 
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Agnes  that  the  interest  which  she  had  excited 
— ^for  he  knew  her  jj^m  her  far-bruited  likeness 
to  Mary  Stuart — had  caused  him  to  put  off  his 
departure  from  the  neighbourhood  of  this 
chance-meeting.  He  spoke  fredy,  but  not 
too  incautiously,  of  his  and  his  companioa^s 
affairs,  which  he  confessed  to  be  of  a  political 
tendency,  and  by  no  means  of  the  absurd 
nature  which  the  necessity  of  concealment  had 
forced  them  to  pretend.  He  revealed  the 
names  of  his  companions.  Doctor  Dee  and 
Edward  Kelly — but  he  studiously  concealed 
his  own,  which  the  others  did  not  attempt  to 
betray.  He  ordered  the  doctor  to  devote  his 
whole  skill  to  the  cure  of  Gbebhard,  and  the 
order  was  obeyed  with  alacrity  and  success; 
for  though  Dee  was  not  by  profession  a  medical 
man  yet  his  vast  knowledge  and  extraordinary 
practice  embraced  physic  in  the  widdy  ex- 
tended range  of  scientific  study. 

Several  days  of  constant  intercourse  created 
as    much    intimacy  between    Agnes    and  the 
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^ouQg  man  as  she  could  venture  to  allow 
herself  with  a  person  who  could  not  or  would 
not  reveal  his  name  and  situation,  while  he  had 
become  from  her  own  admission  well  acquainted 
with  her^s.  Dee  had  called  him  <^  my  lord,"" 
in  Ghebhard'^s  hearing,  and  he  did  not  deny 
his  title.  The  very  nature  of  his  rank  was  a 
further  cause  for  reserve ;  yet  there  was  some* 
thing  so  frank,  so  cordial,  and  so  elegant  in 
his  whole  conduct  and  manner,  that  she  could 
not  withhold  her  confidence  or  entirely  conceal 
her  admiration.  He  professed  warmly  yet 
seriously  his  sympathy  with  her  and  Ohebhard^s 
misfortunes,  and  he  spoke  in  a  tone  of  confident 
conviction  of  his  future  power  to  help  them,  in 
a  way  of  tenfold  value  to  his  then  scanty  means 
of  service. 

In  the  mean  time  Qhebhard  recovered  from 
this  new  attack.  It  lasted,  like  the  former  one, 
about  ten  days,  but  it  left  him  more  enfeebled 
and  more  susceptible  to  another.  This  however 
he  knew  not ;  or  if  his  skilful  leech  gave  him 
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wioniiig  to  that  effect,  be  forgot  it  in  the  flushed 
aiHBiAtioQ  of  returning  health.  He  had  fife- 
quently  seen  and  conversed  with  the  young 
stranger,  in  the  hours  of  exemption  from  m- 
tense  pain  and  the  debilitating  symptoms  of 
his  illness.  There  was  nothing  contagious  in 
it.  It  is  the  curse  of  the  climate,  not  the  in- 
fection of  nature.  Truchses  had  therefore  no 
direct  apprehension  for  his  wife  or  his  new 
friend,  as  the  penalty  of  their  care  of  him,  and 
so  upheld,  he  made  light  of  his  malady.  The 
comfort  of  a  generous  mind  to  feel  for  and  with 
one  in  illness  and  distress  is  an  enjoyment  be- 
yond price.  The  delight  of  affording  sym- 
pathy and  succour  to  the  unfortunate  and 
meritorious  comes  next  to  it.  No  man  is  truly 
destitute  while  he  can  possess  the  first,  none 

wholly  worthless  till  he  is  insensible  to  the 

latter. 

Truehses  was  once  mcve  able  to  go  into  the 
air  and  take  exerdse-^and  thus  again  in  the 
way  of  fresh  imprudence  and  a  new  attack. 
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But  befoie  this  happeiiedt— and  the  islerralfi 
were  r^ular  beiwaoi  eaeh  rdapse — ^be  litd  by 
theuowearied  oare  of  his  youag  fviend,  fer 
such  he  Cully  (At  and  acknowledged  him, 
gained  JBeewrely  the  great  object  of  his  late  ex  • 
ef  tic»s,  a  eoDTejaMse  to  the  coast ;  and  he  had 
taken  pbioes  on  board  a  country  vessel  engaged 
iu  the  trade  then  winked  at  between  the  still 
hostile  states  of  Flanders  and  Holland.  The 
young  maU)  whose  influence  had  procured  safe 
conduct  and  protection  through  the  military 
district  they  traversed,  accompanied  our  hero 
and  heroine  to  the  sea-side ;  and.  at  the  very 
moment  before  the  sailing  of  the  little  craft  to 
which  they  now  committed  themselves,  he  took 
a  ring  from  his  finger  and  presented  it  to 
Agnes. 

<^  This,  madam,"  said  he,  with  all  the  noble 
emotion  of  youthful  sensibility,  **  this  is  the 
valued  token  of  a  lost  mother^s  love.  Let  me 
offer  it  to  you»  not  merely  as  a  remembrance 
of  friendship  but  as  a  solemn  pledge  of  utmost 

VOL.   III.  o 
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service  if  ever  the  time  should  come,  as  I  fully 
reckon,  that  I  may  have  power  equal  to  my 
will  to  do  good  to  your  noble  husband  or  your- 
self. My  prayer  to  Heaven  is  that  you  may 
never  need  my  aid,  but  that  you  may  find  a 
harbour  of  honourable  safety  in  the  free  land 
you  are  now  bound  to,  and  with  the  great 
and  good  man  who  rules  over  it.  But  if  all 
else  fail  I  shall  be  stanch  and  steady — depend 
on  mc — and  the  ring  which  is  the  warrant  of 
my  truth  may  upon  inquiry  lead  you  to  a 
knowledge  of  the  donor.  Farewel,  my  friends  ? 
Heaven  bless  and  protect  you— Parewel,  fare- 
wel  !^* 

Truchses  repeated  the  warm-hearted  leave- 
taking,  but  Agnes  could  do  no  more  than  make 
signs  of  her  deep-felt  concurrence  in  aU  her 
husband  said.  '^Alas!  alas!  for  the  world'^s 
wanderers,^  thought  she,  ^<to  meet  chance 
friends  only  to  lose  them  when  made !  to  have 
no  time  to  form  a  lasting  attachment— no  cer- 
tainty of  ever  again  seeing  those  we  love  or 
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wish  to  love!  Oh,  better  to  settle  in  some 
narrow  nook,  with  one  or  two  firm-bound  com- 
panions, whose  interests,  feelings  and  tastes 
grow  into  fellowship  if  they  are  not  by  nature 
the  same.  Why  is  not  this  our  lot?  But 
Heaven'*s  will  be  done  r 

Three  days  more  brought  the  fugitives  to  the 
little  town  of  Delft  safe  aud  unharmed.  The 
young  stranger  had  given  them  a  supply  of 
money,  for  which  Truchses  insisted  on  his  ac- 
cepting Agnes^'s  ring,  as  security.  Delicacy 
forbade  his  refusing  the  pledge ;  and  in  his  ro- 
mantic feeling  of  regard  and  admiration— but 
let  no  reader  be  mistaken,  there  was  not  a  spark 
of  hve  in  it — he  heartily  hoped  it  would  never 
be  redeemed. 


o  2 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Th£  arrival  at  Delft  was  indeed  like  sailing 
into  a  safe  harbour  after  enduriiig  the  wont 
fury  of  the  wind  and  waves.  Hie  grat&ude  of 
Ohebhard  and  Agnes,  first  to  Heaven  and  next 
to  their  invaluable  English  friend,  was  very 
great.  They  felt  as  if  the  term  of  didr  long 
suffering  was  now  reached.  As  they  moved 
akxig  the  canal  in  the  little  boat  from  Rotter^ 
dam,  where  th^y  had  first  made  land,  they  felt 
the  dull,  flat  scene  to  be  the  perfection  of  nar- 
tural  beauty,  for  it  promised  rest,  the  great 
object  of  their  longings.  The  trim  formality 
of  Delft  itself,  the  narrow  quays  and  quiet 
canal,  the  grave-looking  and  unmolested  storks 
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perched  on  the  chimney-tops,  or  floating  on 
broad  wings  over  the  town,  all  struck  them  as 
most  original  but  happy  symbols  of  the  fate 
they  had  before  Chera;  and  the  contrast  be- 
tween all  they  now  saw  with  the  insecurity  of 
the  oofuntry  they  had  lately  passed  through, 
and  the  perturbed  state  of  their  own,  filled 
them  with  a  pious  and  delighted  wonder. 

The  reception  they  met  with  from  the  Prince 
of  Orange  and  his  amiable  wife,  the  daughter 
of  Goligny,  was  one  of  tender  and  benevolent 
welcome.  William  of  Nassau  was  a  model  in 
domestic  life  as  well  as  a  hero  in  politics  and 
war.  His  calmness  of  mind  and  nnfidling  cou- 
rage, his  clear  views>  his  public  energy,  his 
personal  moderation  have  no  parallds  in  mo- 
dem history,  etcept  Washington  in  fact,  and 
La  Fayette  in  theory.  By  such  a  man  as  this, 
a  character  like  that  of  Truchses  was  sure  to 
be  appreciated;  while  the  beauty,  the  youth 
and  the  misfortunes  of  Agnes  fc^rmed  a  pass- 
port to  his  best  sympathies.    He  immedialely 
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gave  them  apartments  in  his  house,  and  for  the 
first  few  days  after  their  arrival,  all  went  on 
smoothly,  happily,  and  well.    But  the  demon 
of  disease  was  deep  lodged  in  Ghebhard's  con- 
stitution, and  the  fatal  neighbourhood  of  stag- 
nant waters  and  low  plains  brought  its  ma- 
lignant agencies  into  full  action  once  more. 
Scarcely  installed  in  the  mansion  of  his  immor- 
tal friend  and  protector,  he  was  again  seized 
with  a  relapse  of  fever  more  violent  than  his 
former  attacks.    He  had  now  all  possible  aid 
from  science  and  every  accessary  comfort  that 
could   assuage  his   sufferings.      He  therefore 
bore  them   with   his  usual  fortitude,  and  he 
looked  confidently  forward  to  a  prompt  enjoy- 
ment of  the  society  of  his  noble-hearted  host, 
to  a  complete  renovation  of  his  own  hedtfa, 
and  the  final  accomplishment  of  his  worldly 
hopes. 

These  soothing  expectations  soon  met  an 
afflicting  overthrow ;  and  all  liberal  Europe 
had  quickly  to  mourn  an  event  that  posterity 
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itself  loolcB  back  on  with  diaimiy  aod  horror. 
Od  the  10th  of  June  1584,  a  couple  of  days 
after  Ohebhard^s  renewed  illness,  William  of 
Nassau  with  his  wife,  and  his  sister  the  Prin- 
cess of  Swartzenberg,  were  sitting  after  dinner, 
Agnes  being  as  usual  in  close  attendance  on 
her  sick  husband  above,  when  an  individual 
demanded  an  audience  from  the  stadtbolder, 
who,  with  the  usual  sim|dicity  of  conduct 
which  greatness  only  may  adopt,  immediately 
Tose  from  table  and  left  the  room.  In  a  minute 
the  report  of  a  pistol  was  heard.  The  wife 
aod  sister  rushed  to  the  door,  and  found  the 
glorious  liberator  of  his  country,  the  immortal 
patriot,  weltering  in  his  blood.  The  assassin's 
hand  was  more  steady  and  his  aim  more  sure 
than  those  of  the  other  villain  who  some  years 
previously  had  inflicted  a  grievous  wound  on 
the  prince.  In  a  few  seconds  the  great,  good 
man  expired,  his  last  words  being  *'0h,  my 
poor  country !" 

This  important   drama  of  history  is  but  a 
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brief  c|ttsode  ia  our  tale.  All  the  prospects  of 
Ohebbard  were  now  e^gm  overcast.  His  pR»- 
tector  was  no  more.  The  public  coofusian 
consequent  on  bis  murder,  the  youthful  age 
(ji  his  son  and  successor  Prince  Maurice  tfaen 
only  sixteeai,  and  the  exigencies  of  the  national 
affairs  1^  no  chance  of  attentimi  being  paid  to 
the  int^ests  of  a  ruined  and  health-biukeo  man 
like  Truchsea.  He  was  not,  howevor,  left  des- 
titute by  the  government  on  which  devolved 
the  heavy  burthen  of  public  affairs.  He  was 
allowed  the  means  of  subsistence  and  a  secure 
residence  in  the  country  of  his  adoption ;  and 
had  his  constitution  not  been  broken  by  his 
frequent-recurring  disease  he  might  have 
quietly  xun  the  rest  of  his  couzse  among  a 
people  then  ennobled  by  the  finest  traits  df 
heroism.  In  the  intervals  of  his  ilbiess  he 
travelled  about  from  place  to  place  for  change 
of  air,  its  greatest  assuagement;  or  when  at 
rest  he  gave  himself  up  wholly  to  the  varied 
litarary  studies  for  which  he  had  been  in  early 
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8D  difttiDguished)  and  he  wrole  much  in 
pfoie  and  vene,  philosophy  onixing  with  poetry 
in  bright  and  serious  ootnbination.  In  idl 
things,  at  all  times,  Agnes  was  his  consolation 
and  his  counsellor.  To  her  good  taste,  her 
steady  judgment,  her  subdued  enthusiasm  he 
owed  much ;  and  every  day  brought  to  light 
new  treasures  from  a  mind  that  could  embrace 
all  subjects,  and  on  which  every  fresh  circum- 
stance produced  a  new  effect. 

Full  five  years  of  calm  existence  thus  rolled 
on,  an  apparent  blank  in  our  heroine's  life,  but 
filled  up  in  reality  with  many  a  solace.     Oheb- 
hard    had    become   acclimated,    (to   adopt    a 
foveign  word)  and  the  deleterious  elements  of 
tog  and  damp  at  length  found  him  proof  against 
their  power.     The  elastic  spring  of  life  was 
gone  for  cTer.     The  fine  flush  of  health  had 
left  his  cheek.     His  brilliant  look  was  dimmed. 
But  his  mind  was   unimpaired,    his    temper 
softened,  and  his  knowledge  of  mankind  en- 
larged.    And  thus  he  might  have  gone  on,  had 
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not  the  instinct  longing  for  home,  the  lore  of 
the  father-land,  where  so  little  was  left  to  cLdm 
his  love,  still  kept  fast  hold  of  him.  He  bad 
maintained  a  constant  intercourse  by  letter  with 
his  brother ;  and  Agnes  on  her  part  with  both 
of  her's,  as  soon  as  the  sanctuary  was  reached 
whence  there  was  no  danger  of  compromising 
their  friends.  The  project  of  a  return  to 
(xermany,  and  of  procuring  some  benefice  in 
any  of  the  protestant  states,  was  thus  always 
kept  alive;  but  without  the  interference  of 
some  powerful  monarch  in  Ghebhard^s  favour, 
no  chance  of  success  appeared. 

Agnes  had  her  mind^s  eye  constantly  fixed 
on  England ;  and  she  watched  cmxiously  the 
eventful  news  which  every  new  year  brought 
from  that  great  country.  She  looked  on  the 
character  of  Elizabeth  with  a  mixture  of  aston- 
ishment and  fear.  The  execution  of  Mary 
Stuart  in  1587>  the  defeat  of  the  armada  in 
the  following  year,  the  mixed  ingredients  of 
the  mind  that  commanded  the  first  and  presided 
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over  the  latter,  formed  an  apalliag  subject  for 
female  contemplation ;  and  Agnes  scarcely 
knew  whether  to  attempt  or  shrink  from  an 
appeal  to  the  virgin  queen  on  behalf  of  her 
husband  and  herself.  Bitterly  did  she  regret 
baviog  lost  the  young  Englishman's  ring,  in  the 
confusion  of  removal  from  Delft  immediately 
after  the  Prince  of  Orange's  murder,  and  in  the 
midst  of  Ghebhard's  cruel  sufferings  both  of 
mind  and  body.  She  was  thus  deprived  of  all 
clue  to  the  renewal  of  the  acquaintanceship  on 
which  she  had  so  much  reckoned.  Of  Doctor 
Dee  she  had  made  frequent  inquiries  through 
the  Kngliah  residents  in  Holland,  but  could 
only  learn  vague  reports  of  his  total  degradation 
and  disgrace,  and  that  from  having  been  the 
prime  agent  in  various  political  missions,  and 
even  the  instructor  of  Elisabeth  herself  in  the 
far-Bought  mysteries  of  astrology,  he  had  sunk 
into  such  complete  insignificance  as  to  be  quite 
lost  to  the  world- 
Great   then    was   Agnes's   pleasure   on    ex- 
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amiDing  one  day  a  misoelkaieous  ooUecdon  of 
p^)ers>  trinkets,  and  fragments  (sadi  as  at 
oommoD  to  all  travdlers  who  often  change  their 
abode  and  who  Eve  in  a  constant  altematiaB 
of  losii]^,  seeking,  and  finding)  to  discover  the 
▼ery  identical  ring,  so  loog  deplored,  and  so 
simply  coming  to  light  that  it  was  only  wonder- 
ful it  could  have  been  so  often  orerlooked. 
Agnes  did  not  lose  time  in  surmises  as  to  the 
cause  <^  its  disappearance,  nor  did  she  quite 
attribute  its  diaoav&rj  to  supernatural  inter- 
ference.    Yet  die  felt  as  if  her  husband  ought 
to  have  looked  on  it  with  his  old  respect  for 
omens;    and   she  lamoated  deeply   the  indif- 
fereoce  with   which    he    received   her  joyous 
intimatioa  of  this  good  luck,  and  the  air  of 
chilling  doubt   with  which  he  listened  to  her 
sanguine  expectations  fiom  the  now  probable 
discovery  of  their   English  firiend.     For  the 
first  time,  she  regretted  the  utter  change  that 
had  passed  over  his  once  ardent  and  super- 
stitious temperament,  and  she  now  felt   sure 
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that  he  had  indeed  lost  all  hope  in  fortune,  all 
confidence  in  man. 

Elated  far  beyond  her  usual  constitutional 
wont,  she  repaired  to  an  individual  well  versed 
in  the  intricate  combinations  of  medals  seals, 
devices,  and  heraldic  bearings,  and  she  sub- 
mitted to  his  inspection  her  mystic  token  of 
certain  good  to   come.     Her  heart  bounded 
with  hitherto  unknown  joy  when  this  cunning 
antiquary  pronounced  the  bauble  to  be  a  signet 
ring  of  the  ancient  and  noble  house  of  Devereux, 
clearly  cut,  and  plainly  bearing  the   family 
arms  —  the  three  torteauxes    in    chief ;    the 
talbolf  8  head  argent,  eared  gules ;  the  reindeer 
gorged    with    a    ducal    coronet ;     the    motto 
^"^  virtutee  cornea  inmdia  ;"**    and   when,   upon 
due  consideration,  there  could  be  no  doubt  but 
that  it  had  belonged  to  and  was  given  to  Agnes 
by  no  less  a  personage  than  Robert  Earl  of 
Essex,  the  then  all-powerful  favourite  of  Eliza- 
beth of  England  !     Every  inquiry  confirmed 
this  glad  conviction,  for  her  recollections  of  the 
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young  stranger  tallied  perfectly  with  what  she 
DOW  learned  of  his  age  and  his  pereonal  appear* 
ance,  as  well  as  with  wliat  was  known  to  all 
Europe  of  his  chivalric  and  romantic  character. 
It  was  indeed  this  remarkable  man  who  had 
so  generously  and  so  disinterestedly  interposed 
between  our  hero  and  heroine,  and  the  fate 
under  which  but  for  him  Ghebhard  had  in  all 
probability  succumbed.  Essex  was  on  that 
occasion  a  voluntary  associate  with  Doctor  Dee, 
in  the  last  of  his  many  secret  political  miasions 
to  Flanders,  and  principally  to  the  Duke  of 
Parma  then  govemor*gencral  of  the  Spanish 
possessions  in  the  Netherlands.  The  young 
ambition  of  Essex  had  even  then  aimed  at  the 
succession  to  the  post  of  favourite,  so  unworthily 
held  by  the  craven  recreant  Leicester,  and 
tliough  scorning  the  character  to  which  his 
own  was  in  every  way  repugnant,  he  on  all 
possible  occasions  followed  Ms  example  in  con- 
duct which  could  not  compromise  his  honour 
and  might  make  his  fortune.     He  fdt  that  the 
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attainment  of  political  knowledge,  and 
particularly  foreign  information,  were  tb 
acoompUahments  for  bim  who  would  stan 
in  the  fgivour  of  the  queen.  He  therefore 
made  the  acquaintanoe  of  Dee,  and  by  ii 
ible  inducements  persuaded  him  to  as 
him  in  his  secret  doings*  Dee,  who  was  a  i 
nary  as  well  as  a  clever  roan,  who  carri< 
charlatanism  in  his  peculiar  line  as  far  p 
as  Jerome  Scotus  himself  in  his,  had  foi 
enough  to  mark  the  rising  influence  of 
before  it  was  evident  to  the  public  eye 
that  rarely-organized  individual  in  oui 
days,  who  has  the  faculty  of  knowing  th 
tant  approach  of  a  ship,  by  some  strange 
pathy  of  vision  with  the  lights  refraction 
before  the  object  is  seen  by  others  c 
horizon. 

The  sagacity  of  Essex,  in  his  stole 
profoundly  secret  visits  to  the  contineni 
his  accomplished  tutor,  was  turned  t 
valuable  account  as  he  became  more  intii 
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known  to  his  royal  mistress.  His  adTanceraent 
to  the  highest  possible  place  in  her  fayoar  was 
rapid  beyond  parallel,  after  the  death  of 
Leicester  in  1588«  His  diivalroua  oondaci  in 
the  Lisbon  expedition,  the  following  jear, 
seemed  the  crowning  circumstance  of  his  in- 
fluence; but  it  was  not  until  his  duel  with 
Sir  Charles  Blount  in  1590  that  the  tyrant 
fondness  of  ^*  the  sweete  floure  of  amiable 
virginitie,'^  (as  our  motto  has  it)  found  full 
vent ;  and  it  was  just  at  this  critical  epoch  of 
Essex's  life  and  fortunes  that  Agnes  made  the 
discovery  which  we  have  just  recorded.  She 
did  not  hesitate  one  moment  in  the  course  to  be 
pursued.  Relying  with  unwonted  enthusiasm 
on  the  generous  sincerity  of  Essex,  and  with 
undoubting  certainty  on  his  influence  with 
Elizabeth,  she  resolved  to  set  ofi^  at  once  for 
England,  to  lay  at  the  feet  of  the  great  queen 
through  the  intercession  of  her  irresistible 
favourite,  the  claims  of  Ghebhard  Truchses  on 
her  protection  and  influence;  and   visions  of 
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either  for  the  infliction  of  or  the  exemption 
from  sufferings,  such  as  a  sea  voyage  is  ever 
marked  by  to  the  unaccustomed  and  ddicate» 
Agnes  found  herself,  with  wonder  and  delight, 
far  up  the  river  Thames ;  and  in  due  time  she 
was  safely  landed  on  the  populous  quay  of  old 
London. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

The  buoyancy  of  mind  which  Agnes  felt  on 
her  own  account  prevented  the  depression  which 
she  might  perhaps  have  sunk  under,  bad  she 
only  dwelt  on  the  chances  of  success,  or  the  pos- 
sibility of  disappointment,  founded  on  the  cha- 
racter of  the  extraordinary  woman  on  whose 
decisioD  her  own  and  her  husband's  fate  now 
depended.  But  alive  in  the  most  acute  degree 
to  the  sentiment  of  awe,  and  the  repugnant 
shrinking  which  such  a  character  as  Elisabeth's 
must  even  in  that  age  have  inerpired  in  any 
truly  feminine  mind,  she  was  far  more  dis- 
posed to  rest  on  the  certainty  of  the  steady 
friendship  to  be  looked  to  from  Essex,  and  she 
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had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  anything  standing 
in  the  way  of  its  exercise.     In  this  mood  she 
suffered  none  of  the  minor  agitation  which  in  a 
less  inspiring  tone  of  feeling  might  have  at- 
tended on  the  novelty  of  her  situation,  alone  in 
a  strange  land,  for  her  one  Dutdi  hand-maiden 
could  be  of  small  protection  in  necessity,  and 
liable  to  all  the  doubtful  construction  so  likely 
to  be  pat  on  the  conduct  of  a  beautiful  and  un- 
protected  foreigner,  whose  avowed  purpose  was 
a  visit  to  the  most  gallant  and  powerful  noble- 
man in  England.     Her  own  industry  and  the 
assiduous  instruction  of  her  husband  had  re- 
moved one  great  obstruction  to  the  execution  of 
heat  enterprise.    She  had  during  her  residence 
in  Holland  learned  English,  which  she  had 
found    frequent  occasions  of    speaking,   with 
various  diplomatic  agents,  merchants  and  others 
who  constantly  passed  over  from  London  to  the 
Low  Countries,  as  well  as  with  English  officers 
in  the  military  service  of  Prince  Maurice.     She 
could  express  herself  with  fluency  in  the  roost 
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intricate  coDversatioii,  and  understand  perfectly 
even  much  ol  the  idipmatie  quaintnees  with 
which  the  language  then  abounded.  No 
sooner,  therefore,  had  she  passed  through  the 
necessary  forms  on  landing,  being  duly  pro^ 
vided  with  all  the  required  dcxsumeots,  than  die 
made  inquiries  at  the  hostel  where  she  engaged 
a  lodging,  for  the  best  and  readiest  way  of  pro- 
ceeding to  Essex  House,  where  she  soon  ascer- 
tained that  the  wounded  but  now  eonvaleseent 
earl  was  to  be  found. 

*^  Why,  mistress,^  replied  the  worshipful 
host  of  the  Rose  and  Falcon,  ^^  the  best  way  and 
the  readiest  is  ^o  put  yoinr  comely  person  into 
one  of  the  boats  that  wait  at  the  Tower  stairs 
hard  by,  and  to  row  up  the  river  with  the  tide 
which  will  be  running  fast  westward,  for  an 
hour  to  come.  Once  at  Essex  House,  those 
handsome  features  will  be  a  sure  passport  to 
his  liurdship,  and  beshrew  me !  I  much  doubt 
if  he  will  be  in  a  hurry  to  let  them  out  6^  the 
portal  as  fast  as  they  will  ha^  gotten  into  the 
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presence-chamber.  But  be  satisfied  my  mis- 
tress, you  will  have  as  good  quarters  there,  to 
say  the  least,  as  those  you  have  left  behind  you 
with  the  mynheers  of  Amsterdam,  or  as  you 
could  expect  even  with  your  humble  servant, 
Roger  Ryecroft,  host  of  the  Rose  and  Falcon.'" 

Agnes  fully  comprehended  these  inuendoes, 
but  her  mind  was  not  to  be  ruffled  nor  its  pur- 
port turned  aside;  and  the  shrewd  publican 
saw  at  once  that  the  blush  on  her  cheek  was 
neither  of  guilt  nor  shame.  He  consequently 
gave  the  most  obsequious  attention  to  her  wants 
and  wishes ;  and  was  pleased  at  her  expressing 
her  intention  of  occupying  the  chamber  allotted 
to  her,  into  which  she  ordered  her  baggage  to 
be  deposited,  as  a  proof  that  her  \asit  to  Essex 
House  was  not  int^ded  to  be  of  the  lasting 
nature  he  had  surmised. 

When  Agnes  re-appeared,  after  having  taken 
some  refreshment,  modestly  clad  in  a  suit  of 
black,  with  few  ornaments,  and  those  not  chosen 
for  gaudy  display,  Roger  Ryecroft  was  struck 
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with  Still  greater  admiration  and  renewed  re- 
spect; and  he  escorted  her  to  the  stairs,  and 
saw  her  safe  into  the  boat  which  was  one  of  his 
own  selection ;  and  gave  strict  charge  to  the 
boatman,  who  bore  the  badge  of  the  Westmin- 
ster Water  Company,  to  take  especial  care  of 
the  worshipful  lady  who  entrusted  herself  to  his 
skill  and  civility,  intimating  that  she  was  of 
high  quality  and  of  much  consideration  in  the 
eyes  of  his  noble  eminence  "  the  queen's  earl,^' 
(as  the  public  emphatically  called  him)  whom 
she  was  going  to  visit. 

The  residence  of  the  Earl  of  Essex  with  its 
gardens  occupied  the  situation  of  the  street  that 
at  present  bears  his  name,  and  had  two  separate 
entrances,  one  opening  to  the  Strand,  and  the 
other  on  the  river.  It  was  by  the  latter  that 
Agnes  made  her  approach,  with  a  light  step, 
a  confident  spirit,  but  a  palpitating  heart. 
No  misgiving  as  to  the  earl's  remembrance  of 
her  crossed  her  mind  ;  but  she  reflected  that  be 
was  no  longer  a  boy  of  undeveloped  aspirations. 
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but  a  man,  whose  full  grown  greatness  made  an 
abrupt  and  unceremonious  intrusion  upon  him 
a  somewhat  hazardous  step.  His  pride  might 
have  grown  in  proportion  with  his  power ;  and 
he  might  after  the  first  cordial  recognition  look 
on  her  perhaps  as  too  bold  and  too  troublesome 
a  petitioner.  But  the  risk,  thought  she,  musi 
now  be  run,  and  she  had  only  to  trust  to  chance 
for  the  result  of  her  enterprize.  But  no  notion 
crossed  her  mind  of  any  personal  feeling  mixing 
with  the  views  of  Essex,  either  as  to  his  conside- 
ration of  her,  or  as  to  his  opinion  relative  to  her 
conduct  with  regard  to  him. 

She  was  received  and  admitted  at  ^^  the  water- 
gate'"  with  respectful  assiduity  by  the  porter 
and  serving-men  on  duty  there — all  the  esta- 
blishment of  Essex  House  being  taught  to  give 
a  most  gracious  reception  to  every  visitor  of  the 
fair  sex — and  she  proceeded,  under  the  guidance 
of  one  of  the  badged  and  liveried  servitors, 
straightway  through  the  gardens  to  the  man- 
sion     Introduced  by  him  into  a  lodge  cloae  to 
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die  gardeD  portico,  which  Led  directly  to  the 
steward's  apartments.  She  was  accommodated 
with  a  cushioned  chair  in  s  private  chamber, 
looking  out  on  the  way  by  which  she  had  ap- 
proached. The  old  gray-headed  functionary, 
who  occupied  the  post  of  keeper  of  *'  the  ladies' 
lodge,"  was  in  every  respect  suited  to  his  situa- 
tion. A  tone  of  court-bred  propriety  distin- 
guished his  manners.  He  asked  no  impertinent 
questions,  gave  no  intrusive  glances,  nor  seemed 
to  have  any  curiosity  as  to  "  the  whereabouts" 
of  the  female  inquirers  after  his  noble  master ; 
but  sending  his  grand  daughter,' a  neat  lively 
girl,  to  attend  on  our  heroine  during  his  ab- 
sence, he  hobbled  off  to  announce  to  Sir  Gilley 
Merrick,  the  steward,  the  new-comer  who  de- 
clined giving  4ier  name,  but  required,  if  pos- 
sible, to  have  speech  with  the  earl. 

Whatever  might  be  the  outward  show  of 
deference  paid  to  the  sex  by  the  servitors  of  the 
gallant  Essex,  there  was  naturally  no  restric- 
tion in  their  conversatJonal  comments,  when  out 
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if  the  presence  of  each  fair  expectant  who  bom 
various  motiTes  sought  his  patitmage.  The 
pompous  steward  therefore  was  in  no  hurry  to 
grant  an  audience  to  the  unattended,  modestly- 
adcnmed,  and  fiMreign-accented  lady  whom  the 
lodgeJceeper  had  described  with  his  accus- 
tomed minuteness.  Essex  was,  besides,  fuUy 
occupied  in  receiving  the  Tistts  of  his  many 
friends,  who  now,  it  being  after  the  dinner  hour, 
poured  in  from  both  entrances  to  beset  the 
housdiold  with  inquiries  for  **  the  very  dear 
and  noble  lord,^  for  whom  the  queen^s  tender- 
ness was  well  known  to  be  overflowing  during 
the  last  two  days,  though  she  had  affected  a 
good  deal  of  satisfaction  at  the  news  of  his  dis- 
comfiture and  the  check  to  his  pride,  so  latdy 
received  at  the  hands  of  Sir  Charles  Blount. 
Agnes  was  therefore  left  for  a  considerable  time 
in  a  somewhat  annojfing  state  of  suspense,  which 
was  however  made  lighter  from  the  kind  and 
lively  attentions  of  the  cdd  man^s  granddaughter, 
who  talked  incessantly,  and  anmsed  her  not  a 
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little  with  the  goasipping  particuUrs  of  the 
earra  doings,  the  late  duel,  and  reports  of 
variouB  kinds  connected  with  the  court,  and  the 
favourite's  influence  over  the  queen,  ma^iified 
if  possible  by  the  garrulous  girl,  in  honour  of 
the  noble  house  of  Essex  to  which  she  con- 
sifiered  herself  a  very  graceful  appendage. 

She  also  pcmited  out  to  A^es  among  llie 
visitors  who  cune  in  th^r  barges  and  ap- 
{ffoacbed  the  house  by  the  gardens,  the  Earl 
of  Southampton,  Sir  Ferdinando  Gorges,  Lit- 
tleton of  Frankley,  Sir  Charles  Davers,  and 
others  of  note  among  the  earl's  particular 
friends.  So  that  our  heroine  became  in  a  couple 
of  hours  acquainted,  with  the  persons,  and  in- 
itiated into  the  bietories  of  some  of  the  (lite  of 
English  rank  and  fashion. 

At  length  Sir  Gilley  Merrick  himself  ap- 
peared before  our  heroine;  and,  with  a  most 
patronizing  tone  of  condescenrion,  and  with  apo- 
logies for  the  delay,  inquired  hw  pleasure. 
This  was  easily  explained — ^it  was  but  a  repeti- 
p  2 
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tioD  of  her  former  demand.  The  steward  made 
a  oonsiderable  demur  on  her  dediniog  to  give 
her  name — which  she  did  from  the  absolute 
motive  of  not  knowing  what  name  to  give,  with 
a  chan/oe  of  its  being  inteUigiUe  to  Essex. 
That  by  which  she  and  her  husband  had  been 
knowB  during  their  melancholy  aqjoom  at  The- 
rouenne  had  doubtless  escaped  his  memory,  and 
it  was  at  any  rate  too  ignoble  and  harsh-sound* 
ing  for  the  ears  polite  of  his  retainers;  and  she 
did  not  like  to  commit  to  light  comment  either 
her  husband's  or  her  own  real  appellation.  She 
faltered  and  hesitated,  as  the  inquisitive  steward 
pressed  his  request  as  being  indi^ensabletoher 
being  admitted  to  the  earPs  presence.  But  on 
h^  intimating  that  she  possessed  a  token  which 
wotdd  no  doubt  prove  a  passport,  and  pro- 
ducing the  signet-ringi  the  worthy  knight 
ohanged  his  tone ;  and,  believing  her  now  to  be 
beyond  scrutiny  a  lady  high  in  his  master^s 
favour,  he  assured  her  of  his  profound  devotion 
to  her  service,  and  of  his  anxiety  to  facilitate  by 
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all  means  the  object  of  her  desire.  He  there- 
fore escorted  her  forthwith  to  an  apartment  in 
his  ovm  suite  of  rooms,  a  positive  promotion 
from  her  waiting  station  in  the  ladies'  lodge. 
Here  she  had,  however,  again  to  endure  a  con- 
siderable delay,  while  Sir  Gilley  retired  to  con- 
sult with  Henry  Cuff,  the  earl's  oonfidentiai 
secretary,  as  to  the  feasibility  of  presenting  the 
ring  while  Essex  was  so  surrounded  with  his 
loving  gossips  and  inquiring  friends. 

Left  to  herself  again,  Agnes  began  to  suffer 
an  undefined  ianxiety  as  to  the  termination  of 
•her  adventure.  With  so  many  ceremonious 
difficulties  between  her  and  a  mere  audience  of 
the  master  of  all  the  state  appurtenances  which 
she  had  seen  already,  ^<  What,  ^  thought  she, 
**  may  not  the  man  himself  now  bef  How 
self -proud,  how  presumptuous!  and,  oh  Ood, 
if  after  all  I  am  wrong  in  my  conjecture — ^if  the 
young  man  who  gave  me  the  ring  was  some 
impostor — or  even  though  a  man  of  the  rank 
we  suppose  him,  still  not  Essex !     What  mare 
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likely  than  that  the  pretended  necromancar  Dee 
should  have  been  leagued  with  some  assodate 
rogue,  who,  possessed  bj  chance  of  the  signet* 
ring,  has  made  use  of  it  to  carry  on  die  easier 
some  scheme  of  deceit  ?  But  then,  his  noUe 
bearing,  his  frank  demeanour,  his  generous 
words!  could  all  these  have  been  assumed? 
Oh,  how  rashly  I  have  undertaken  a  perilous 
task  !  Alas  !  my  husband,  where  was  your 
once  proud  energy,  your  prompt  perception, 
that  would  have  seen  at  a  glance  the, risk  I 
was  rushing  on,  and  forbade  this  wild  adven* 
ture !'' 

Before  this  new  and  startling  train  of  doubt 
could  reach  a  height  of  serious  agitadoo,  the 
knight-steward  re-appeared,  with  another  per- 
son of  a  determined  yet  dissimulating  mien, 
whose  grave  suit  of  black  contrasted  strongly 
with  Sir  Oilley^s  flashy  attire,  and  who  was 
formally  presented  by  the  latter,  as  ^<  his  good 
friend  Master  Henry  CuflF,  the  very  breath  of 
the  earPs  most  marvellous  secrets,  and  a  jroung 
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lom  of  the  most  approved  discretion  and  emi- 
nent fitness  for  all  confidential  UDdertakinga." 

Tlie  subject  of  this  panegyric  seemed  to  take 
small  heed'  of  it ;  yet  he  bore  It  out  in  a  mea> 
-sure  by  the  matured  and  cautious  terms  in 
which  he  conveyed  to  Agnes  his  lord's  earnest 
request  that  she  would  fcvthwiUi  hcHiour  him  with 
her  presence  in  bis  withdrawiDg-room,  lameness 
from  an  accidoit  preventing  his  hurrying  to  Sir 
Qilley  Merrick's  apartments,  to  offer  his  homage 
and  conduct  her  to  a  more  worthy  place  of 
reception. 

"  But  lar,""  asked  Agnes  with  a  faltering 
voice,  "  are  you  sure  that  his  lordship  recog- 
nised the  ring  and  remembered  her  to  whom  it 
was  given  P" 

"  Madam,  my  good  lord  never  forgets  a 
fdedge,  nor  is  any  he  who  has  had  the  happy 
fortune  to  see  you  once  likely  to  forget  bis  good 
luck." 

"  Nay  sir,  but  tdl  me  truly  what  did  his 
lordsbip  say  on  getting  back  his  ugnet-ring  f" 
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'<  Pray,  madam,  let  my  duty  be  my  excuse 
for  putting  forth  no  words  of  my  honoured 

*  * 

master's,  but  those  he  bade  me  to  speak  to  you 
in  his  name.  His  lordship  waits  your  coming 
with  impatience.     Let  me  have  the  happiness 

r 

of  tending  you  into  his  presence.^ 

Agnes  still  hesitated.  She  knew  not  wha^ 
question  more  to  put,  to  relieve  her  anxiety. 
She  trembled  with  the  dreadful  belief  that  she 
was  going  to  meet  a  perfect  stranger — yet  bow 
to  retreat?  Once  more  her  natural  courage 
and  graceful  self-confidence  protected  her ;  she 
felt  her  conscience  clear ;  and  relying  on  Hea- 
ven^s  protection,  happen  what  might,  she  moved 
forward  with  a  calm  and  steady  step  escorted 
by  the  secretary  and  the  steward.  After  as- 
cending  a  flight  of  stairs  and  then  traversing 
several  corridors,  saloons,  and  anti-rooms,  all 
furnished  in  the  most  profusely  luxurious  style, 
they  reached  the  private  withdrawing-room  of 
the  Earl  of  Essex.  The  door  was  opened  by  an 
attendant  groom  of  the  chambers.     Sir  Oilley 
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Merrick  proceeded  no  further.  But  Guff  led 
the  fair  visitor  up  towards  the  couch,  where 
the  earl  half  sat  and  half  reclined,  and  then 
withdrew  respectfully  and  in  silence. 

Agnes  could  not  for  some  moments  look  *on 
the  person  beside  whom  she  now  stood,  and 
whose  features  at  a  first  glance  in  entering  the 
large  room,  she  was  not  able  to  distinguish. 
A  soft-toned  voice  said  some  few  words — ^but 
she  heard  them  not.  She  trembled  with  emo- 
tion, she  felt  that  the  colour  left  her  cheek ; 
and  probably  the  womanly  feeling  that  her 
beauty  would  be  cruelly  impaired  by  her  agita- 
tion acted  as  much  towards  her  recovery,  as  the 
rustling  sound  of  the  richly-embroidered  silk 
gown,  which  told  her  that  the  wounded  man 
was  making  an  attempt  to  rise  from  the  couch. 
With  a  sudden  effort  she  raised  her  looks  upon 
his  elegant  form  and  fine  countenance  on  which 
a  slight  paleness  had  taken  the  place  of  the 
fever-flush  of  the  last  few  davs.  After  an 
instant's  examination  she  saw  that  all  was  right .' 

p  3 
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It  was  indeed  her  former  friend  who  now  hdd 
her  band,  and  spoke  and  looked  a  tbousand 
welcomes.  TotaUy  overcome  with  pleasure 
and  nervous  excitement,  (slie  burst  into  tcars^ 
and  allowed  the  emrl  to  place  her  on  the  coodi, 
against  one  of  the  embroiderj^^covc^red  cudnons 
on  which  she  leaned  her  face,  and  sobbed  and 
wept  with  violent  emotion.  The  lingkig  of  a 
silver  bell  close  by  brought  her  to  herself 
again ;  and  she  saw  evident  marks  of  pain  on 
the  features  of  her  noble  host  from  his  effiort  in 
rising  up  and  reaching  the  bdl  from  the  table. 
To  her  great  relief  a  female  attendant  of  most 
respectable  mien  obeyed  the  summons;  and 
Essex  with  delicate  gallantry  1^  it  to  her  care 
to  offer  what  remedies  our  poor  heroine's  fl^ta* 
tion  might  require. 

A  few  minutes  quite  recovered  and  composed 
her ;  and  as  her  eye  brightened,  and  the  fine 
glow  of  health  and  animation  lighted  her  coun* 
tenance  up,  Essex  thought  she  had  grown  in 
beauty  with  increasing  years      Her  elegant 
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though  plain  and  grave-looking  appar 
oomingly  adapted  to  her  symmetrical  fori 
duoed  an  effect  far  different  to  the  brow 
kirtle  and  cherrj-ooloured  boddice  in  w1 
had  seen  her  during  her  disguise  in  Fl 
though  eren  in  that  she  was,  he  though 
lovely.  His  admiration  was  unbounded 
interview  went  on.  Her  ingenuous  eoni 
her  doquent  sketches  of  her  own  and  h 
band's  thougUts,  feelings,  and  hopes,  Ii 
mated  congratulations  cm  his  own  celebri 
her  belief  in  his  power  to  accomplish  alm< 
thing  which  might  depend  on  Queen 
beth^s  influenoe  were  all  put  forth  in  ra{ 
logical  sequence,  and  Essex  was  com 
carried  away  in  his  delighted  attention 
now  enthusiastic  Agnes,  for  she  had  f 
theme  to  excite  her  to  the  utmost  war 
thought  and  diction. 

He  answered  her  with  all  the  generous 
ness  which  was  the  distinguishing  mark 
character.      He  forgot  the  uneasiness 
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voundy  the  wcaimefls  it  had  prodnoed— evcrf 
thing  but  his  admiiatian  of  the  besutiful  womas 
he  oooTereed  witb^  and  his  sad  ooD^ictioo  ihM 
her  hopes  were  all  false  and  her  azduoua  joamey 
fruitless.  In  the  mildest,  but  still  in  most 
decided,  phrase  he  convinoed  her-^not  abrupdy 
but  with  ddicate  gradatiotts  of  pwK>f  that> 
Queen  Elisabeth  was  for  a  double  reaaon  most 
hostildy  disposed,  both  towards  hersdf  and  her 
husband.  She  had,  as  all  the  woM  had,  heaid 
of  the  alniost  miraculously  perfect  resAnblanoe 
between  Agnes  and  Mary  Stuart ;  and  the  vfle 
death-doing*  which  she  had  accomplished  on 
our  heroine^s  lovely  prototype  made  the  very 


•  We  hesitate  to  affix  the  poeitiTe  epithet  mt^r^er  to 
this  deed  of  hlood,  the  previous  legal  forms  9nSt^nmg  ia 
some  degree  its  atrocitj.  But  numj  a  murder  has  been 
commltfeod  with  less  rerotdng  dtvumstanoes  than  those 
which  marked  the  cruel  and  craftj  conduct  of  £Usabetfa 
throughout.  It  was  not,  *at  any  rate,  her  shrinkingneas 
from  the  crime,  which  prerented  the  handofapriTate 
assassin  from  forestalling  the  stroke  of  the  executtoner«i^ 
See  Davison's  Apology,  Camden*s  Annals,  and  the  papers 
ofSirAmiasPaulet. 
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nme  of  Agnes  s  sonncl  cf  horror  to  het  ears. 
Ofaibhtird  too,  in  flying  in  the  face  of  authoritj' 
snd  boldly  acting  on  bis  own  coDnctkms  and 
affectioDB,  had  always  been  looked  oa  by  her 
with  reprobation  latber  than  approval.  And 
she  moreovsr  had  do  ajmpsthy  for  married 
«om«i,  wbom  she  r^arded  almost  universally 
with  <^en  hatred  or  smothered  cnvj.  All  thin 
was  now  exjdained  by  Essex,  with  due  manage- 
moit  however  of  the  hateful  character  of  that 
mistreae,  to  whom  he,  in  common  with  some  of 
the  bravest  and  wisest  men  of  the  whole  world, 
had  prostrated  in  all  possible  ways  ^e  dignity 
and  independence  of  human  nature.  He  fur- 
ther revealed  the  fact  of  his  Having  made 
repeated  efibrts,  when  in  the  very  highest 
triumph  of  favouritism,  to  soften  her  prejudice, 
and  obtain  her  assistance  for  our  hero  and 
henrine,  but  invariably  without  success,  and 
more  than  once  with  great  risk  to  his  own  in- 
fluence,  and  thus  Essex  explained  at  once  his 
own  fidelity  to  bis  vow  of  friendship  and  the 
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apparent  inooosisteiicy  of  hia  never  having  made 
any  attempt  to  renew  the  aoquaintanoeship» 
when  circumstances  might  haye  warranted  the 
highest  expectation  of  advantage. 

All  this  fdl  upon  poor  Agnes  with  a  cUH 
and  dreary  sense  of  disappointment;  and 
scarcely  could  the  redeeming  conviction  of 
Essex's  sincerity  bear  her  up  against  the  shud^ 
dering  dread  with  which  she  reflected  that  she 
was  in  the  territory,  the  power,  and  the  dose 
neighbourhood  of  the  haughty  tyrant,  so  odi- 
ously depicted  to  her  even  i)y  a  friendly  repre- 
sentation. Her  first  feeling  was  to  fly  instantly 
fttim  the  country  which  owned  a  sway  so 
revolting  and  humiliating ;  and  just  then  her 
eyes  involuntarily  became  fixed  on  the  full- 
length  portrait  of  this  terrible  woman  (which 
her  youthful  idolater  had  thus  almost  always 
in  his  observation  in  the  most  sacred  recess 
of  his  privacy),  a  dose  copy  from  the  odb- 
brated  drawing  by  Isaac  Oliver,  which  repre- 
sents Elisabeth  in  the  dress  she  wore  at  the 
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tbwik^vJDg  in  St.  Paurs  Cathedral,  after  the 
defeat  of  the  armada.  Represented  as  d» 
there  was,  etudded  with  jewds  and  pearls, 
with  glittering  crown  on  head,  bright  hair  [Ho- 
fusely  curled  and  ornamented,  sceptre  in  hand, 
a  face  of  highly  intellectual  beauty,  and  scarcely 
of  middle  i^e,  Agnes  could  not  help  longing, 
after  all,  to  see  the  original  of  this  deception, 
which  tbe  obsequious  artist  had  sent  forth  to 
the  world,  to  be  muUii^ied  in  the  now  icarcely- 
to-be-procured  print  of  Crispin  de  Passe.  Our 
heroine,  in  tfae  goiuine  artlessneBs  of  her  na- 
ture, took  all  those  limned  lies  for  fact,  and 
she  could  not  resist  the  belief  that  a  warm 
appeal  would  be  yet  favourably  listened  to,  by 
the  being  whose  countenance  beamed  with  such 
sublime  benignity 

While  this  never-to-be-realised  hope  was  elo- 
quently speaking  in  Agnes's  features,  ou  which 
Essex  gazed  with  a  wild  mixture  td  feelings'— 
fat  so  much  beauty  of  mind  and  person  could 
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not  fiul  stnngel J  and  strongly  to  move  tt  man 
like  him — the  gentle  wanung  of  a  muffled  bell 

« 

within  the  room  told  him  that  the  female  at- 
tendant who  had  before  appeared  required 
speech  of  him  on  some  urgent  occasion,  for 
none  other  could  excuse  an  intrusion  on  such 
a  ieie-i-tete  as  he  was  now  engaged  in.  He 
answered  by  the  sound  of  his  own  sOver 
hand-bell ;  and,  with  a  look  of  some  anxiety, 
he  watched  the  entrance  of  the  discreet  person 
thus  once  more  summoned.  She  came  in  with 
evident  trepidation  in  her  look,  but  true  to  her 
accustomed  reserve  she  never  suffered  her  eyes 
to  reach  the  female  form  which  was  now  seated 
familiarly  on  the  couch  beside  her  lard.  Di- 
recting  her  eyes  towards  him  alone  with  con- 
siderable skill  of  concentration,  she  informed 
him  that  '*  Master  Henry  Cuff  needed  an  in- 
stant admission  to  his  noble  presence,  on  matter 
of  imminent  haste."* 

'*  *Fore  God !  it  must  be  such,  and  in  ear- 
nest too,  or  Master  Cuff^s  head  will  be  found 
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too  heavy,  for  all  iU  wit^  to  rest  steadily  on 
his  shoulders.  Let  the  fellow  come  in — with 
your  good  leave  most  lovely  countess— (Agnes 
bowed  assent)  that  is,  if  a  moment^s  thought 
Bufficeth  to  assure  him  that  he  breaks  not  on 
me  thus  with  some  unworthy  rumour  or  mes- 
sage of  no  account/^ 

^^My  lord,  it  concemeth  the  queen's  ma- 
jesty/' said  the  woman,  with  a  significant  shake 
of  the  head  which  spoke  much  meaning. 

<<  Indeed  !^  exclaimed  Essex,  with  such  thrill 
of  heart-^inkingness  as  a  schoolboy  suffers  at 
the  approach  of  his  pedagogue  tyrant. 

*<  Come  in,  good  Henry !  quick  man,  quick  !^* 
and  in  an  instant  the  secretary  was  in  the  pre- 
sence of  his  lord. 

^  Speak  out,  Cuff  !^  continued  he,  in  ap- 
parent forgetfulness  of  his  fair  visitor  by  his 
side.  *^What  wills  her  gracious  highness  of 
me  ?  Does  one  from  Whitehall  wait  ?  H^t 
thou  no  missive  from  my  great  mistresses  hand? 
What  does  the  queen  require  .^'^ 
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^^In  God's  sooth,  my  noUe  lord,  I  know 
not,  but  jour  lorddiip  will  ere  long  have  proof 
of  it  by  the  eyideoce  of  your  own  ears--4lie 
queen  is  at  this  moment  landing-  fram  the 
barge-royal  at  the  garden-gate  stair,  to  take 
your  lordship  graciously  by  surprise.'* 

This  was  said  with  a  habitual  sneer,  whidi 
the  astounded  Essex  had  not  time  to  notice. 

^*  God's  pity !  can  this  be  true !""  exdaimed 
he,  and  rising  abruptly  and  seizing  his  seoe? 
tary*s  arm,  he  hurried,  unmindful  of  bis  hurt, 
towards  a  window  commanding  a  full  view  of 
the  gardens  and  river.  From  that  position  be 
was  ii^ieed  enabled  to  judge  of  the  fact,  that 
Elisabeth  approached  in  person  to  pay  him  a 
condescending  visit  of  inquiry,  and  as  the  sufis 
now  sloping  westward,  shone  full  upon  the 
scene,  he  saw  her  proud  figure  ascending  the 
steps  which  Agnes  had  a  few  hours  previously 
mounted,  Leaning  on  the  arm  of  his  arch-enemy 
Robert  Cecil  the  secretary,  by  whose  presence  on 
this  occasion  she  meant  to  temper  the  pride  which 
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sbe  calculMed  c«  its  exciting  in  her  impetuouB 
kinsmsn  and  favourite.  ^  Joho  Fortescue, 
inaBter  of  the  wardrobe,  the  queen's  guide  and 
aseistant  in  the  study  of  Greek  and  Latin,  with 
a  few  other  gentlemen  of  her  household,  and 
three  or  four  ladies  closest  in  attendance  on 
her  person,  formed  the  whole  party  which  ac< 
companied  her  on  this  impromptu  visit,  except 
a  small  detachment  of  the  palace-guard  which 
followed  close,  in  another  boat,  the  track  of  the 
royal  barge. 

Essex  saw  the  queen  step  firmly,  and  with 
her  wonted  air  of  pride,  up  the  steps  and  on 
the  j^atform  which  overlooked  the  river.  He 
seemed  fascinated  by  the  si^t  of  the  woman 
who  held  him  in  such  slavish  thraldom,  and 
appeared  to  have  forgotten  all  else  in  the  world. 
Elizabeth  was  then  closing  fast  towards  sixty 
years  of  age.  Her  erect  tall  stature  was  un- 
impaired by  time,  and  its  rigid  character  was 
well  supported  by  the  harsh  style  of  female 
dress  then  in  fashion.     But  with  this  exception 
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she  bore  all  the  marks  of  age  on  her  person. 
Her  faded  complexion  and  sunken  cheeks»  de- 
caying teeth  and  shrivelled  skin,  spoke  a  tale^ 
and  a  moral,  too  obvious  not  to  be  clearly  read 
by  any  one  save  herself.  The  red  hair,  whidi 
former  flatteries  had  transmuted  into  ^  golden 
locks  ^  was  now  changed  by  the  metallie  toudi 
of  time  into  iron-gray ;  and  all  the  aid  of  stud- 
ded  stomacher  and  thick-flounced  frill  could 
not  conceal  the  fact  of  h&  bosom's  symmetry 
having  wholly  disappeared*  Like  all  thoee 
faded  beauties  who  strive  to  dazzle  when  they 
can  no  longer  delight,  this  old  coquette  had 
great  reliance  on  velvets,  golden  firinge,  and 
precious  stones ;  and  on  this  occasion  she  was 
as  usual  profusely  decked  with  those  adcmt- 
ments.  Her  attendant  ladies  were  richly 
dressed,  but  far  eclipsed  by  her  magnificent 
display. 

The  bewildered  hous^old  had  all  rushed 
out  into  the  gardens  on  the  announcement  of 
the  queen^s  near  approach ;  but  until  the  barge 
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actually  stopped  at  the  Btaifs  no  one  could  be- 
lieve that  she  meaat  to  come  in  this  unexpected 
way,  to  throw  all  Essex  House — including  its 
noble  owner — into  confusion.  But  the  fiea- 
sure  of  creating  embarrassment  and  annoyance 
to  her  dearest  friends  was  among  the  peculiar 
enjoyments  of  this  "  mild  blossome  of  all  gra- 
caousneBse."  The  consequent  bustle  was  at 
once  painful  and  ludicrous.  The  serving-men 
were  seen  running  in  every  direction  in  search 
of  their  new  doublets  and  best-badged  cloaks; 
the  household  halberdiers  donned  in  all  baste 
and  imperfectly  enough,  their  various  accoutre- 
ments ;  the  band  of  cornets  and  sackbutts  kept 
for  state  occasions  hurried  along  towards  the 
scene  of  action,  some  with  instruments  some 
without,  and  few  with  a  sufficient  portion  of 
breath  in  their  lungs  to  blow  even  the  discor- 
dant blast  of  welcome  which  hailed  her  highness 
as  she  gained  the  [datform.  Tha«  the  im- 
portant Sir  Gilley  Merrick,  with  his  straj^ling 
and  bare-headed  band  of  grooms  and  varlets. 
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the  old  lodge-keeper  and  the  two  gate-pofCen, 
were  all  duly  prostrate,  in  the  servile  costom 
of  the  times,  while  the  virgin  queen  passed  by 
them  as  so  many  dogs,  without  deigning  a 
word  or  look  in  return  to  their  hase  homage. 

The  delighted  eyes  of  Essex  took  in  the 
whole  scene,  but  was  evidently  absorbed  by  the 
one  great  object  of  attraction,  till  Cuff,  bis  con* 
ning  secretary  (in  the  true  meaning  ci  the 
word,  for  he  knew  his  lord's  most  privy 
thoughts)  asked  him  in  a  sly  under-tone  <^if 
he  meant  to  present  the  strange  lady  to  ber 
highness  in  that  private  room  or  in  the  pm> 
sence-hall  ?'' 

Roused  by  this  hint  to  a  recollection  c^  bis 
situation,  the  earl  started  round,  and  mcR 
deadly  pale  than  when  his  recent  wound  had 
bled  most  freely  he  stammered  out  to  Agnes 
some  explanation  of  the  absolute  necessity  of 
ber  being  concealed  during  the  queen's  visit. 
Agnes,  who  had  comprehended  the  whole 
affair,    and   who  saw  Essex'^s   terrors  in  the 
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workiDgB  of  his  oouDteoaiice,  was  as  anxious 
as  be  was  to  be  hid  for  ever  from  the  sight 
of  Elisabeth,  whose  rumoured  approach  had 
quickly  put  to  flight  the  passing  vision  raised 
by  the  esamipation  of  her  portrait.  She  was 
ready  to  accede  to  any  proposition  for  imme- 
diate escape,  and  she  tremblingly  expressed 
this  to  her  equally  frightened  host.  Cuff  was 
about  to  lead  her  from  the  room,  when  a  loud 
bustle  was  heard  in  the  aoti-chamber,  aiid  the 
galleries  beyond,  occasioned  by  the  breathless 
steward  and  sundry  of  the  domestics  approach- 
ing by  the  by-ways  of  the  man^on,  to  prepare 
their  lord  and  have  some  little  show  of  order 
as  the  august  visitor  made  her  advance  by  the 
great  stair  and  the  great  gallery.  Thus  beset, 
Essex  had  too  much  delicacy  to  expose  Agnes 
to  the  disgraceful  measure  of  a  furtive  removal 
in  the  sight  of  the  very  varlets  of  his  house- 
hold, who  would  of  course  attach  disgrace  to 
her  visit  and  consequently  to  her  character. 
The  dilemma  was  serious.     The  time  for  de- 
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liberatioD  short.  The  diacoyery  of  my  female 
visitor — but  particularly  of  one  so  sure  to  ex- 
cite the  queen^s  most  hateful  passiods — might 
have  brought  down  a  shower  of  vet^eanoe  oa 
the  head  of  her  distinguidied  slave. — ^WhaC 
was  to  be  done? 

"  The  book  closet  my  lord* — the  lady  will 
surely  consent  to  take  refuge  there  ?*"  suggested 
the  wily  secretary, 

^'  Oh,  yes !  any  where,*'  said  Agnes,  ^*  to  save 
me  from  the  sight  of  this  terrible  queen  of 
your^s,  and  you,  my  lord,  from  any  risk  of  blame 
on  my  account.'*' 

In  a  moment  more,  our  heroine,  palpitating, 
faint,  and  as  pale  as  death,  was  safely  ensconced 
in  a  corner  of  the  earFs  private  library,  a  small 
but  elegant  room,  opening  out  of  the  with* 
drawing-room  on  one  side  of  the  chimney-place  ; 
his  sleeping  apartment,  of  not  much  larger  di- 
mensions being  at  the  other  side.  Scarcely  had 
Agnes  disappeared,  and  Essex  taken  his  place 
on  his  couch  again,  when  the  docMrs  were  opened 
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with  great  colemnitjr  by  Sir  Oilley  Merrick, 
the  master  of  the  vardrt^  advanced  announc- 
ing the  BOTereign^B  approach,  and  close  fol- 
lowing eune  Eb'zabeth  herself,  walking  alone 
and  foUoved  by  her  maids  of  honour,  Cecil, 
and  the  rest.  Ebscx  rose  from  tiie  couch 
though  with  pain  and  difficulty,  advanced 
towanlB  the  door,  and  threw  himself  on  his 
knees  before  the  queen.  6he  stoc^ied  and 
bade  him  riae,  gazed  oo  him  with  an  expression 
of  fondness,  and  holding  bath  his  hands,  whfle 
be  still  impressed  his  kisses  upon  her's,  she 
exdftimed, 

"And  all  this  great  suffering,  this  gretX 
risk,  all  for  the  love  of  ue  !  Ah,  my  brave  young 
kinsman  tbou  bast  tried  thy  sovereign's  love 
too  keedy.  Yet  aH  is  bow  fo^iven — but  not 
£»'gotteti !  £s8ieK  thou  art  ill — there  is  no 
colour  in  thy  cbeeks.  Where  is  thy  pbyndan  ? 
In  good  tooth  I  thought  not  to  find  thee  thus." 

Essex  replied,  with  truth  but  not  with 
candour,  that  "it  was  the  overcomii^  emotion 
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of  hcF  majesty's  sudden  approach  that  some- 
what affected  his  weak  state.'* 

<<  Well,  we  must  not  wait  too  long  nor  risk 
thy  relapse  from  over-feeling,''  said  the  queen  ; 
her  iranity  which  had  led  her  to  believe  that 
Essex  had  fought  his  duel  soldy  frcnn  his 
admiration  of  her  person,   taking  it  now  for 
granted  that  it  was  a  paroxysm  of  love  on 
seeing    her    so    abruptly    which    caused    his 
emotion.     She  only  mistook  the  cause,  not  the 
^  effect     A  slavish  dread  of  her  power,  a  para- 
mount  notion   of  her  divinity  of  right,  and 
habitual  abasement  before  ^<  God's  anointed" 
composed  the  elements    of   what    Elisabeth's 
weakness  fancied  to  be  a  personal   passion ; 
and   created  a  real   and   deep    sentiment   of 
idolatry  for  the  sovereign,  which  happily  can 
find  no  place  in  the  breasts  of  free-born  men. 
The  queen  took  her  seat  on  the  couch,  and 
insisted  on  Essex's  reposing  on  one  of  the  high 
cushions  at  her  feet.     And  thus  placed,  the 
by-standers  looking  on  with  profound  respect, 
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sbe  proceeded  with  anxious  inquiries  after  bis 
wound,  and  with  a  tedious  lecture  on  the  duty 
of  men  towards  their  sovereigns,  **to  whom 
they  owed  their  state  and  service,  lives  and 
limbs,  and  from  whose  gracious  breath  alone 
they  had  a  right  to  take  warrant  for  any  risk 
or  peril,^'*  with  much  more  of  the  same  im- 
pressive absurdity,  to  prove  the  high  pre- 
rogative of  the  prince  and  the  lowly  pretensions 
of  the  subject. 

^^And  now  my  good  lord,**"  said  she  rising 
(after  having  partaken  some  slight  refreshment, 
a  manchet  and  a  glass  of  Malvoisie,  a  rare 
indulgence,  as  she  seldom  drank  wine)  '^we 
must  end  our  visit,  nor  risk  your  health  too 
much  by  the  stretch  of  your  regard  to  do  us 
honour.  Your  visible  agitation  is  a  grateful 
proof  of  true  duty ;  and  well  it  pleaseth  us 
to  see — ^though  tnuth  to  say  we  owe  no  thanks 
on  flattery's  score  to  the  deep  daubing  of 
Master  Oliver's  copyist — ^to  see  that  our  image 
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ornaments  your  private  roonu    We  take  it^ 
good  Essex,  as  no  small  proof  of  love/' 

«  My  gracious  mistress,  to  whom  I  owe  all  I 
have  on  earth,  it  is  but  fitting  that  your  divine 
person  alone  should  fill  my  eyes,  as  it  doth 
fill  my  heart,**^  replied  the  noble  flatterer. 
Elizabeth  held  out  her  hand  once  more  to 
receive  his  ardent  kisses,  whereat  the  super- 
annuated spinster  waxed  still  more  tender  than 
before.  Essex,  though  highly  dated  by  the 
triumph  which  her  evident  affection  during 
this  visit  afibrded  him  over  Cecil,  in  whose 
presence  it  was  thus  displayed,  felt  no  small 
relief,  at  the  near  prospect  of  being  freed 
from  the  risk  which  this  perilous  visit  had 
promised  at  its  opening. 

^^  And  so  my  kind  young  kinsman,^'  resumed 
the  queen,  *'  we  may  now  fairly  say  that  we 
know  Essex  House  to  the  core,  as  we  know  its 
noble  master.  And  it  is  but  just  to  praise 
where  all  is  so  well  <vdei:ed.  The  state  apart^ 
meats  in  which  we  hate  erewhile  been  received 
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with  much  and  bonourable  service,  ore  in  a 
good  taste  of  splendour,  but  this  private  suite 
of  rooms  is  to  our  liking  still  more  graceful, 
and  we  must  see  if  all  the  rest  are  in  keeping 
with  this  one.     What  is  there  here  beyond  f" 

"  This  door  madam,  opens  on  my  sleeping 
chamber,  where  if  a  wooden  truck  were  placed 
instead  of  a  down  bed,  it  were  too  good  for 
your  majesty's  poor  servant  did  not  his  dreams 
run  nightly  on  your  too  great  bounty." 
^  "Ah,  flatterer!"   said   the  queen,    smiling 

and  tapping  her  favourite  with  a  diamond- 
studded  fan.  "  But  we  will  not  enter  there ; 
for  we  would  not  leave  an  imprets  of  our 
person    on   the   fancy   to   break    your    slum- 

^' 

'  bers  altogether,  now  in  your  great  need  of  re- 

storing nights  and  quiet  days.  And  what  is 
herer 

"  That — that  may  it  please  your  majesty,  is 
nought  but  a  poor  small  book-closet— a — " 

"  Ha !  that  privy  chamber  of  the  mind  I 
must  examiae  I  shall  see  there  your  studies, 
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mj  youDg  sir  Your  favourite  authors — ^jrour 
secret  taste  in  reading!  *ris  not  in  gaudy 
galleries  meant  for  public  show  that  men  keep 
the  books  they  feed  on.  Open  yon  door,  Sir 
John !  you  are  my  guide  in  study,  and  shall 
judge  of  the  earPs  good  taste.  I  warrant  we 
shall  find  fair  store  of  amorous  tales  or  loving 
ditties  on  these  secret  shelves.^ 

As  the  obedient  master  of  the  wardrobe  laid 
his  hand  on  the  lock,  Essex  sprang  from  his 
couch,  and  interposed  between  the  queen  and 
the  door. 

*'I  pray  you,  my  most  gracious  mistress^ 
said  he,  in  great  agitation,  ^^  ask  not  to  enter 
there — ^it  is  not  in  seemly  state  to  receive  your 
highness — ^the  books  are  scattered — loose  papers 
are  on  the  floor — the  air  is  mouldy — ^it  is  but 
an  uncouth  lumber  room^^^^ 

*^  Why,  my  Lord  of  Essex,  what  does  this 
meau?^  asked  the  queen  sternly.  *^  Are  you 
distraught,  to  change  colour  thus  like  a  guilty 
girl  because  your  books  are  out  of  place  ?    A 
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mouldy  lumber-room,  forsooth,  close  to  this 
richly  decked  saloon  !  I  tell  you,  my  lord,  if 
the  pest  raged  within  I'll  enter.  What!  is 
there  a  mystery  of  alchymy  or  magic  there 
within  ?  Does  it  touch  our  sacred  person  ? 
Have  you  some  unfledged  treason  hatching  that 
you  would  keep  pent  up  till  it  is  ready  to 
destroy  us  ?  Answer  I  say,  and  truly  if  you 
would  stand  well  and  firmly  in  this  world,  my 
Lord  Essex  f*^ 

"  My  more  than  sovereign,  my  very  being^s 
arbiter,^'  cried  the  earl  falling  on  his  knees  and 
catching  her  robe,  ^'  those  are  cruel  words,  the 
offspring  of  most  harsh  thoughts,  towards  one. 
who  lives  but  in  your  service  and  your  favour."" 

**How  durst  you,  then,  oppose  my  will?'^ 
asked  the  angry  despot,  her  passion  rising 
higher  at  every  moment. 

*'I  oppose  not,  my  mistress, — ^but  on  my 
heart's  knees  I  beg,  for  your  own  sake,  rather 
than  for  mine,  that  you  persist  not  to  enter 
there/' 
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<<  Not  enter !  By  God's  pamoo  !  but  I  will 
though  Essex  Houee  crumUe  to  its  foondatioii 
and  bttiy  me  in  its  fuias.  Come,  gentlemen, 
and  stand  by  your  queen  against  this  bold 
earl's  presumption.  Follow  me  all  into  the 
seeret  den  !**' 

Essex  seeing  opposition  vain,.  ft)Se  (ran  his 
knees  and  stood  with  his  hands  clasped  to- 
gether, throwing  a  look  on  CufiP  who  stood  in 
mute  expectation  of  the  issue  of  the  scene. 
Cedl,  whose  keen  eyes  were  fixed  alternately 
on  Essex  and  his  secretary,  now  stepped  for- 
ward close  to  the  queen,  and  before  she  could 
push  open  the  mysterious  door  he  implored  her 
to  pause,  saying  that  he  thought  he  obserred 
symptoms  which  justified  a  strong  suspicion  of 
some  really  dangerous  combination  within  the 
closet 

'<  Then,  if  there  be  danger  it  is  fit  that  I 
should  confront  it  first,*'  said  the  queen,  well 
satisfied  all  the  while  that  she  ran  no  risk  of 
personal  harm  from   any  machination  of  her 
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deToted  favourite,  ^<  atand  back  till  1 1 
then  let  who  loves  me  follow  me  !^ 

With  these  words  she  forcibly  th 
the  closet  door ;  but  die  had  not  iidva 
steps  when  she  uttered  a  piercing  sh 
with  a  succession  of  appalling  crie 
forwards  on  the  floor,  burying  her  fa 
hands. 

The  whole  company  male  and  fema 
in,  and  discovered  Agnes,  standing 
titude  of  extreme  terrcNr,  her  pale  co 
9till  more  ghastly  from  die  dead  lighi 
on  it  from  the  blue  taifeta  window-ci 
which  the  setting  sun  threw  its  last  fa: 
Well  might  any  one  who  in  that  su] 
age  had  the  blood  of  a  fellow-creaturi 
head  have  taken  our  hapless  heroine 
pematural  visitant  xif  earth.    Elizabe 
doubt  bnt  diat  the  ghost  of  Mary  Sti 
before  her.    She  had  never  seen  her  ui 
rival;    but    her    beautiful  features 
deeply  graven  in  her  mind,  from  the  i 

Q  3 
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she  used  in  affeded  frienddiip  to  kiss  lier 
picture  *  until  those  latter  days,  when,  am* 
sdenoe-^tricken,  she  saw  her  m  everj  shadow  of 
tcNtured  fancy,  bleeding  beneath  the  axe 

The  present  weakness  was  not»  however, 
lasting.  The  powerfol  mind  of  EHizabeth  re» 
ceived,  but  could  not  long  retain,  a  shock  of 
terror.  She  suffered  herself  to  be  raised  firom 
the  floor;  and  her  incoherent  expressions  be- 
traying her  alarmed  imaginings^  CecQ,  For- 
tescue,  and  the  others  took  the  best  means  of 
dispelling  the  illusion  by  showing  her  the  living 
loveliness  which  had  caused  her  fright.  She 
gazed  on  fiercely,  and  even  laid  hold  of  and 
rudely  shook,  our  now  indignant  heroine,  to 
convince  herself,  that  any  being  of  flesh  and 
blood  could  so  resemble,  her  former  victim 
whose  spirit  was  in  the  skies.  Shame  and  rage, 
at  tlie  weakness  she  had  exposed  to  so  many 
observers,  next  possessed  her  almost  to  phrensy. 
She  turned  its  whole  torrent  upon  Essex,  who 


*  See  Sir  James  Melvil*8  Memoin. 
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was  again  on  his  knees  before  her  si  i 
appease  her  fury. 

*^  So,  base  and  wicked  recreant,  y : 
play  a  trick  upon  your  mistress  P*^  cri^ ! 
she  strided  through  the  chamber,  i' 
kwks^-her  gray  bair  disordered,  and  I 
air  showing  a  sybiPs  fury  without  hci 
tion— *^So;  you  would  sport  with  m 
fancy  and  conspire  with  a  loose  wantoi] 
on  my  woman's  scnrrow  for  my  poor  si 
is  gone  t  Out  on  you  Essex,  for  a  tail 
a  loathed  traitor !  It  was  unmanly  aii 
traitorous — but,  by  God^s  Son  !  thou  i 
deeply  and  pay  dearly  for  this  frolic,  i 
vile  masquer  hired  for  the  base  occasin 

It  was  in  vain  that  Essex  pleaded  h: 
to  prevent  her  entering  the  closet, 
agitation  lest  the  stranger  lady  might  i 
majesty^s  view ;  or  that  Cecil  implored 
maintain  her  dignity  —  whatever  o 
thought  of  the  earl^s  conduct.^  SI 
not  be  pacified.     On  Agnes  she  he 
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bounded  opprobrium ;  and  at  length  our 
heroine,  utterly  disgusted,  but  roused  to  in- 
dignation, replied  to  her  question  as  to  who 
and  what  she  was, 

^'  I  am,  madam,  a  countess  in  my  own  right, 
of  a  line  as  noble  and  more  ancient  than  the 
Tudors.  I  was  by  virtue  of  my  husband^s  title 
a  sovereign  princess,  till  the  abandonment  of 
false  friends  and  the  cowardly  standing  off  of 
selfish  princes  lost  us  our  state  and  dignity. 
My  name  is  Agnes  de  Mansfeldt — ^my  hus- 
band's I  need  not  now  tdl  to  the  Queen  of 
England." 

Elizabeth,  struck  by  the  proud  demeanour 
of  the  beautiful  woman  before  her,  could  not 
withhold  her  admiration'— but  she  gave  it  no 
expression.  She,  on  the  contrary,  loaded  her 
with  sarcasm ;  and  gave  Ghebhard  Trudises  a 
full  measure  of  abuse^  as  an  apostate  biAop 
whose  rebellious  example  had  worked  nought 
but  mischief,  and  whose  misconduct  to  the 
church  be  had  forsaken  brought  nothing  but 
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disgrace  to  that  he  had  adopted.  Agnes  re< 
torted  with  calm  dignity  every  new  burst  of 
vituperation,  by  a  plain  etatemeut  of  the  erents 
which  brought  her  to  England ;  till  the 
(»«wned  virago,  worn  out  by  her  own  violence, 
and  quite  satined  of  the  truth  of  all  she  heard 
from  our  hennoe,  at  length  retired  from  the 
scene,  refusing  to  listen  to  any  explanation  <hi 
the  part  of  Essex,  and  giving  most  peremptory 
orders  to  Sir  John  Fortescue  that  Agnea  was  to 
be  without  ewe  hour's  delay  removed  on  board 
the  first  ship  sailing  from  the  river  for  any  of 
the  Dutch  ports;  and  so  put  far  beyond  the 
chance  of  any  further  meeting  with  Elizabeth 
herself,  and  out  of  the  reach  of  any  renewed 
visit  to  Essex,  which  might  again  rouse  her 
despotic  jealousy.  She  would  not  even  admit 
of  the  courtesy  <^  a  leave-taking  on  his  part 
with  his  outraged  visitor.  And  ^1  this  self- 
decreed  disgrace  to  England  and  its  queen  was 
executed  to  the  letter,  but  with  decorous  regret 
by  the  learned  and  virtuous  functionary  thus 
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bruUdly  deputed  to  die  ungracious  oiiee.  A 
vessel  sailing  by  that  Tery  tide  iras  imiBediatdy 
engaged  for  this  purpose;  and  «  purse  of  a 
thousand  crowns  was  placed  in  the  skipper'*s 
hands — ^by  Elunbeth's  orders — ^for  -Agnes's  use. 
This  she  indignantly  refused  to  touch ;  and  she 
turned  her  back  for  ever  on  the  country  in 
which  she  Imd  passed  but  a  doaen  hours  of 
most  checqueied  and  perturbed  fedings,  her 
mind  filled  with  this  new  and  frightful  specimen 
of  womankind,  one  too  often  hekl  up  by  servile 
pens  as  a  model,  but  whom  it  is  more  just  to 
point  out  as  a  warning,  to  any  future  princess 
whose  high  destinies  may  call  her  to  preside 
over  the  morad  feelings  and  the  feminine  virtues 
of  this  great  country.  Essex  found  speedy 
means,  by  working  on  the  cupidity  and  vanity 
of  his  mistress,  to  regain  his  slij^ry  footing  in 
her  favour;  and  ten  years  more  sufficed  to 
bring  to  a  close  the  drama  of  his  brief  career, 
and  to  give  the  crowning  proof  of  the  bold 
blood-thirstiness,   which   was  but   one  of  the 
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many  odious  qualities  that  disgraced  (infinitely 
more  than  the  bright  oues  dignified)  the  cha- 
racter of  Elizabeth  of  England. 

•  •  •  ♦ 

The  scene  now  shifts  once  more;  and  pre** 
sents  us  Ghebhard  and  Agnes,  (sometime  after 
this  English  episode)  fixed  in  the  city  of 
Strasburg^  for  life  and  death.  He,  by  means 
of  his  Oerman  friends,  at  length  succeeded  in 
obtaining  the  modest  post  of  canon  to  the 
choir  of  that  town ;  thus  ending  life  in  the 
very  station  in  which  his  manhood  was  first 
employed,  having  passed  through  gradations  of 
greatness  and  of  ruin  to  which  few  men  are 
destined.  Ghebhard  continued  in  the  pro- 
testant  faith,  which  he  had  adopted  from 
conviction  and  practised  with  purity ;  believing 
it  to  be  the  form  best  adapted  to  promote  the 
moral  and  political  welfare  of  mankind,  but 
tolerating  in  all  his  fellow-christians  the  right 
of  worshipping  God  in  the  mode  which  their 
consciences   approved,    and    maintaining   that 
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no  man  should  withhold  from  others  the  same 

unbounded  freedom  of  opinion  whidi  he  daims 
for  himself.  Of  Agnes  we  shall  onlj  say 
she  was,  and  remained  as  ever,  her  husband^s 
second  self,  and  we  may  emphatically  add  his 
better-half ! 

The  annals  of  the  Mansfeldt  famfly  tell  us 
that  Ernest,  Agnes^s  elder  brother,  after  baring 
served  in  a  distinguished  manner  the  King  of 
Denmark  and  the  Emperor  Mathias,  and  being 
employed  by  both  in  *^many  weighty  embassies*" 
was  elected  redor  magmfieus  of  the  Univeraaty 
of  Jena,  where  he  held  one  most  famous 
oration ;  and  that  he  had  a  principal  hand  in 
the  celebrated  Witzensteinishen  or  Lath- 
ringischen  contest,  in  the  year  1604,  after 
which  epoch  history  teUs  nothing  more  of 
him.  His  brother  Christopher,  under  the 
tender  cultivation  of  his  wife  Emma  Van 
Kriechlingeo,  so  completdy  threw  off  his 
outward  and  early  character  of  impetuous  and 
hair-brained   vivacity  as  to  be  designated  in 
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the  chronicle  by  the  aattbriqttet  of  "  the  dove," 
and  he  left  after  him  three  sons  and  a  daughter 
lo  band  down  his  own  and  his  wife's  virtues 
to  posterity. 

Bespecting  the  minor  characters  of  our  tale 
we  cannot  be  as  minute  with  the  same  cer- 
tainty of  truth.  The  curious  journal  of 
Heinrick  Von  Sweiniahen,  discovered  about 
sixteen  or  seventeeen  years  ago  in  the  library 
of  the  Castle  of  Furstenstein  iu  Silesia  (of 
which  country  he  was  a  native)  and  of  which 
we  have  ^ready  availed  ourselves,  relates  that 
after  the  failure  of  his  master  the  Prince  of 
Liegnitz's  speculations  in  the  Rhine  country 
and  in  Holland,  that  redoubted  adventurer 
proposed  to  his  faithful  finance  minister  to 
proceed  to  England,  for  no  less  a  purpose  than 
to  demand  in  marriage  Elizabeth  herself — 
and  in  the  mean  time  to  borrow  or  beg 
from  her  the  sum  of  fifty  thousand  crowns  I 
"  But  my  humble  character,"  says  Von  Swei- 
nishen,  ''  revolted  at  his  prepoBteraus  proposal. 
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and  I  made  such  persaasive  remoiistrazio» 
that  his  highness  seemed  to  give  ap  that  plan» 
for  he  never  again  mentiimed  it,  nor  indeed 
did  he  speak  to  me  for  several  days  afterwards.'^ 
We  think  it  a  pity  that  the  doubts  of  the 
Ritter  Heinrick  marred  this  measure,  which 
would,  if  executed,  have  no  doubt  given  frcA 
occasion  for  some  chronicler  to  paint  another 
sketch  of  the  **  sweete  floure's^  amiable  energy. 
A.bout  the  same  period  as  that  of  Agnes^s 
visit  to  London^  that  is  to  say  some  time  in  the 
year  1590,  and  about  ten  years  after  the  eailier 
scenes  of  this  tale,  an  eye-witness  relates  that 
Jerome  Sootus  the  magician  appeared  at  Prague 
accompanied  by  a  troop  of  well  armed  cavaliers, 
with  many  coaches  glittering  with  gold,  and 
that  he  lived  there  for  some  time  in  much  mag- 
nificence! The  imperial  writ  for  his  arrest, 
issued  at  the  demand  of  the  Duke  of  Saxe- 
Goburg,  it  was  never  found  possible  to  execute, 
for  the  same  cleverness  and  presence  of  mind  with 
which  he  safdy  swam  the  Rhine,  on  the  memor- 
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able  Dight  recorded  in  these  pages,  enabled  him 
by  a  thousand  shifts  and  turns  to  baffle  the 
pursuits  of  his  indignant  enemies,  and  to  appear 
for  many  years  in  various  parts  of  Europe,  a 
mortal  meteor  boding  nothing  but  evil  to  his 
fellow- creatures.  "And  what,"  may  thecurious 
reader  ask,  '*  was  the  final  fate  of  the  arcli  im- 
postor ?"  To  which  we  answer  *'  What  ?"  No  re- 
cord of  hie  death  exists.  And  there  may  even 
now  be  those  who  believe  that  he  still  lives,  a 
wanderer  in  everlasting  vileness  on  the  polluted 
earth.  That  belief,  as  a  true  romance  writer, 
the  author  of  this  book  must  disavow.  Scotus 
no  longer  lives  bodOy  in  this  world ;  but  has 
not  his  spirit  been  given  in  scattered  inheritance 
to  the  thousands  of  mean  and  sordid  charlatans, 
who  exist  to-day,  and  who  only  want  an  age  as 
credulous  and  contemporaries  as  ignorant,  to 
practice  the  arts  and  crimes  which  made  Jerome 
Scotus  infamous? 
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